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COMEDY. 


The  Commendatory  Verfes  by  Gardiner  afcribe  this  Play  to  Fletcher 
alone  ;  the  P/ologue  to  both  Writers.  It  'was  originally  •printed  in 
the  folio  edition  ;  has  not  been  performed  for  many  years  t>#ft  i  ncr  <& 
five  know  of  its  ever  having  received  any  alterations. 


VOL.  VII.  A  PROLOGUE, 


PROLOGUE. 

TO  this  place,  gentlemen,  full  many  a  day 
We've  bid  ye  welcome,  and  to  many  a  play ; 
And  thofe  whofe  angry  fouls  were  not  difeas'd 
With  law,  or  lending  money,  we  have  pleas'd  ; 
And  make  no  doubt  to  do  again.     This  night, 
No  mighty  matter,  nor  no  light ', 
We  mufl  entreat  you  look  for :  A  good  tale, 
Told  in  two  hours,  we  will  not  fail, 
If  we  be  perfect,  to  rehearfe  ye.     New 
I'm  fure  it  is,  and  handfome ;  but  how  true 
Let  them  difpute  that  writ  it.     Ten  to  one 
We  pleafe  the  women,  and  I'd  know  that  man 
Follows  not  their  example  !  If  ye  mean 
To  know  the  play  well,  travel  with  the  fcene, 
For't  lies  upon  the  road:  If  we  chance  tire, 
As  ye  are  good  men,  leave  us  not  i'  th'  mire ; 
Another  bait  may  mend  us :  If  you  grow 
A  little  galPd  or  weary,  cry  but  *  hoa,' 
And  we'll  flay  for  ye.     When  our  journey  ends, 
livery  man's  pot  I  hope,  and  all  part  friends. 

1  Nor  no  light.']  The  context,  as  well  as  the  meafare,  feems  to 
require  us  to  read, 

No  mighty  matter,  nor  no  very  light y 

We  mvft  entt  eat  you  look  for  ; 
pr  fomething  to  that  purjjole. 
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DRAMATIS      PERSONA, 

M  E   N. 

Governor  of  Barcelona. 

Leonardo,  a  noble  Genoefe. 

Sanchio,  an  old  lame  angry  Joldier. 

Alphonfo,  a  chclerick  don. 

Philippe,  Jon  to  Atyhonjo,  lover  of  Leocadia, 

Marc- Antonio,  Jon  to  Leonardo. 

Pedro,  friend  to  Leonardo. 

Rodorigo,  general  of  the  Spanijh  gallics. 

Incubo,  bailiff  of  Caftel-Blanco, 

Diego,  hoft  of  OJJuna. 

Lazaro,  hoftler  to  Diego. 

Hoft  of  Barcelona. 

Bailiff  of  Barcelona. 

Chirurgeons. 

Soldiers. 

Townfmen. 

Attendants. 

WOMEN. 


Theodofia,  daughter  to  Alphonfo,  1  in  love  with  Mart-. 
Leocadia,  daughter  to  Sanchio ,    j         Antonio* 
Eugenia,  wife  to  the  Governor  of  Barcelona* 
Hoftefs,  wife  to  Diego. 
Wife  to  the  Hojt  of  Barcelona* 


SCENE,  BARCELONA  and  the  Road. 


LOVE'S 


LOVE'S  PILGRIMAGE. 


ACT     I.        SCENE     I. 

Enter  Incubo  and  Diego. 

Intubo.  /^IGNOR  don  Diego,  and  mine  holt, 
^^k  fave  thee ! 

\^J    Diego.  I  thank  you,  mailer  Baily. 

Inc.  Oh,  the  block  ! 

Diego.  Why,  hosv  mould  I  have  anfwer'd  ? 

Inc.  Not  with  that 

Negligent  rudenefs ;  but,  *  I  kifs  your  hands, 
'  Signer  don  Incubo  de  Hambre ;'  and  then 
My  titles ;  '  mailer  Baily  of  Caftel-Blanco.' 
Thou  ne'er  wilt  have  the  elegancy  of  an  hoil ; 
I  forrow  for  thee,  as  my  friend  and  goflip  ! — 
No  fmoak,  nor  ileam  out-breathing  from  the  kitchen  ? 
There's  little  life  i'  th'  hearth  then. 

Diego.  Ay  ;  there,  there  ! 
That  is  his  friendmip,  hearkening  for  the  fpit, 
And  forry  that  he  cannot  fmell  the  pot  boil. 

Inc.  Strange 

An  inn  mould  be  fo  curs'd,  and  not  the  fign 
Blafted  nor  wither'd  j  very  ftrange  !  three  days  now, 
And  not  an  egg  eat  in  it,  nor  an  onion. 

Diego.  I  think  they  ha'  ftrew'd  th'  highways  with 

caltraps,  I ; 

No  horfe  dares  pafs  'em  ;  I  did  never  know, 
A  week  of  fo  fad  doings,  fmce  I  firft 
Stood  to  my  fign-poft. 

A  3  Inc. 
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Inc.  Goflip,  I  have  found 
The  root  of  all :  Kneel,  pray  -,  it  is  thyfelf 
Art  caufe  thereof  -t  each  perfon  is  the  founder 
Of  his  own  fortune,  good  or  bad :  But  mend  it  j 
Call  for  thy  cloak  and  rapier. 

Diego.  How  ! 

Inc.  Do,  call, 

And  put  'em  on  in  hade :  Alter  thy  fortune, 
By  appearing  worthy  of  her.     Dolt  thou  think 
Her  good  face  e'er  will  know  a  man  in  cuerfo  ? 
In  fingle  body,  thus  ?  in  hofe  and  doubier, 
The  horfe-boy's  garb  ?  bafe  blank,  and  half-blank 

citerfo  ? 

Did  I,  or  matter  dean  of  Sevil,  our  neighbour, 
E'er  reach  our  dignities  in  cuerpo,  think'ft  thou  ? 
In  fquirting  hofe  and  doublet  ?  Signer,  no  ; 
There  went  more  to't :  There  were  cloaks,  gowns, 

caflbcks, 

And  other  paramentos :  Call,  I  lay. 
His  cloak  and  rapier  here  ! 

Enter  Hoftefs. 

Hoftefs.  What  means  your  worfhip  ? 

Inc.  Bring  forth  thy  hulband's  fword.     So !  hang 

it  on. 

And  HOW  his  cloak  !  here,  caft  it  up.     I  mean, 
Goflip,  to  change  your  luck,  and  bring  you  guefts. 

Hoftefs.  Why,  is  there  charm  in  this  ? 

Inc.  Expect.     Now  walk  ; 
But  not  the  pace  of  one  that  runs  on  errands ! 
For  want  of  gravity  in  an  hoft  is  odious. 
You  may  remember,  goflip,  if  you  pleafe, 
(Your  wife  being  then  th'  infanta  of  the  gipfies, 
Andyourfelf  governing  a  great  man's  mules  then) 
Me  a  poor  'fquire  at  Madrid,  attending 
A  mafter  of  ceremonies  (but  a  man,  believe  ir, 
That  knew  his  place  to  the  gold-weight);  and  fuch. 
Have  I  heard  him  oft  fay,  ought  ev'ry  noft 
Within  the  Catholick  king's  dominions 

Be, 
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Be,  in  his  own  houfe. 

Diego.  How? 

Inc.  A  mafter  of  ceremonies  -, 
At  leaft,  vice-mafter,  and  to  do  nought  in  cuerf 9  -, 
That  was  his  maxim.     1  will  tell  thee  of  him : 
He  would  not  fpeak  with  an  ambaffador's  cook, 
See  a  cold  bake-meat  from  a  foreign  part, 
In  cuerpo :  Had  a  dog  but  ftay'd  without, 
Or  beail  of  quality,  as  an  Englim  cow, 
But  to  prefent  itfelf,  he  would  put  on 
His  Savoy  chain  about  his  neck,  the  ruff 
And  cuffs  of  Holland,  then  the  Naples  hat, 
With  the  Rome  hatband,  and  the  Florentine  agat, 
The  Milan  fword,  the  cloak  of  Genoa,  fet 
With  Flemifh  buttons  ;  all  his  griven  pieces, 
To  entertain  'em  in ;  and  compliment    {Knock  within. 
With  a  tame  cony,  as  with  the  prince  that  fent  it. 

Diego.  Lift  !   who  is  there  ? 

Inc.  A  guefl,  an't  be  thy  will ! 

Diego.  Look,  fpoufe ;  cry  '  luck,'  an  we  be  en- 
counter'd.     Ha  ? 

Hofcejs.  Luck  then,  and  good;  for  'tis  a  fine  brave 

guett, 
With  a  brave  horfe. 

Inc.  Why  now,  believe  of  cuerpo 
As  you  (hall  fee  occafion.     Go,  and  meet  him. 

Enter  Tbeodofia. 

Thecd.  Look  to  my  horfe,  I  pray  you,  well. 

Diego.  He  (hall,  Sir. 

Inc.  Oh,  how  beneath  his  rank  and  call  was  that  now ! 
Your  horie  fhall  be  entreated  as  becomes 
A  horfe  of  fafliion,  and  his  inches. 

Tbeod.  Oh! 

Inc.  Look  to  the  cavalier !  What  ails  he  ?  Stay ! 
If  it  concern  his  horfe,  let  it  not  trouble  him  ; 
He  (hail  have  all  refpedl  the  place  can  yield  him, 
Either  of  barley,  or  frefh  ftraw. 

Diego.  Good  Sir, 

A  4  Look 
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Look  up. 

Inc.  He  finks !   Somewhat  to  caft  upon  him  -9 
He'll  go  away  in  cuerpo  elfe. 

Diego.  What,  wife ! 

Oh,  your  hot  waters  quickly,  and  fome  cold 
To  caft  in  his  fweet  face. 

Hoftefs.  Alas,  fair  flower  !  [ExiL 

Inc.  Does  any  body  entertain  his  horfe  ? 

Diego.  Yes  j  Lazaro  has  him. 

Enter  Hoftefs,  with  a  glafs  of  'Water. 
Inc.  Go  you  fee  him  in  perfon.  [Exit  Diego. 

Hoftefs.  Sir,  tafte  a  little  of  this ;  of  mine  own  water, 
I  did  diftill't  myfelf.     Sweet  lily,  look  upon  me; 
You  are  but  newly  blown,  my  pretty  tulip  ; 
Faint  not  upon  your  ftalk.     'Tis  firm,  and  frefli. 
Stand  up  :  So !  bolt  upright.     You're  yet  in  growing. 
I'beod.  Pray  you  let  me  have  a  chamber. 
Hoftefs.  That  you  mail,  Sir. 
fheod.  And  where  I  may  be  private,  I  entreat  you. 
Hoftefs.  For  that,  in  troth>  Sir,  we've  no  choice : 

Our  houfe 

Is  but  a  vent  of  need z,  that  now  and  then 
Receives  a  gueft  between  the  greater  towns, 

As  they  come  late  j  only  one  room 

Inc.  She  means,  Sir,  it  is  none 
Of  thofe  wild  fcatter'd  heaps  call'd  inns,  where  fcarcc 
The  holt's  heard,  tho'  he  wind  his  horn  t*  his  people ; 
Here  is  a  competent  pile,  wherein  the  man, 
Wife,  fervants,  all  do  live  within  the  whiftle. 

Hoftefs.  Only  one  room 

Inc.  A  pretty  modeft  quadrangle  f 
She  will  defcribe  to  you. 

Hoftefs.  (Wherein  ftand  two  beds,  Sir) 
We  have ;  and  where,  if  any  gueft  do  come, 
He  muft  of  force  be  lodg'd  ;  that  is  the  truth,  Sir- 

Enter  Diego. 
Theod.  But  if  I  pay  you  for  both  your  beds,  methinks, 

2  Venta.]  An  inn.     Hifyanice.  Theobald. 

That 
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That  fhould  alike  content  you. 

Hoftefs.  That  it  (hall,  Sir  : 
If  I  be  paid,  I'm  paid. 

Tbeod.  Why,  there's  a  ducat-, 
Will  that  make  your  content  ? 

Hoftefs.  Oh,  the  fweet  face  on  you  ! 
A  ducat  ?  yes  :  An  there  were  three  beds,  Sir, 
And  twice  fo  many  rooms,  which  is  one  more, 
You  fhould  be  private  in  them  all,  in  all,  Sir : 
No  one  mould  have  a  piece  of  a  bed  with  you  ; 
Not  mafter  dean  of  Sevil  himfelf,  I  fwear, 
Tho'  he  came  naked  hither,  as  once  he  did, 
When  h'  had  like  t' have  been  ta'ena-bed  with  theMoor, 
And  gelt  by'r  mafter ;  you  mail  be  as  private 
As  if  you  lay  in's  own  great  houfe  that's  haunted, 
Where  nobody  comes,  they  fay. 
Tbeod.  I  thank  you,  Hoftefs. 
Pray  you,  will  you  Ihew  me  in  ? 

Hoftefs.  Yes,  marry  will  I,  Sir ; 
And  pray  that  not  a  flea,  or  a  chinch J  vex  you. 

[Exeunt  Hoftefs  and  Tbeod. 

Inc.  You  forget  fupper  !  Goflip,  move  for  fupper. 
Diego.  'Tis  itrange  what  love  to  a  bcaft  may  do  !  his 

horfe 
Threw  him  into  this  fit. 

Inc.  You  (hall  excufe  me  ; 
It  was  his  being  in  cuerpo  merely  caus'd  it. 
Diego.  Do  you  think  fo,  Sir  ? 
Inc.  Moft  unlucky  cuerpo  I 

Nought  elfe.     He  looks  as  he  would  eat  partridge, 
This  gueft;  ha'  you  'em  ready  in  the  houfe  ? 
And  a  fine  piece  of  kid  now  ?  and  frelh  garlick, 

Enter  Hoftefs. 
With  a  fardina  and  Zant  oil 4  ? — How  now  ? 

5  Chinch."]  Stevens's  Spanifh  Dictionary  explains  chincbe  in  this 
manner :  '  An  infect  breeding  in  wood,  and  particularly  in  bed  Heads. 
'  We  call  them  bugs,  and  from  the  French  punaijei,  Latin  cimex, 
*  thence  corruptly  ibincbe.'  R. 

*  With  a  fardina  and  Zant  oil  f~]  A  fardina,  or  fafdiny,  is  an 
anchovy.  Sjmpfon 

Has 
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Has  he  befpoke  ?   what,  will  he  have  a  brace, 
Or  but  one  partridge  ?  or  a  fhort-leg'd  hen, 
Daintily  carbonado'd  ? 

Hoftejs.  'Las,  the  dead 
May  be  as  ready  for  a  fupper  as  he. 

Inc.  Ha  ? 

Hoftejs.  H'  has  no  mind  to  eat,  more  than  his  madow< 

Inc.  Say  yon  ? 

Diego.  How  does  your  worfhip  ? 

Inc.  I  put  on 

My  left-fhoe  firft  to-day,  (now  I  perceive  it) 
And  fkipt  a  bead  in  faying  them  over,  elfe 
I  could  not  be  thus  crofs'd  !  He  cannot  be 
Above  feventeen  •,  one  of  his  years,  and  have 
No  better  a  ftomach  ? 

Hoftejs.  And  in  fuch  good  cloaths  too  ! 

Diego.  Nay,  thofe  do  often  make  the  ftomach  worfe^ 

wife  ; 
That  is  no  reafon. 

Inc.  I  could,  at  his  years,  goffips, 
(As  temperate  as  you  fee  me  now)  have  eaten 
My  brace  of  ducks,  with  my  half-gooie,  my  cony, 
And  drank  my  whole  twelve  marvedis  in  wine, 
As  eafy  as  I  now  get  down  three  olives. 

Diego.  And,  with  your  temperance-favour,  yet  I 

think 

Your  worfhip  would  put  to't  at  fix  and  thirty  J, 
For  a  good  wager  •,  and  the  meal  in  too. 

Inc:  I  do  not  know  what  mine  old  mouth  can  do ; 
I  have  not  prov'd  it  lately. 

Diego.  That's  the  grief,  Sir. 

Inc.  But  is  he,  without  hope  then,  gone  to-bed  ? 

Hoftejs.  I  fear  fo,  Sir  j  h'  has  lock'd  the  door  elofe 

to  him  : 
Sure  he  is  very  ill. 

y  Tour  tKorJhip  would  put  to^tathx.  and  thirty.}  Sym£>fon  fays,' 
'  This  is  not  an  age  tor  a  man  to  be  called  old  at  :  Six  and  fifty,  I 
4  imagine,  was  what  our  Authors  wrote.'  We  fee  no  realon  for  this 
variation  •,  thirty- fix  is  old  to  fevenftenv 

Ins* 
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Inc.  That  is  with  falling. 

You  fhould  ha'  told  him,  gofilp,  what  you  had  had, 
Given  him  the  inventory  of  your  kitchen  ; 
It  is  the  picklock  in  an  inn,  and  often 
Opensaclofe-barr'dftomach.  What  may  he  be,  trow? 
Has  he  fo  good  a  horfe  ? 

Diego.  Oh,  a  brave  jennet, 
As  e'er  your  wormip  law. 

Inc.  And  be  eats  ? 

Diego.  Strongly. 

Inc.  A  mighty  folecifm  !  Heav'n  give  me  patience  ! 
What  creatures  has  he  ? 

Hoftefs.  None. 

Inc.  And  fo  well  cloath'd, 
And  fo  well  mounted  ? 

Diego.  That's  all  my  wonder,  Sir, 
Who  he  mould  be  :  He  is  attir'd  and  hors'd 
For  the  conftable's  fon  of  Spain. 

Inc.  My  wonder's  more 

He  mould  want  appetite. — Well,  a  good  night 
To  both  my  goffips  !   I  will  for  this  time 
Put  off  the  thought  of  flipping.     In  the  morning, 
Remember  him  of  breakfail,  pray  you. 

Hoftefs.  I  mail,   Sir. 

Diego.  A  hungry  time,  Sir. 

Inc.  We  that  live  like  mice 
On  others'  meat,  muft  watch  when  we  can  get  it.  [Exit. 

Hoftefs.  Yes,  but  I  would  not  tell  him,  our  fair  gueft 
Says,  tho'  he  eat  no  fupper,  he  will  pay 
For  one. 

Diego.  Good  news !  we'll  eat  it,  fpoufe,  t'  his  health. 
'Twas  politickly  done  t'admit  no  fharers. 

Enter  Philippo. 

Phil.  Look  to  the  mules  there  !  Where's  mine  hoft  ? 
Diego.  Here,  Sir.— 
Another  fairy  ? 
Hoftefs.  Blefs  me ! 
Phil.  From  what,  fweet  Hoftefs  ? 

Arc 
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Are  you  afraid  o'  your  guefts  ? 

Hoftefs.  From  angels,  Sir; 
I  think  there's  none  but  fuch  come  here  to-night. 
My  houfe  had  never  Ib  good  luck  before, 
For  brave  fine  guefts  :  And  yet,  the  ill  luck  on't  is, 
I  cannot  bid  you  welcome. 

Phil.  No  ? 

Hoftefs.  Not  lodge  you,  Sin 

Phil.  Not,  Hoftefs? 

Hoftefs.  No,  in  troth,  Sir  ;  I  do  tell  you, 
Becaufe  you  may  provide  in  time  j  my  beds 
Are  both  ta'en  up  by  a  young  cavalier, 
That  will  and  muft  be  private. 

Diego.  He  has  paid,  Sir, 
For  all  our  chambers. 

Hoftefs.  Which  is  one  •,  and  beds, 
Which  I  already  ha'  told  you  are  two.     But,  Sir, 
So  fweet  a  creature — I  am  very  forry 
I  cannot  lodge  you  by  him  ;  you  look  fo  like  him  ! 
You're  both  the  lovelieft  pieces 

Phil.  What  train  has  he  ? 

Diego.  None  but  himfelf. 

Phil.  And  will  no  lefs  than  both  beds 
Serve  him  ? 

Hoftefs.  H'has  giv'n  me  a  ducat  for  'em. 

Phil.  Oh, 

You  give  me  reafon,  Hoftefs.     Is  he  handfome, 
And  young,  d'you  fay  ? 

Hoftefs.  Oh,  Sir,  the  delicat'ft  flelh, 
And  fineft  cloaths  withal,  and  fuch  a  horfe, 
Withfuchafaddle! 

Phil.  She's  in  love  with  all, 
The  horfe,  and  him,  and  faddle,  and  cloaths.     Good 

woman, 
Thou  juftifieft  thy  fex,  lov'ft  all  that's  brave. 

Enter  Incubo. 

Sure,  tho'  I  lie  o'th'  ground,  I'll  ftay  here  now, 
And  have  a  fight  of  him :  You'll  give  me  houfe-room, 

Fir*, 
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Fire,  and  frefh  meat,  for  money,  gentle  Hoftefs, 
And  make  me  a  pallet  ? 

Inc.  Sir,  fhe  mall  do  reaion. — 
I  underftood  you  had  another  gueft,  gofllps  : 
Pray  you  let  his  mule  be  look'd-to,  have  good  ftravr, 
And  ftore  of  bran.    And,  goffip,  do  you  hear, 
Let  him  not  ilay  for  fupper :   What  good  fowl  ha* 

you  ? 
This  gentleman  would  eat  a  pheafant. 

Hofiefs.  'Las,  Sir, 
We  ha'  no  fuch. 

Inc.  I  kifs  your  hands,  fair  Sir. — 
What  ha'  you  then  ?  fpeak  what  you  have. — I'm  one, 

Sir, 

Here  for  the  Catholic  king,  an  officer   . 
T*  enquire  what  guefts  come  to  theie  places :  You,  Sir, 
Appear  a  perfon  of  quality,  and  'tis  fit 
You  be  accommodated. — Why  fpeak  you  not  ? 
What  ha*  you,  woman  ?  are  you  afraid  to  vent 
That  which  you  have  ? 

Phil.  This  is  a  mod  ftrange  man, 
T*  appoint  my  meat ! 

Hojlefs.  The  half  of  a  cold  hen,  Sir, 
And  a  boil'd  quarter  of  kid,  is  all  i'th'  houfe. 
Inf.  Why,  all's  but  cold.     Let  him  fee't  forth  5 

cover, 

And  give  the  eye  fome  fatisfaftion  : 
A  traveller's  ftomach  muft  fee  bread  and  fait  ; 
His  belly  is  nearer  to  him  than  his  kindred. — 
Cold  hen's  a  pretty  meat,  Sir. 

Phil.  What  you  pleafe. — 
I  am  refolv'd  t*  obey. 
Inc.  So  is  your  kid, 

With  pepper,  garlick,  and  the  juice  of  an  orange: 
She  fhall  with  fallads  help  it,  and  clean  linen. — 
Difpatch  !— rWhat  news  at  court,  Sir  ? 

Phil.  Faith,  new  tires 
Moil  of  the  ladies  have,  the  men  old  fuits  ; 
Only  the  king's  fool  has  a  new  coat 

To 
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To  ferve  you. 

Inc.  I  did  guefs  you  came  from  thence,  Sir, 

Phil.  But  I  do  know  I  did  not. 

Inc.  I  miftook,  Sir. 
kWhat  hear  you  of  the  archdukes  ? 

Phil.  Troth,  your  queilion. 

Enter  Hcftefs  and  Servants,  with  a  table. 

Inc.  Of  the  French  bufmefs  what  ? 

Phil.  As  much. 

Inc.  No  more  ? 
They  fay  the  French — Oh,  that's  well ;  come,  I'll  help 

you. 

Have  you  no  giblets  now  ?  or  a  broil'd  ralher  ? 
Or  fome  luch  prefent  difh  t'aflift  ? 

Hoftefs.  Not  any,  Sir. 

Inc.  The  more   your  fault!  you  ne'er  mould  be 

without 

Such  aids:  What  cottage  would  ha*  lack'da  pheafant 
At  fuch  a  time  as  this  ?  Well,  bring  your  her; 
And  kid  forth  quickly. 

Phil.  That  fhould  be  my  prayer, 
To  'fcape  his  inquifttion. 

Inc.  Sir,  the  French, 

They  fay,  are  divided  'bout  their  match  with  us  : 
What  think  you  of  it  ? 

Phil.  As  of  nought  to  me,  Sir. 

Inc.  Nay,  it's  as  little  to  me  too  •,  but  I  love 
To  afk  after  thefe  things,  to  know  th'  affections 
Of  ftates  and  princes,  now  and  then,  for  bettering — • 

Phil.  Of  your  own  ignorance. 

Inc.  Yes,  Sir. 

Phil.  Many  do  fo. 

Inc.  I  cannot  live  without  it.     What  d'  you  hear 
Pf  our  Indian  fleet  ?  they  fay,  they're  well  return'd. 

Phil.  I  had  no  venture  with  'em,  Sir  ;  had  you  ? 

Enter  Hoftejs  and  Servants^  with  meat. 
Inc.  Why  do  you  afk,  Sir  ? 

Phil 
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Phil.  'Caufe  it  might  concern  you  j 
It  docs  not  me. 

Inc.  O\  here's  your  meat  come. 

Phil  Thanks! 
I  welcome  it  at  any  price. 

Inc.  Some  ftools  here  ! 

And  bid  mine  hoil  bring  wine. — I'll  try  your  kid, 
If  he  be  fweet :  He  looks  well.     Yes  j  he's  good. 
J'll  carve  you,  Sir. 

Phil.  You  ufe  me  too,  too  princely ; 
^afte,  and  carve  too  ! 

Inc.  I  love  to  do  thefe  offices. 

Phil.  I  think  you  do  ;  forwhofe  fake? 

Inc.  For  themlelves,  Sir-, 
The  very  doing  of  them  is  reward. 

Phil.  H'had  little  faith  would  not  believe  you,  §ir, 

Inc.  Gofiip,  fome  wine  ! 

Enter  Diegoy  with  wine. 

Diego.  Here  'tis,  and  right  St.  Martin. 

Inc.  Meafure  me  out  a  glafs. 

Phil.  I  love  the  humanity 
JJs'd  in  this  place. 

Inc.  Sir,  I  falute  you  here. 

Phil.  I  kifs  your  hands,  Sir. 

Inc.  Good  wine!  it  will  beget  an  appetite: 
Fill  him,  and  fit  down,  gofllp-,  entertain 
Your  noble  gueft  here,  as  becomes  your  title. 

Diego.  Pleafe  you  to  like  this  wine,  Sir  ? 

Phil.  I  diflike 

Nothing,  mine  hofl,  but  that  I  may  not  fee 
Your  conceal'd  gueft.     Here's  to  you ! 

Diego.  In  good  faith,  Sir, 
I  wifh  y'  as  well  as  him  ;  'would  you  might  fee  him  ! 

Inc.  And  wherefore  may  he  not  ? 

Diego.  H'  has  lock'd  himklf,  Sir, 
Up  i  and  has  hir'd  both  the  beds  o'  my  wife 
<At  extraordinary  rate. 

Phil.  I'll  give  as  much 

(if 
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(If  that  will  do't)  for  one,  as  he  for  both  : 
What  fay  you,  mine  hoil  ?  The  door  once  open, 
I'll  fling  myfelf  upon  the  next  bed  to  him, 
And  there's  an  end  of  me  till  morning ;  noife 
I  will  make  none. 

Diego.  I  wifh  your  worfhip  well  -,  but 

Inc.  His  honour  is  engag'd  ;  and  my  me-gofllp 
Hath  pad  her  promife,  hath  me  not  ? 

Diego.  Yes,  truly. 

Inc.  That  toucheth  to  the  credit  of  the  houfe  : 
Well,  I  will  eat  a  little,  and  think.     How  fay  you,  Sir, 
Unto  this  brawn  o'  th'  hen  ? 

Phil.  I  ha'  more  mind 
To  get  this  bed,  Sir. 

Inc.  Say  you  fo  ?  why  then, 
Give't  me  again,  and  drink  to  me.     Mine  hod, 
Fill  him  his  wine  !  Thou'rt  dull,  and  doft  not  praife  it. 
I  eat  but  to  teach  you  the  way,  Sir. 

Phil.  Sir, 

Find  but  the  way  to  lodge  me  in  this  chamber, 
I'll  give  mine  hoil  two  ducats  for  his  bed, 
And  you,  Sir,  two  reals.     Here's  to  you  ! 

Inc.  Excufe  me ; 

I  am  not  mercenary.     Gofllp,  pledge  him  for  me. 
I'll  think.     A  little  more ;  butev'n  one  bit; 
And  then — Talk  on  j    you  cannot  interrupt  me. 

Diego.  This  piece  of  wine,  Sir,  coil  me 

he.  Stay  !  I've  found 

This  little  morfel,  and  then. — Here's  excellent  garlick  ! 
Have  you  not  a  bunch  of  grapes  now,  or  fome  bacon,. 
To  give  the  mouth  a  relilh  ? 

Diego.  Wife,  d'  you  hear  ? 

Inc.  It  is  no  matter.     Sir,  give  mine  hofl  your  ducats. 

Diego.  How,  Sir ! 

Inc.  Do  you  receive  'em  :  I  will  fave 
The  honefty  of  your  houfe  ;  and  yours  too,  goffip ; 
And  I  will  lodge  the  gentleman.     Shew  the  chamber, 

Diego.  Good  Sir,  d'  you  hear  ? 

Inc,  Shew  me  the  chamber. 

Diego. 
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Diego.  Pray  you,  Sir, 
Do  not  dilturb  my  gueft  7; 

Inc.  Diilurb  ?  I  hope 

The  Catholick  king,  Sir,  may  command  a  lodging, 
Without  difturbing,  in  his  vaffkl's  houfe, 
For  any  minifter  of  his,  employ'd 
In  bufmefs  of  the  ftate.     Where  is  the  door  ?— 
Open  the  door  !   Who  are  you  there  ?   Within  ! 
In  the  king's  name  ! 

Theod.  [within.']  What  would  you  have  ? 
Inc.  Your  key,  Sir, 

And  your  door  open  :  I  have  here  command 
To  lodge  a  gentleman,  from  the  juftice,  fent 
Upon  the  king's  affairs. 

Theod.  Kings  and  neceflities 
Muft  be  obey'd  ;   The  key's  under  the  door* 

Inc.   How  now,  Sir  ?  are  you  fitted  ?  you  fecur'd  ? 
Phil.  Your  two  reals  are  grown  a  piece  of  eight. 
Inc.  Excufe  mej  Sir ! 
Phil.  'Twill  buy  a  hen,  and  wine, 
Sir,  for  tomorrow.  [Exit* 

Inc.  I  do  kifs  your  hands,  Sir.— 
Well,  this  will  bear  my  charge  yet  to  the  galUes, 
(Where  I  am  owing  a  ducat)  whither  this  night, 
By  the  moon's  leave,  I'll  march ;  for  in  che  morning 
Early,  they  put  from  Port  St>  Mary's. 

Diego.  Lazaro  !  [Exeunt  all  but  Diego* 

Enter  Lazaro. 

How  do  the  horfes  ? 

Laz.  'Would  you  would  go  and  fee,  Sir! 
A  plague  of  all  jades 8,  what  a  clap  h'  has  given  me  ' 

"  GueJIi.]  Former  editions. 

8  A  plague  of  all  jade s,  &c.]  The  fcene  now  coming  on  likewife 
Occurs  in  Jonfon's  comedy  of  the  New  Inn,  with  fcarce  any  variation 
in  the  fentiment,  though  a  good  deal  in  the  dialogue.  The  following 
is  Mr.  Whaliey'b  note  upon  this  fubjeft  : 

'  What  follows  in  this  fcene,  about  the  tricks  of  oitlcrs,  occurs 
'  likewife  in  the  firft  adl  of  Fletcher's  Love's  Pilgrimage  ;  and  p«r- 
•  haps  there  may  be  fome  difficulty  in  accounting  for  this  coincidence. 

VOL,  VII.  «  •  w. 
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As  fure  as  you  live,  matter,  he  knew  perfectly 
I  cozen'd  him  on's  oats  -,  he  look'd  upon  me, 
'  And  then  he  fneer'd,  as  who  Ihould  fay,  c  Take  heed, 

iirrah !' 

And  when  he  faw  our  half-peck,  which  you  know 
Was  but  an  old  court-dim,  Lord,  how  he  ftampt ! 
I  thought  't  had  been  for  joy-,  when  fuddenly 
He  cuts  me  a  back  caper  with  his  heels, 
And  takes  me  juft  o'  th'  crupper;  down  came  I, 
And  all  my  ounce  of  oats  :  Then  he  neigh'd  out, 
As  tho'  h'  had  had  a  mare  by  th'  tail. 

Diego.  Faith,  Lazaro, 

We  are  to  blame,  to  ufe  the  poor  dumb  fervitors 
So  cruelly. 

Laz.  Yonder's  this  other  gentleman's  horfe, 
Keeping  Our  Lady  eve  •,  the  devil  a  bit 
H'  has  got  fince  he  came  in  yet ;  there  he  (lands, 
And  looks,  and  looks — But  'tis  your  pleafure,  Sir, 
He  mail  look  lean  enough.     H'  has  hay  before  him, 
But  'tis  as  big  as  hemp,  and  will  as  foon  choak  him, 
Unlefs  he  eat  it  butter'd.     He  had  four  fhot-s, 
And  good  ones,  when  he  came ;  'tis  a  ftrange  wonder, 
With  Handing  ftill  he  mould  caft  three. 

•  We  are  told  that  fome  plays  of  Beaumont  and  Fletcher   being 

•  left  imperfect,  they  were  fitted  for  theftage  by  Shirley,  who  added 

•  what  he  thought  neceffary  to  complete  them  :  And  that  it  is  pro- 
4  bable  he  here  borrowed  from  our  Author's  New  Jnn,  what  pafles 

•  between  Lazaro  and  Diego  in   Love's  Pilgrimage:   And  thh  he 

•  thought,  perhaps,  m.ght  be  done  wuh  fafety  enough,  as  the  New 

•  Inn  met  with  ill  fucceis  in  the  reprefentation.     Could  we  certainly 
'  know  that  play  to  have  been  left  deficient  by  its  author,  1  fliould 
'  readily  admit  the  foiution  :  But  I  think  it  more  probable,  this  fcene 

•  was  originally  given  to  Fletcher  by  Jonfon  himfelf :  Fletcher  died 

•  in  1625,  and  the  New  Inn  was  not  brought  upon  the  ftage  till 

•  1629.     Our  Author,  therefore,  might  naturally  redemand  his  own 
'  property,  when  fo  fair  an  occafion  occurred  for  employing  it  him- 

•  felf :  Otherwife,  I  do  not  fee  how  we  can  account  for  part  of  this 
'  play's  appearing  long  before,  in  the  performance  of  another  author. 

•  h  will  not,  I  believe,  be  faid  that  Jonfon  was  the  borrower  ;  for 

•  the  whole  fcene  is  entirely  in  hit  manner  :  And  we  have  an  inllance 

•  in  our  Author's   Sejanus,  how  extremely  fcrupulous   he  was  in 

•  claiming  to  bimfelf  wkat  was  the  production  of  another  perfon.' 
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Diego.  Oh,  Lazaro, 

The  devil's  in  this  trade!  Truth  never  knew  it ; 
And  to  the  devil  we  (hall- travel,  Lazaro, 
Unlefs  we  mend  our  manners.     Once  ev'ry  week 
I  meet  with  fuch  a  knock  to  mollify  me, 
Sometimes  a  dozen  to  awake  my  confcicnce, 
Yet  dill  I  deep  fecurely. 

Laz.  Certain,  mader^ 
We  mud  ufe  better  dealing. 

Diego.  'Faith,  for  mine  own  part, 
(Not  to  give  ill  example  to  our  iffues) 
I  could  be  well  content  to  deal  but  two  girths, 
And  now  and  then  a  faddle-cloth  ;  change  a  bridle, 
Only  for  excrcife. 

Laz.  If  we  could  (lay  there, 

There  were  feme  hope  on's,  mailer;  but  the  devil  is 
We're  drunk  ib  early,  we  millake  whole  faddles, 
Sometimes  a  horfe ;  and  then  it  feems  to  us  too 
Ev'ry  poor  jade  has  his  whole  peck,  and  tumbles 
Up  to  his  ears  in  clean  draw  ;  and  every  bottle 
Shews  at  the  lead  a  dozen  ;  when  the  truth  is,  Sir, 
There's  no  fuch  matter,  not  a  fmell  of  provender, 
Not  fo  much  draw  as  would  tie  up  a  hone-tail, 
Nor  any  thing  i'  th'  rack,  but  two  oldcobwebSj 
And  fo  much  rotten  hay  as  had  been  a  hen's  ned. 

Diego.  Well,thefe  midakings  mult  be  mended,Lazaro, 
Thefe  apparitions,  that  abuie  our  fenfes, 
And  make  us  ever  apt  to  fweep  the  manger, 
But  put  in  nothing ;  thele  fancies  mud  be  forgot^ 
And  we  mud  pray  it  may  be  reveal'd  to  us 
Whofe  horfe  we  ought,  in  conicience,  to  cozen, 
An.d  how,  and  when  :  A  parlon's  horfe  may  fuffer 
A  little  greafing  in  his  teeth,  'tis  wholefome, 
And  keeps  him  in  a  fober  muffle;  and  his  faddle 
May  want  a  dirrup,  and  it  may  be  fworn 
His  learning  lay  on  one  fide,  and  fo  broke  it : 
H'  has  ever  oats  in's  cloak-bag  to  prevent  us9, 

9  To  prevent  us. ]  Jonfon  in  his  New  Inn,  reads  what  may  be  the 
right  here,  to  affront  us.     The  corruption  was  eaf/.  Sjmf/on. 

B  2  And 
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And  therefore  'tis  a  meritorious  office 
To  tithe  him  foundly. 

Laz.  And  a  grazier  may 

(For  thofe  are  pinching  puckfoifts  I0,  and  fufpicious) 
Suffer  a  mift  before  his  eyes  iometimes  too, 
And  think  he  fees  his  horfe  eat  half-a-bufhel ; 
When  the  truth  is,  rubbing  his  gums  with  fait, 
'Till  all  the  Ikin  come  off,  he  fhall  but  mumble 
Like  an  old  woman  that  were  chewing  biawn, 
And  drop  'em  out  again. 

Diego.  That  may  do  well  too, 
And  no  doubt  'tis  but  venial :  But,  good  Lazaro, 
Have  you  a  care  of  underftanding  horfes, 
Horfes  with  angry  heels,  gentlemens'  horfes, 
Horfes  that  know  the  world !  Let  them  have  meat 
'Till  their  teeth  ache,  and  rubbing  'till  their  ribs 
Shine  like  a  wench's  forehead  ;  they  are  devils 

Laz.  And  look  into  our  dealings.  As  fure  as  we  live, 
Thefe  courtiers'  horfes  are  a  kind  of  Welch  prophets; 
Nothing  can  be  hid  from  'em  :  For  mine  own  part, 
The  next  I  cozen  of  that  kind  mall  be  founder'd, 
And  of  all  four  too ;  I'll  no  more  fuch  compliments 
Upon  my  crupper. 

Diego.  Steal  but  a  little  longer, 
'Till  1  am  lam'd  too,  and  we'll  repent  together; 
It  will  not  be  above  two  days. 

Laz.  By  that  time 
I  mall  be  well  again,  and  all  forgot,  Sir. 

Diego.  Why  then,  I'll  ftay  for  thee.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE    II. 

'Theodofia  and  Philippo  difcovered  on  federal  beds. 
Theod.   Oh— ho!  oh— ho  ! 
Phil.  Ha! 

Tbeod.  Oh — oh  ! — Heart,  heart,  heart,  heart ! 
Phil.  What's  that  ? 
Tbeod.  When  wilt  thou  break,  break,  break,  break  ? 

10  Puckfoijls.~\  Fuckbatl,  or  puckfiji,  a  kind  of  mufhroom  full  of 
duft.  Joknfon. 

Phif. 
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Phil.  Ha! 
I  would  the  voice  were  ftronger  ",  or  I  nearer. 

'J'beod.  Shame,  fhame,  eternal  fhame !  what  have  I 
done 

Phil.  Done? 

Tbeod.  And  to  no  end  !  what  a  wild  journey 
Have  I  more  wildly  undertaken  ! 

Phil.  Journey  ? 

Theod.  How,  without  counfel,  care,  reafon,  or  fear ! 

Phil.  Whither  will  this  fit  carry  ? 

Vbeod.  Oh,  my  folly  ! 

Phil.  This  is  no  common  ficknefs. 

Theod.  How  have  I  left 
All  I  fho-jld  love,  or  keep  !  Oh,  Heav'n  ! 

Phil.  Sir! 

fbeod.  Ha! 

Phil.  How  do  you,  gentle  Sir  ? 

Fheod.  Alas,  my  fortune  ! 

Phil.  It  feems  your  forrow  opprefTes :  Pleafe  your 

goodnefs, 

Let  me  bear  half,  Sir  j  a  divided  burthen 
Js  fo  made  lighter. 

Tbecd.  Oh  ! 

Phil.  That  figh  betrays 
The  fullnefs  of  your  grief. 

Tbeod.  Ay,  if  that  grief 
Had  not  bereft  me  of  my  underftanding, 
I  Ihould  have  well  remember'd  where  I  was, 
And  in  what  company ;  and  clapt  a  lock 
Upon  this  tongue  for  talking. 

Phil.  Worthy  Sir, 

Let  it  not  add  t'  your  grief,  that  I  have  heard 
A  figh  or  groan  come  from  you  ;  that  is  all,  Sir. 

<Tbeod.  Good  Sir,  no  more !  you've  heard  too  much, 

I  fear: 
'Would  I  had  taken  poppy  when  I  fpake  it ! 

Phil.  It  teems  you  have  an  ill  belief  of  me, 

11  Were  ftrong.]  1  imagine  we  fhou.d  read  here  for  improving  both 
paetre  and  fenfe  thus,  were  ftronger,  or  I  nearer.  Sympfon. 

R    ^  Anrl 
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And  would  have  fear'd  much  more,  had  you  fpoke 

aught 

I  could  interpret.     But,  believe  it,  Sir, 
Had  I  had  means  to  look  into  your  breaft, 
And  ta'en  you  deeping  here,  that  fo  fecureiy 
I  might  have  read  all  that  your  woe  would  hide, 
I  would  not  have  betray'd  you. 

Tbeod.  Sir,  that  fpeech     . 
Is  very  noble,  and  almoft  woulcl  tempt 
My  need  to  truft  you. 

Phil.  At  your  own  election ; 
I  dare  not  make  my  faith  fo  much  fufpefted 
As  to  proteft  again ;  nor  am  I  curious 
To  know  more  than  is  fit. 

Theod.  Sir,  I  will  truft  you  ; 
But  you  fhall  prcmife,  Sir,  to  keep  your  bed, 
And,  whatfoe'er  you  hear,  not  to  importune 
More,  I  befeech  you,  from  me 

Phil.  Sir,  I  will  not. 

'Theod.  Then  I  am  prone  to  utter. 

Phil.  My  faith  for  it ! 

Tbeod.  If  I  were  wife,  I  yet  fhould  hold  my  peace. 
You  will  be  noble  ? 

Phil.  You  fhall  make  me  fo. 
If  you'll  but  think  me  fuch. 

Theod.  I  do.     Then  know 

'You  are  deceiv'd  with  whom  you've  talk'd  fo  long  : 
I  am  a  moft  unfortunate  loft  woman. 

Phil.  Ha ! 

fheod.  Do  not  ftir,  Sir  !  I  have  here  a  fword. 

Phil.  Not  I,  fweet  lady.  Of  what  blood  or  name  ? 

I'heod.  You'll  keep  your  faith  ? 

Phil.  I'll  perifh  elfe. 

fbeod.  Believe,  then, 

Of  birth  too  noble  for  me,  fo  defcended 

I  am  afham'd,  no  lefs  than  I'm  affrighted. 

Phil.  Fear  not :  By  all  good  things,  I  will  not 
wrong  you ! 

Fbeod.  I  am  the  daughter  of  a  noble  gentleman, 

Born 
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Born  in  this  part  of  Spain  ;  my  father's  name,  Sir — 
But  why  fhould  I  abufe  that  reverence, 
"When  a  child's  duty  has  rbrfaken  me  ? 

Phil.  Ail  may  be  mended,  in  fit  time  too :  Speak  it, 

'Theod.  Alphonfo,   Sir. 

Phil.  Alphonfo?  What's  your  own  name? 

I'heod.  Any  bafe  thing  you  can  invent. 

Phil.  Deal  truly. 

Tbeod.  They  call  me  Theodofia. 

Phil.  Ha  !  And  Love 
Is  that  hath  chang'd  you  thus  "  ? 

Theod.  You  have  obferv'd  me 
Too  nearly,  Sir ;  'tis  that  indeed ;  'tis  love,    Sir : 
And  love  of  him — oh,  Heav'ns,  why  fhould  men 

deal  thus  ? 

Why  fhould  they  ufe  their  arts  to  cozen  us 
That  have  no  cunning,  but  our  fears,  about  us  ; 
And  ever  that  too  late  tooi  no  difiembling 
Or  double  way,  but  doting,  too  much  loving  ? 
Why  fhould  they  find  new  oaths,  to  make  more 
wretches  ? 

Phil.  What  may  his  name  be  ? 

T'heod.  Sir,  a  name  that  promifes, 
Mcthinks,  no  fuch  ill  ufage  j  Marc-Antonio, 
A  noble  neighbour's  fon.     Now  I  muft  defire  you 
To  flay  a  while  -,  elfe  my  weak  eyes  muft  anfwer. 

Phil.  I  will. — Are  you  yet  ready  ?  W7hat's   his 
quality  ? 

Theod.  His  beft,  a  thief,  Sir ;  that  lie  would  be 

known  by 

Is,  heir  to  Leonardo,  a  rich  gentleman ; 
Next,  of  a  handfome  body,  had  Heav'n  made  him 
A  mind  fit  to  it.     To  this  man,  my  fortune 
(My  more  than  purblind  fortune)  gave  my  faith, 
Drawn  to  it  by  as  many  fhows  of  fervice 
And  figns  of  truth,  as  ever  falfe  tongue  utter'd : 
Heav'n  pardon  all ! 

Phil.  'Tis  well  faid !  Forward,  lady. 


Is  that  that  hatb  changed  you  thus? 
eod.  You've  obfervd  ne.~\  T he 


le&ion  of  the  former  edition?.' 
4 


24       LOVE'S    PILGRIMAGE. 

I'heod.  Contracted,  Sir,  and  by  exchange  of  rings 
Our  fouls  deliver'd  •,  nothing  left  unfinifh'd 
But  the  lad  work,  enjoying  me,  and  ceremony; 
For  that,  I  muft  confefs,  was  the  firft  wife  doubt 
I  ever  made.     Yet,  after  all  this  love,  Sir, 
All  this  profefllon  of  his  faith,  when  daily 
And  hourly  I  expected  the  blefs'd  prieft, 
He  left  me  like  a  dream,  as  all  this  ftory 
Had  never  been,  nor  thought  of;  why,  I  know  not} 
Yet  I  have  call'd  my  confcience  to  confeffion, 
And  every  fyllable  that  might  offend 
I've  had  in  fhrift :  Yet  neither  love's  law,  fignor^ 
Nor  tie  of  maiden's  duty,  but  defiring, 
Have  I  tranfgrefs'd  in.     Left  his  father  too ; 
Nor  whither  he  is  gone,  or  why  departed, 
Can  any  tongue  refolve  me.     All  my  hope 
(Which  keeps  me  yet  alive,  and  would  perfuade  me 
I  may  be  once  more  happy,  and  thus  lhapes  me 
A  fhame  to  all  my  modeft  fex)  is  this,  Sir  j 
I  have  a  brother,  and  his  old  companion, 
Student  in  Salamanca ;  there  my  laft  hope, 
If  he  be  yet  alive,  and  can  be  loving, 
Is  left  me  to  recover  him  :  For  which  travel, 
In  this  fuit  left  at  home  of  that  dear  brother's, 
Thus  as  you  find  me,  without  fear,  or  wifdom, 
I've  wander'd  from  my  father,  fled  my  friends, 
And  now  am  only  child  of  Hope  and  Danger. 
You  are  now  filent,  Sir  j  this  tedious  ftory 
(That  ever  keeps  me  waking)  makes  you  heavy : 
'Tis  fit  it  fhould  do  fo ;  for  that  and  I 
Can  be  but  troubles. 

Phil.  No  i  I  (leep  not,  lady  : 
I  would  I  could !  Oh,  Heav'n,  is  this  my  comfort  ? 

fheod.  What  ail  you,  gentle  Sir  ? 

Phil.  Oh! 

T.beod.  Wrhy  d'  you  groan  fo  ? 

Phil.  I  muft,  I  muft !  oh,  mifery ! 

I'heod.  But  now,  Sir, 

You  were  my  comfort :  If  any  thing  afflidl  you, 
Am  not  I  fit  to  bear  a  part  on't  ?  and  by  your  own  rule  ? 
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Phil.  No ;  if  you  could  heal,  as  you  have  wounded 

me 

But  'tis  not  in  your  power. 

Theod.  I  tear  intemperance. 

Phil.  Nay,  do  noc  feek  to  fhun  me  !  I  muft  fee  you, 
By  Heav'n,  I  muft.  Hoa  there,  mine  hoft !  a  candle ! 
Strive  not ;  I  will  not  ftir  you. 

rheod.  Noble  Sir, 
This  is  a  breach  of  promife. 

Phil.  Tender  lady, 

It  fhall  be  none  but  neceflary.     Hoa  there ! 
Some  light  '*,  fome  light! 

Tbeod.  For  Heav'n's  fake !  Will  you  betray  me  ? 
Are  you  a  gentleman  ? 

Phil.  Good  woman 

Tbeod.  Sir! 

Enter  Diego,  with  a  light. 

Phil.  If  I  be  prejudicial  to  you,  curfe  roe! 

Diego.  You're  early  ilirring,  Sir. 

Phil.  Give  me  your  candle ; 
And  fo,  good-morrow  for  a  while. 

Diego.  Good-morrow,  Sir.  [Exit. 

Theod.  My  brother  don  Philippo?  Nay,  Sir,  kill  me! 
I  afk  no  mercy,  Sir,  for  none  dare  know  me  j 
I  can  deferve  none.     As  you  look  upon  me, 
Behold  in  infinite  thefe  foul  diihonours 
My  noble  father,  then  yourfelf,  laft  all 
That  bear  the  name  of  kindred,  fuffer  in  me ! 
I  have  forgot  whofe  child  I  am,  whofe  fifter  -, 
Do  you  forget  the  pity  tied  to  that, 
Let  not  compaflion  fv/ay  you  !  you  will  be  then 
As  foul  as  I,  and  bear  the  fame  brand  with  me, 
A  favourer  of  my  fault.     You  have  a  fword,  Sir, 
And  fuch  a  caufe  to  kill  me  in 

Phil.  Rife,  fifter! 
I  wear  no  fword  for  women,  nor  no  anger, 

11  Some  li^iit.  ,-i' me  !igbt    for  hJt'i.v'n's  fake. 

Iheod.  Wili  you,  &c  ]  So  all  the  former  editions;  but  it  feems 
very  unlikely  that  the  words  far  Heav'nsfake  fhould  be  fpoke  by 
Phil ppo  ;  we  have  given  them  to  Tkeodofia,  to  whofe  diftrefs  they 
are  perfectly  fuitabie. 

While 
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While  your  fair  chaftity  is  yet  untouch'd. 

I'heod.  By  thofe  bright  ftars,  it  is,  Sir. 

Phil.  For  my  fitter 

I  do  believe  you  j  and  fo  near  blood  has  made  us. 
With  the  dear  love  I  ever  bore  your  virtues. 
That  I  will  be  a  brother  to  your  griefs  too. 
Be  comforted :  'Tis  no  dishonour,  fitter, 
To  love,  nor  to  love  him  you  do ;  he  is  a  gentleman 
Of  as  fweet  hopes  as  years,  as  many  promifes 
As  there  be  growing  truths,  and  great  ones. 

Iheod.  Oh,  Sir ! 

Phil.  Do  not  deipair. 

^Checd.  Can  you  forgive  ? 

Phil.  Yes,  fitter, 
Tho'  this  be  no  fmall  error,  a  far  greater. 

fheod.  And  think  me  ftill  your  fitter  ? 

Phil.  My  dear  fitter. 

I'heod.  And  will  you  counfel  me  ? 

Phil.  To  your  own  peace  too  : 
You  {hall  love  ftill. 

.  I'heod.  How  good  you  are  !   • 

PHI.  My  bufmefs, 

And  duty  to  my  father,  which  now  drew  me 
From  Salamanca,  I  will  lay  afide, 
And  only  be  your  agent li.     To  perfuade  you 
To  leave  both  love,  and  him,  and  well  retire  you— 

Theod.  Oh,  gentle  brother ! 

Phil.  I  perceive  'tis  folly  : 
Delays  in  love,  more  dangerous  '* 

Tbeod.  Noble  brother ! 

Phil.  Fear  not,  I'll  run  your  own  way ;  and  to  help 
you, 

11  And  only  be  your  agent  to  ferfuade  ye 

To  leave,  &c.]  The  punduation  amended  by  a  friend  of  Mr. 
Sympfon. 

' J  Delays  in  love,  more  dangerous."]  More  dangerous  than  what  ? 
Here  is  nothing  feemingly  to  which  this  more  has  any  relation  :  I 
would  therefore  propofe  reading  thus, 

Delays  in  love  are  dangerous.  Sympfon. 

He  means  MORE  dangerous  than  perfuading  her  to  quit  her  lover. 
It  is  plain,  by  the  anfwer  and  reply,  {he  interrupts  him.  We  have 
therefore  made  it  a  broken  fpeech. 

(Love 
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(Love  having  rack'd  your  pafiions  beyond  counfel) 
I'll  hazard  mine  own  fame.  Whither  fhall  we  venture  ? 

Ibeod.  Alas,  I  know  not,  Sir. 

Phil.  Come,  'tis  bright  morning  ; 
Let's  walk  out^  and  confider.     You  will  keep  thig 
habit  ? 

tfheod.  I  would,  Sir. 

Phil.  Then  it  fhall  be  :  What  muft  I  call  you  ? 
Come,  do  not  biufh  j  pray  fpeak;  I  may  fpoil  all  elfe. 
Pray  call  me  Theodoro.  ) 


Enter  Diego. 

J)iego.  Are  you  ready  ? 
The  day  draws  on  apace.  Once  more,  good-morrow  \ 

Ibeod.  Good-morrow,  gentle  hoft.     Now  I  muft 
thank  you. 

Phil.  \V  ho  do/I  thou  think  this  is  ? 

Diego.  V\  ere  you  ft  wench,  Sir, 
I  think  you'd  know  before  me. 

1  III.  Mine  own  brother. 

Diego.  By  th'  mafs,  your  nofes  are  akin  !  Should 

I  then 
Have  been  fo  barbarous  to  have  parted  brothers  ? 

Phil.  You  knew  it  then  ? 

Diego.  I  knew  'twas  neceiTary 
You  fhould  be  both  together  :  Inftinct,  fignor, 
Is  a  great  matter  in  an  hoft. 

I'heod.  I'm  fatisfied. 

Enter  Pedro. 

Pedro.  Is  not  mine  hoft  up  yet  ? 
Phil.  Who's  that? 
Diego.  I'll  fee. 

Phil.  Sifter,  withdraw  yourfclf. 
Pedro.  Signor  Pliilippo  ! 
Phil.  Noble  don  Pedro  !  where  have  you  been  this 

way? 
Pedro.  I  carne  from  Port  St.  Maries,  whence  the 

gallies 
Put  this  laft  tide;  and  bound  for  Barcelona, 

I  brought 
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I  brought  Marc- Antony  upon  his  way. 

Phil.  Marc-Antony? 

Pedro.  Who  is  turn'd  foldier, 
'And  entertain'd  in  the  new  regiment 
For  Naples. 

Phil.  Is  it  poffible  ? 

Pedro.  I  allure  you. 

Phil.  And  put  they  in  at  Barcelona  ? 

Pedro.  So 
One  of  the  matters  told  me. 

Phil.  Which  way  go  you,  Sir? 

Pedro.  Home. 

Phil.  And  I  for  Sevil.  Pray  you,  Sir,  fay  not 
That  you  faw  me,  if  you  (hall  meet  the  queftion  j 
I  have  fome  little  bufmefs. 

Pedro.  Were  it  lefs,  Sir, 
It  mail  not  become  me  to  lofe  the  caution. 
Shall  we  breakfaft  together  ? 

Phil.  I'll  come  to  you,  Sir.  [Exit  Pedro. 

Sifter,  you  hear  this;  I  believe  your  fortune 
Begins  to  be  propitious  to  you.     We  will  hire 
Mules  of  mine  hoft  here;  if  we  can,  himfelf 
To  be  our  guide,  and  ftraight  to  Barcelona. 
This  was  as  happy  news  as  unexpected. 
Stay  you  'till  I  rid  him  away. 

Theod.  \  will.  [Exeunt. 


ACT     II.     SCENE    I. 

Enter  Alphonjo  and  a  Servant. 
Alph.  -TT  N  O  C  K  at  the  door. 

J^  Serv.  'Tis  open,  Sir. 
Alph.    i' hat's  all  one; 
Knock  when  I  bid  you. 

Serv.  Will  not  your  worfliip  enter? 
Alpb.  Will  not  yoy  learn  more  manners,  Sir,  and  do 
that 

Your 
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Your  mafier  bids  you ?  Knock,  you  knave,  or  I'll  knock 

Such  a  round  peal  about  your  pate 1  enter 

Under  his  roof,  or  come  to  lay  '  God  iave  you* 

To  him,  the  Ion  of  whofe  bafe  dealings  has  undone 

me  '*  ? 

(Knock  louder  !  louder  yet !)  I'll  ftarve  and  rot  firft} 
This  open  air  is  every  man's. 
2  Serv.  [within. ~\  Come  in,  Sir. 

Enter  Second  Servant. 

Alph.  No,  no,  Sir;  I'm  none  of  thefe  *  Come-in-Sirs,' 
None  of  thole  vifitants  :  Bid  your  wile  mafter 
Come  out-,  I  have  to  talk  unto  him  ;  go,  Sir  ! 

2  Serv.  Your  worfhip  may  be  welcome. 

Atyh.  Sir,  I  will  noc ; 

I  come  not  to  be  welcome.     Good  my  three  ducats, 
My  pickled  fprat  a-day,  and  no  oil  to  t, 
And  once  a-year  a  cotten  coat !  leave  prating, 
And  tell  your  mafter  I  am  here. 

2  Serv.  I  will,  Sir. — 
This  is  a  ftrange  old  man.  [Exit. 

Alph.  I  welcome  to  him  ? 
I'll  be  rirft  welcome  to  a  peft-houfe.     Sirrah, 
Let's  have  your  valour  now  cas'd  up,  and  quiet, 
When  an  occafion  calls  ;  'tis  wifdom  in  you, 
A  fervingman's  dilcretion  :  If  you  do  draw, 

Enter  Leonardo,  and  Sanchio  (carried  by  two  Servants 

in  a  chair). 

Draw  but  according  to  your  entertainment ; 
Five  nobles'  worth  of  fury. 

Leo.  Signer  Alphonfo, 
I  hope  no  difcontent  from  my  will  given, 

*+  The  fan  of  lubofe  bafe  dealings—]  The  oddnefs  of  the  phrafe, 
the  fan  of  bafe  dealings,  and  the  length  of  the  line,  make  me  mightily 
inclin'd  to  believe  the  original  might  have  been  expreffed  thus, 

To  him,  whofe  fon'j  bafe  dealings  has  undone  me.         Sympfon. 

Although  the  text  is  fomewhat  licentious,  it  is  probably  genuine, 
and,  >ve  think,  preferable  to  Svrrpfon's  variation. 

Has 
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Has  made  you  fhun  my  houfe :  I  ever  lov'd  you  Iy  j 
And  credit  me,  amongfi;  my  fears  'tis  greateit 
To  miniiier  offences. 

Al-ph.  Oh,  good  fignor, 
I  I  now  you  tor  Iialian  breed,  fair-tongu'd  ! 
Spare  y--.nr  apologies  ;  I  care  not  for  'em  ; 
As  littie  r»-r  your  love,  Sir  :  I  can  live 
Without  y..>ur  knowledge,  eat  mine  own,  and  ileep 
Without  dependences,  or  hopes  upon  you. 
I  come  to  aik  my  daughter. 
"    Leo.  Genrie  Sir  ! 

Atyh.  1  am  not  gentle,  Sir;  nor  gentle  will  be, 
'Till  I  havejuitice,  my  poor  child  reitor'd 
Your  caper-cutting  boy  has  run  away  with, 
Young  ilgnor  Smooth-lace  ;  he  that  takes  up  wenches 
With  fmiies  ana  Ivveet  oehaviou'-s,  longs,  and  fonnets; 
Your  high-fed  jennet,  that  no  hedge  can  h.,ld  : 
They  lay  you  bred  him  for  a  ftaiiion 

Sane.  Fy,    fignor  !    there  be  times,  and  terms  of 

honour 

To  argue  thefe  things  in,  decidements  able 
To  fpeak  ye  noble  gentlemen,  ways  punctual, 
And  to  the  life  of  credit;  you're  too  rugged. 

Alph.  I  am  too  tame,  Sir. 

Leo.  Will  you  hear  but  reafon  ? 

Alph.  No,  I  will  hear  no  reafon  :  I  come  not  hither 
To  be  popt  off  with  reafon ;  reafon  then. 

Sane.  Why,  fignor,  in  all  things  there  muft  be 

method ; 

You  choke  the  child  of  Honour  elfe,  Difcretion. 
Do  you  conceive  an  injury  ? 

Atyh.  What  then,  Sir  ? 

Sam.  Then  follow  it  in  fair  terms ;  let  your  fword 

bite, 
When  time  calls,  not  your  tongue. 

Alph.  I  know,  Sir, 
Both  when  and  what  to  do,  without  directions, 

"s  lever  lov'dyou.]  Thefe  words  areoiil/  in  firit  folio,  from  which 
we  have  recovered  them. 

And 
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And  where,  and  how  •,  I  come  not  to  be  tutor'd  ; 
My  caufe  is  no  man's  but  mine  own.     You,  iignor  1 
Will  you  reftore  my  daughter  ? 

Leo.  Who  detains  her  ? 

Alpb.  No  more  of  thefe  (light  mifts  ! 

Leo.  You  urge  me,  fignor, 
Withftrange  injultice:  Becaufe  my  fon  has  err'd — — * 

Sane.  Mark  him. 

Leo.  Out  of  the  heat  of  youth,  does't  follow 
I  muft  be  father  ot  his  crimes  ? 

Alpb.   I  fay  Hill, 

Leave  off  your  rhet'rick,  and  reftore  my  daughter, 
And  fuddenly  -,  bring  in  your  rebel  too, 
Mountdragon,  he  that  mounts  without  commifllon, 
That  I  may  fee  him  punilh'd,  and  feverely  ; 
Or,  by  that  holy  Heav'n,  I'll  fire  your  houfe  ! 
And-there's  my  way  of  honour. 

Sane.  Pray  give  me  leave. 
Was  not  man  made  the  nobleft  creature  ? 

Alpb.  Well,  Sir? 

Sane.  Should  not   his    mind  then   anfwer  to   his 

making, 

And  to  his  mind  his  actions  ?  If  this  ought  to  be, 
Why  do  we  run  a  blind  way  from  our  worths, 
And  cancel  our  diicretions,  doing  thole  things 
To  cure  offences,  are  the  moft  offences  ? 
We've  rules  of  juftice  in  us  ;  to  thofe  rules 
Let  us  apply  our  angers :  You  can  confider 
Tiie  want  in  others  of  thefe  terminations, 
And  how  unfurnifh'd  they  appear. 

Alpb.  Hang  others ! 

And,  where  the  wrongs  are  open,  hang  refpe&s ! 
I  come  not  to  confider. 

Leo.  Noble  Sir,    . 

Let's  argue  coolly,  and  confider  like  men. 
Alpb.  Like  men  ? 
Leo.  You  are  too  fudden  ftill. 
Alpb.  Like  men,  Sir  ? 

Sane.  It  is  fair  language,  and  allied  to  honour. 

Alpb. 
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Alpb.   Why,  what  flrange  beaft  would  your  gravfc 

reverence 
MaVe  me  appear  ?   Like  men  ? 

Sane.    I  afte  but  that  point,  Sir, 
And  you  recover  all. 
Alpb.  I  tell  thy  wifdom 

I  am  as  much  a  man,  and  as  good  a  man 

Leo.  All  this  is  granted,  Sir. 

Alpb.  As  wife  a  man 

Sane.  You  are  not  tainted  that  way. 
Alpb.   Hnd  a  man 

Dares  make  thee  no  man  ;  or,  at  beft,  a  bafe  man. 
Sane    Fy,  fy  !   here  wants  much  carriage. 
Alpb.  Hang  much  carriage  ! 
Leo.  Give  me  good  language. 
Alpb.  Sirrah  iiynor,  give  me  my  daughter. 
Leo.  I  am  as  gentle  as  yourJeif,  as  free  born — »— 
Sane.  Obferve  his  way. 

Leo.  A-s  much  refpect  ow'd  to  me • 

Sane.  This  hangs  together  nobly. 
Leo.  And  for  civil, 

A  g<eat  deal  more,  it  feems.  Go  look  your  daughter ! 
Sane.  There  you  went  well  off,  fignor. 
Leo.  That  rough  tongue 

You  underftand  at  firft.     You  never  think,  Sir, 
Out  or  your  mightineis,  of  my  lofs ;  here  I  (land, 
A  patient  anvil  to  your  burning  angers, 
Made  fubject  to  your  dangers ;  yet  my  lofs  equal : 
Who  mail  bring  home  my  Ion  ? 
Alpb.  A  whipping  beadle. 
Leo.  Why,  is  your  daughter  whorifh  ? 

Alpb.  Ha,  thou  dar'ft  not 

By  Heav'n,  I  know  thou  dar'ft  not' 

Leo.  I  dare  more,  Sir, 
If  you  dare  be  uncivil. 

Alpb.  Laugh  too,  pigeon  ? 

Sane.  A  fitter  time,  for  Fame's  fake !  two  weak  nurfes 
Would  laugh  at  this.  Are  there  no  more  days  coming^ 
No  ground  but  this  to  argue  on  ?  No  fwords  left, 

Nor 
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Nor  friends  to  carry  this,  but  your  own  furies  ! 
Alas  !   it  mews  too  weakly. 

Atyh.  Let  it  mew  ! 

I  come  not  here  for  mows.     Laugh  at  me,  firrah  ? 
I'll  give  you  cauie  to  laugh. 

Leo.  You  are  as  like,  Sir. 
As  any  man  in  Spain. 

Alpb.  By  Heav'n,  I  will  j 
I  will,  brave  Leonardo  ! 

Leo.  Brave  Alphonfo, 
I  will  expedb  it  then. 

Sane.  Hold  ye  there  both  ! 
Thefe  terms  are  noble. 
L    Atyb.  You  mall  hear  mortly  from  me. 

Sane.  Now  difcreetly. 

Alph.  AfTure  yourfelf  you  mail.     Do  you  fee  this 

fword,  Sir  ? 
He  has  not  caft  his  teeth  yet. 

Sane.  Rarely  carried  ! 

Alpb.  He  bites  deep,  moft  times  mortal :  Signer, 
I'll  hound  him  at  thee ;  fair  and  home. 

Sane.  Still  nobly. 

Alpb.  And  at  all  thofe  that  dare  maintain  you, 

Sane.  Excellent ! 

Leo.  How  you  mail  pleafe,  Sir,  fo  it  be  fair ;  tho' 

certain 
I'd  rather  give  you  reafon. 

Sane.  Fairly  urg'd  too  ! 

Atyh.  This  is  no  age  for  reafon ;  prick  your  reafon 
Upon  your  fword's  point 

Sane.  Admirably  follow'd ! 

Alpb.  And  there  I'll  hear  it.   So,  'till  I  pleafe,  live, 
Sir.  [Exit. 

Leo.  And  fo,  farewell !  you're  welcome. 

Sane.  Th'  end  crown  all  things. 
Signor,  fome  little  bufmefs  paft,  thiscaufe  I'll  arguea 
And  be  a  peace  between  ye,  if 't  fo  pleafe  you, 
And  by  the  fquare  of  honour  to  the  utmoft. 
I  feel  the  old  man's  maiter'd  by  much  pamon, 

VOL.  VII.  C  And 
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And  too  high  rack'd,  which  makes  him  overmoot  att 

Ills  valour  mould  direct  at,  and  hurt  thole 

That  ft?  -id  but  by  as  blenchers.  This  he  muft  know  too. 

As  necefiary  to  his  judgment;  doting  women 

Are  neither  fafe  nor  wife  adventurers,  conceive  me, 

If  once  their  wills  have  wander'd :  Nor  is't  then 

A  time  to  ufe  our  rages ;  for  why  mould  I 

Bite  at  the  ftone,  when  he  that  throws  it  wrongs  me  Z 

Do  not  we  know  that  women  are  moil  wooers, 

Tho*  clofeft  in  their  carnage  ?  Don't  all  men  know, 

Scarce  all  the  compafs  of  the  globe  can. hold  'em, 

If  their  affections  be  a-foot  ?  Shall  I  then  covet 

The  fellies  of  a  fhe-fool,  that  by  nature 

Muft  feek  her  like,  by  reafon  be  a  woman  t 

Sink  a  tall  mip,  becaufe  the  fails  defy  me? 

No,  I  difdain  that  folly;  he  that  ventures 

Whilft  they  are  fit  to  put  him  on,  has  found  out 

The  everlafting  motion  in  his  fcabbard16. 

I  doubt  not  to  make  peace.     And  fo,  for  this  time, 

My  beft  love  and  remembrance  \ 

Leo.  Your  poor  fervant !  [Exeunt- 

SCENE    IL 

Enter  Diego,  Philippo,  and  I'becslofia, 

PbiL  Where  will  our  horfes  meet  us  ? 

'Diego.  Fear  not  you,  Sir ; 

Some  half-mile  hence  my  worihip's  man  will  ftay  us. 
How  is  it  with  my  young  bloods  ?  Come,  be  jovial  j, 
Let's  travel  like  a  merry  flock  of  wild  geefe, 
Every  tongue  talking. 

Phil.  We  are  very  merry. 
But  do  you  know  this  way,  Sir? 

Tbeod.  Is't  not  dangerous  ? 
Methinks  thefe  woody  thickets  mould  harbour  knaves. 

Diego,  I  fear  none  but  fair  wenches ;  thofe  are  thieves 

16  He  that  ventures^  &c.  J  This  is  rather  obfcure ;  but  fignifiej, 

*  He  that  will  draw  his  fword  as  often  as  w^mena'  conduit  gives 

•  him  caufe,  will  never  let  it  reft  in  the  fcabbaid.' 

May 
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May  quickly  rob  me  of  my  good  conditions, 

If  they  cry  jland  once.     But  the  beft  is,  fignors, 

They  cannot  bind  my  hands ;  for  any  elfe, 

They  meet  an  equal  knave,  and  there's  my  pafiport. 

I've  feen  fine  fport  in  this  place  •>    had  thefe  trees 

tongues, 

They'd  tell  ye  pretty  matters:  Don't  you  fear  tho'; 
They  are  not  every  day's  delights. 

Pbil.  What  {port,  Sir  ? 

Diego.  Why,  to  fay  true,  the  fport  of  all  fports. 

Pbil.  Whatwas't? 

Diego.  Such  turning-up  of  taffetaes  !  and  you  know 
To  what  rare  whittling  tunes  they  go,  far  beyond 
A  fofc  wind  in  the  fhrouds  j  fuck  Jland  there, 
And  down  i'  th'  other  place !  fuch  fupplications 
And  fub-divifions  for  thofe  toys  their  honours  ! 
One,  '  As- you  are  a  gentleman,'  in  this  bum-, 
And1  Oh,  facet  Sir,  what  mean  you  ?  There's  a  bracelet, 

*  And  uie  me,  I  befeech  you,  like  a  woman!' 
And  her  petition's  heard  -t  another  fcratches, 

And  cries  fhe'll  die  firft,  and  then  fwoons;  but  certain 
She's  brought  to  life  again,  and  does  well  after. 
Another,  c  Save  mine  honour,  oh,  mine  honour ! 
c  My  hufband  ferves  the  duke,  Sir,  in  his  kitchen  -, 

*  I  have  a  cold  pie  for  you  -,  fy,  fy,  fy,  gentlemen ! 

*  Will  nothing  iatisfy  you?  \vhere's  my  hulband?' 
Another  cries,  '  D'ye  fee,  Sir,  how  they  ufe  me  ? 

4  Is  there  no  law  for  thefe  things  ?' 

fheod.  And,  good  mine  hoft, 
Do  you  call  thefe  fine  fports  ? 

Diego.  What  mould  I  call  'em  ? 
They've  been  fo  cali'd  thefe  thoufand  yearsand  upwards. 

Pbil.  But  what  becomes  o'  th'  men  ? 

Diego.  They're  ftript  and  bound, 
Like  fo  many  Adams,  with  fig-leaves  afore  'em, 
And  there's  their  innocence. 

'fbsod.  'Would  we  had  known  this, 
Before  we  reach'd  this  place  ! 

Pbil.  Come,  there's  no  danger ; 
Thefe  are  but  fcmetimes  chances. 

C  2  Enter 
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Enter  Inculo  '7. 

Diego.  Now  we  mull  through. 
?beod.  Who's  that  ? 
Diego.  Stand  to  it,  fignors ! 
Phil.  No,  it  needs  not  v 
I  know  the  face,  'tis  honeft. 

Inc.  What,  mine  hoft, 
Mine  everlafting  hontft  hoft  ? 

Diego,  Mafs,  Baily  ? 
Now,  in  the  name  of  an  511  reckoning, 
What  make  you  walking  this  round  ? 

Inc.  A  pox  of  this  round, 

And  of  all  bnfmeis  too,  thro'  woods  !  and,  rafcals, 
They've  rounded  me  away  a  dozen  ducats, 
Befides  a  fair  round  cloak  :  Some  'of  'em  knew  me, 
Elfe  they  had  cas'd  me  like  a  cony  too, 
As  they  have  done  the  reft,  and  I  think  roafted  me, 
For  they  began  to  bafte  meibundly.  My  young  fignors7 
You  may  thank  Heav'n,  and  heartily,  and  hourly, 
You  fet  not  out  fo  early  •,  y'  had  been  fmoak'd  elie, 
By  this  true  hand  ye  had,  Sirs,  finely  fmoak'd  j 
Had  ye  been  women,  fmock'd  too. 
$becd.  Heav'n  defend  us ! 

Inc.  Nay,  that  had  been  no  prayer;  there  were  thofe 
That  run  that  prayer  out  of  breath,  yet  fail'd  too. 
There  was  a  friar,  now  you  talk  of  prayer, 
With  an  huge  bunch  of  beads,  like  a  rope  of  onions, 
(I'm  fure  as  big)  that,  out  of  fear  and  prayer, 
In  half-an-hour  wore  'em  as  fmall  as  bugles  ; 
Yet  he  was  flead  too. 

Phil.  At  what  hour  was  this  ? 
Inc.  Some  two  hours  fince. 
^heod.  D'  you  think  the  pafTage  fure  now  ? 
Inc.  Yes,  a  rope  take  'em  (as  it  will)  and  blefs  'em  ! 
They've  clone  for  this  day  fure. 
PbiL  Are  many  rifled  ? 

17  Enter  Bailiff".]  The  iutrnu  etiidoiis  make  ilrange confufion  with 
Incurs,  character,  calling  him  in  fome  fcenes  by  his  name,  and  in 
others  Bailiff,  as  if  they  were-  two  diitincc  characters.  This  error 
is  now  corrected. 

Inc. 
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Inc.   At  the  lead  a  dozen, 
And  there  left  bound. 

Theod.  How  came  you  free  ? 

Inc.  A  courtcfy 

They  ufe,  out  of  their  roguefhips,  to  bequeath 
To  one,  that,  when  they  give  a  fign  from  far, 
(Which  is  from  out  of  danger)  he  may  prdcntly 
Keleafe  the  reft :  As  I  met  you,  I  was  going, 
Having  the  fign  from  yonder  hill  to  do  it. 

I'beod.  Alas,  poor  men  ! 

Phil.  Mine  hoft,  pray  go  unty  'em. 

Diego.  Let  me  alone  for  cancelling !.  where  are  they  ? 

Inc.  In  every  bufli,  like  black-birds  ;   you  can't 
mils  'cm. 

Diego.  I  need  not  {talk  unto  'em.  [Exit. 

Inc.  No,  they'll  Hand  you, 

My  bufy  life  for  yours,  Sir.     You  would  wonder 
To  fee  the  feveral  tricks  and  ftrange  behaviours 
Of  the  poor  rafcals  in  their  miferies  : 
One  weeps,  another  laughs  at  him  for  weeping, 
A  third  is  monftrous  angry  he  can  laugh, 
And  cries,  '  Go  to  !  this  is  no  time-,'  he  laughs  ftill  •, 
A  fourth  exhorts  to  patience  ;  him  a  fifth  man 
Curfes  for  tamenefs  ;  him  a  friar  fchools  •, 
All  hoot  the  friar  ;  here  one  fings  a  ballad  ; 
And  there  a  little  curate  confutes  him  : 
And  in  this  linfey-woolfey  way,  that  would  make  a  dog 
Forget  his  dinner,  or  an  old  man  fire, 
They  rub  out  for  their  ranfoms.     Amongft  the  reft, 
There  is  a  little  boy  robb'd,  a  fine  child, 
It  feems  a  page  :  I  muft  confefs  my  pity 
(As  'tis  a  hard  thing  in  a  man  of  my  place 
To  mew  companion)  ftirr'd  at  him;  fo  finely, 
And  without  noife,  he  carries  his  afflictions, 
And  looks  as  if  he  had  but  dream'dof  lofing. 

ILntef  DiegOy  and  Leocadia  and  others  as  roWd. 
This  boy's  the  glory  of  this  robbery  •, 
The  reft  but  fhame  the  action.     Now  ye  may  hear  *em. 
I>fV£0.Come,hds,'tis  holy-day  j  hangcloaths ;  'tis  hot, 
C  3  And 


•  n  r 
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And  fweating  agues  are  abroad. 

i  Paflenger.  It  feems  fo  ; 
For  we  have  met  with  rare  phyficians 
To  cure  us  of  that  malady. 

Diego.  Fine  footing, 

Light  and  deliver ;  now,  my  boys  !   Matter  FrUr, 
How  does  your  holinefs  ?  Bear  up,  man  !  what, 
A  cup  of  neat  fack  now,  and  a  toaft  ?  ha,  Friar  ? 
A  warm  plaifter  to  your  belly,  father  ! 
There  were  a  blefiing  now ! 

Friar.  You  fay  your  mind,  Sir. 

Diego.  Where's  my  fine  boy,  my  pointer  ? 

Inc.  There's  the  wonder. 

Diego.  A  rank  whore  fcratch  their  fides  till  the  pox 

follow 

For  robbing  thee  !  thou  haft  a  thoufand  ways 
To  rob  thyfelf,  boy ;  dice,  and  a  chamber-devil. 

Leoc.  You  are  deceiv'd,  Sir. 

Diego.  And  thy  mailer  too,  boy. 

Phil.  A  fweet-fac'd  boy,  indeed  !   what  rogues  were 

thefe, 
What  barbarous,  brutifh  (laves,  to  ftrip  this  beauty  ? 

^theod.  Come  hither,  my  boy.     Alas  !  he's  cold  : 

Mine  hoft, 
We  muft  entreat  your  cloak. 

Diego.  Can  you  entreat  it  ? 

Phil.    We  do  prefume  ib   much ;   you've  other 
garments. 

Diego.  Will  you  entreat  thofe  too  ? 

"Theod.  Your  mule  muft  too 
To  the  next  town  •,  you  fay  'tis  near :  In  pity, 
You  cannot  fee  this  poor  boy  perim  ;  I  know 
You  have  a  better  foul.     We'll  fatisfy  you. 

Diego.  'Tis  a  ftrange  foolifh  trick  I  have,  but  I  can't 

help  it ; 

I'm  ever  cozen'd  with  mine  own  commendations  ; 
It  is  determin'd  then  I  mall  be  robb'd  too, 
To  make  up  vantage  to  this  dozen.     Here,  Sir  j 
Heav'n  has  provided  you  a  fimple  garment 

To 
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To  fet  you  off;  pray  keep  it  handfomer 

Than  you  kept  your  own,  and  let  me  have  it  render'd, 

Brufh'd  and  difcreetly  folded. 

Leoc.  I  thank  you,  Sir. 

Diego.  Who  wants  a  doublet  ? 

iPaf.  I. 

Diego.  Where  will  you  have  it  ? 

2  Faff.  From  you,  Sir,  if  you  pleafe. 

Diego.  Oh,  there's  the  point,  Sir. 

Phil.  My  honell  friends,  I'm  forry  for  your  fortunes; 
But  that's  but  poor  relief :  Here  are  ten  ducats ; 
And  to  your  diitribution,  holy  Sir, 
I  render  'em,  and  let  it  be  your  care 
To  fee  'em,  as  your  wants  are,  well  divided. 

Diego.  Plain  dealing  now,  my  friends;  and,  father 

Friar, 

Set  me  thefaddle  right !  no  wringing,  Friar, 
Nor  tithing  to  the  church  !  thefe  are  no  duties ; 
Scour  me  your  confcience !  if  the  devil  tempt  you, 
Off  with  your  cord,  and  fwinge  him  t 

Friar.  You  fay  well,  Sir. 

All.  H«av'n  keep  your  goodnefs  ! 

Theod.  Peace  keep  you  !  Farewell,  friends  ! 

Diego.  Farewell,  light-horfe-men  !   \_Exe.  tbe  robbed. 

Phil.  Which  way  travel  you,  Sir? 

Inc.  To  the  next  town. 

Tbeod.  Do  you  want  any  thing? 

Inc.  Only  difcretion  to  travel  at  good  hours, 
And  fome  warm  meat  to  moderate  this  matter; 
For  I  am  moft  outrageous,  cruel  hungry. 

J)iego.  I  have  a  ftomach  too,  fuch  as  it  is,    " 
Would  pofe  a  right  good  pafty ;  I  thank  Heav'n'for't. 

Inc.  Cheefe,  that  would  break  the  teeth  of  a  new 

handfaw, 
I  could  endure  now  like  an  oftrich  Iy ;  or  fait  beef, 

>7  Chttfe 

1  could  eudure  now ]  What  my  hoft  means  is  plain  and  eafy, 

viz.  That  he  could  digeft  cheefe  which  would  break  an  handfaw's 
teeth,  his  ftomach  being  as  ftrong  as  that  of  an  oftrich.  But  I  believe 
no  dictionary  of  our  language  will  furnifh  us  with  fuch  a  fenfe  of  the 
word  endure.  I  have  therefore  ttken  the  liberty  to  fubflitute  what  I 
C  4  really 
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That  Caefar  left  in  pickle. 

Phil.  Take  no  care  •, 
We'll  have  meat  for  you,  and  enough.     P  th'  mean 

time, 

Keep  you  the  horfe-way,  left  the  fellow  mifs  us ; 
We'll  meet  you  at  the  end  o'  th'  wood. 

Diego.  Make  hade  then.  \_Exe.  Diego  and  Inc. 

'Theod.  My  pretty  Sir,  till  your  neceffities 
Be  full  fupplied,  fo  pleafe  you  truft  our  friendfhips ! 
(We  muft  not  part. 

Leoc.  You've  pull'd  a  charge  upon  you  -, 
Yet  fuch  a  one  as  ever  mail  be  thankful. 

Phil.  You've  faid  enough.  May  I  be  bold  to  afk  you, 
What  province  you  were  bred  in  ?  and  of  what  parents"? 

Leoc.  You  may,  Sir:  I  was  born  in  Andaluzia, 
My  name  Francifco,  ion  to  don  Henriques 
De  Cardinas. 

fheod.  Our  noble  neighbour  ! 

Phil.  Son  to  don  Henriques  ? 
I  know  the  gentleman  :  And,  by  your  leave,  Sir, 
I  know  he  has  no  fon. 

Leoc.  None  of  his  own,  Sir, 
Which  makes  him  put  that  right  upon  his  brother 
Don  Sanchio's  children  :  One  of  which  I  am, 
And  therefore  do  not  much  err. 

Phil.  Still  you  do,  Sir, 
For  neither  has  don  Sanchio  any  fon  : 
A  daughter,  and  a  rare  one,  is  his  heir, 
Which,  tho'  I  never  was  fo  bleft  to  fee, 
Yet  I  have  heard  great  good  of. 

Tbeod.  Urge  no  further  ! 
He  is  amamed,  and  blufhes. 

Phil.  Sir, 

If 't  might  import  you  to  conceal  yourfelf, 
I  aik  your  mercy,  I  have  been  fo  curious. 

really  believe  was  the  original  leading,  'visa,  endue,  or  endt<w.  'Tis  a 
term  in  Falconry  which  Bloome  explains  thus,  Endifw,  is  when  an 
hawk  digeiteth  her  meat,  that  fhe  not  only  difchargeth  her  gorge 
thereof,  but  Jikevvife  cleanfeth  her  pannel.  Sympfon. 

We  think  this  variation  too  forced  to  have  place  in  the  text. 

Leoc. 
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Leoc.  Alas !  I  mini  afk  yours,  Sir,  for  thefe  liesj 
Yet  they  were  ufeful  ones ;  for  by  the  claiming 
Such  noble  parents,  I  believ'dyour  bounties 
Would  fhew  more  gracious.     The  plain  truth  is, 

gentlemen, 

I  am  don  Sanchio's  fteward's  fon,  a  wild  boy, 
That  for  the  fruits  of  his  unhappinefs 
Is  fain  to  feek  the  wars. 

Theod.  This  is  a  lie  too, 
If  I  have  any  ears. 

Phil.  Why? 

'Theod.  Mark  his  language, 
And  you  fhall  find  it  of  too  fweet  a  relifli 
For  one  of  fuch  a  breed.     I'll  pawn  my  hand, 
This  is  no  boy. 

Phil.  No  boy  ?  what  would  you  have  him  ? 

^beod.  I  know  no  boy :  I  watch'd  how  fearfully, 
And  yet  how  fuddenly,   he  cur'd  his  lies, 
The  right  wit  of  a  woman ;  now  Fm  fure 

Phil.  What  are  you  fure  ? 

T'heod.  That  'tis  no  boy ;  I'll  burn  in't. 

Phil.  Now  I  confider  better,  and  take  counfel, 
Methinks  he  fliews  more  fweetnefs  in  that  face, 
Than  his  fears  dare  deliver. 

1"heod.  No  more  talk  on't ! 

There  hangs  fome  great  weight  by  it  j  foon  at  night 
I'll  tell  you  more. 

Phil.  Come,  Sir,  whate'er  you  are, 
With  us,  embrace  your  liberty,  and  our  helps 
In  any  need  you  have. 

Leoc.  All  my  poor  fervice 
Shall  be  at  your  command,  Sir,  and  my  prayers. 

Phil.  Let's  walk  apace  j    hunger  will  cut  their 
throats  elfe.  \Exeunt* 


SCENE 
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SCENE    III. 

Enter  Rcdorigo  and  Marc- Antonio1*  -,  (wo  chair sfet  out. 

Rod.  Call  up  the  mafter. 

Mafter  \witbiti\.  Here,  Sir. 

Rod.  Honeft  mafter, 
Give  order  all  the  gallics  with  this  tide 
Fall  round,  and  near  upon  us ;  that  the  next  vvintj 
We  may  weigh  off  together,  and  recover 
The  port  of  Barcelona,  without  parting. 

Mafter  \witbin\.  Your  pleasure's  done,  Sir. 

Rod.  Signor  Marc-Antonio, 
'Till  meat  be  ready,  let's  fit  here,  and  prepare 
Our  ftomachs  with  difcourfes. 

Marc.  What  you  pleafe,  Sir. 

Rod.  Pray  you  anfwer  me  to  this  doubt. 

Marc.  If  I  can,  Sir. 

Rod.  Why  fhould  fuch  plants  as  you  are,  Pleafure's 

children, 

That  owe  their  blufhing  years  to  gentle  objects, 
Tenderly  bred,  and  brought  up  in  all  fullnefs, 
Defire  the  itubborn  wars  ? 

Marc.  In  thofe  'tis  wonder, 

That  make  their  eafe  their  gcd,  and  not  their  honour : 
But,  noble  general,  my  end  is  other ; 
Defire  of  knowledge,  Sir,  and  hope  of  tying 
Difcretion  to  my  time,  which  only  (hews  me, 
And  not  my  years,  a  man,  and  makes  that  more 

18  Enter  Rodorigo,  Marc-Antonio,  and  a  Ship-marter.j  But  if  the 
latter  entered  with  the  two  former,  what  occaiion  for  Rodorigo's 
ordering  him  to  be  called  up  ?  The  direction  in  the  folio  of  1647,  is 
more  ridiculous  ftijl ;  becaufc  tliefe  three  perfons  are  placed  at  the 
head  of  the  fcene  as  in  the  oclavo,  and  yet  the  Matter  is  made  to 
anfwer,  uilbin.  Sjmpfon. 

Mr.  Sympfon  is  here  very  fevere  on  the  Editors  who  preceded  him, 
and  yet  feems  more  reprehenlible  hirnicif;  for  (in  his  edition)  he 
omits  the  Mailer's  entrance,  yet  mentions  his  departure ;  he  calls  it 
'  ridiculous'  for  the  firil  folio  to  make  him  fpeak  within,  and  yet 
allows  him  to  fpeak,  tho'  neither  'within  nor  preftnt. 

Which 
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Which  we  call  handfome;  the  reft  is  but  boy's  beauty, 
And  with  the  boy  confum'd. 

Rod.  You  argue  well,  Sir. 

Marc.  Nor  do  I  \vear  my  youth,  as   they  wear 

breeches, 

For  object,  but  for  ufe  -,  my  ftrength  for  danger, 
(Which  is  the  liberal  purt  of  man)  not  dalliance  ; 
The  wars  muft  be  my  miftrefs,  Sir. 

Rod.  Oh,  fignor, 
You'll  find  her  a  rough  wench. 

Marc.  When  fhe  is  won  once, 
She'll  Ihew  the  fweeter,  Sir. 

Rod.  You  can  be  pleas'd  though, 
Sometimes  to  take  a  tamer  ? 

Marc.  'Tis  a  truth,  Sir; 
So  fhe  be  handlbme,  and  not  ill-condition'd. 

Rod.  A  foldier  fhould  not  be  fo  curious. 

Marc.  I  can  make  fhift  with  any  for  a  heat,  Sir, 

Rod.  Nay,  there  you  wrong  your  youth  too  ;  and 

however 
You're  pleas'd  t'appear  to  me,  which  fhews  well, 

fignor, 

A  tougher  foul  than  your  few  years  can  teftifyj 
Yet,  my  young  Sir,  out  of  mine  own  experience 
When  my  fpring  was,  I'm  able  to  confute  you, 
And  fay,  y'had  rather  come  to  th'  fhock  of  eyes^ 
And  boldly  march  up  to  your  miftrefs'  mouth, 
Than  to  the  cannon's. 

Marc.  That's  as  their  lading  is,  Sir. 

Rod.  There  be  trenches 
Fitter  and  warmer  for  your  years,  and  fafer, 
Than  where  the  bullet  plays. 

Marc .  There's  it  I  doubt,  Sip. 

Rod.  You'll  eafily  find  that  faith.    But  come,  be 

liberal ; 
\Vhat  kind  of  woman  could  you  make  beft  wars  with  ? 

Marc.  They're  all  but  heavy  marches. 

Rod.  Fy,  Marc-Antonio! 
Beauty  in  no  more  reverence  ? 

Marc. 
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Marc.  In  the  fex,  Sir, 
I  honour  it,  and  next  to  honour,  love  it, 
For  there  is  only  beauty ;  and  that  fweetnefs, 
That  was  firft  meant  for  modefty,  fever  it, 
And  put  it  in  one  woman,  it  appears  not  j 
'Tis  of  too  rare  a  nature,  Ihe  too  grois 
To  mingle  with  it 

Rod.  This  is  a  mere  herefy. 

Marc.  Which  makes  'em  ever  mending ;  for  that 

glofs 

That  cozens  us  for  beauty,  is  but  bravery, 
An  outward  fhow  of  things  well  fee,  no  more  : 
For  heav'nly  beauty  is  as  Heav'n  itfelf,  Sir, 
Too  excellent  for  object,  and  what's  feen 
Is  but  the  veil  then,  airy  clouds 19 :  Grant  this, 
It  may  be  feen,  'tis  but  like  ftars  in  twinklings. 

Rod.  'Twas  no  fmall  fludy  in  their  libraries 
Brought  you  to  this  experience.    But  what  think 

you 
Of  that  fair  red  and  white,  which  we  call  beauty? 

Marc.  Why,  'tis  our  creature,  Sir;  we  give  it 'em 
Becaufe  we  like  thofe  colours  ;  elfe  'tis  certain 
A  blue  face  with  a  motley  nofe  would  do  it, 
And  be  as  great  a  beauty,  fo  we  lov'd  it : 
That  we  cannot  give,  which  is  only  beauty, 
Is  a  fair  mind. 

Rod.  By  this  rule,  all  our  choices 
Are  to  no  ends. 

Marc.  Except  the  dull  end,  doing. 

19 <wbat  is  fan 

Is  but  the  'vail  then,  airy  clouds', — ]  The  monofyllable  then 
feems  not  to  have  any  good  authority  for  Handing  here,  as  having 
nothing  to  which  it  refers.  Ifufpeft  a  corruption  as  well  in  the  fenfe, 
as  in  the  pointing,  and  that  it  ftood  originally  thus : 
•  what  is  feen 

Is  but  the  <vail,  thin,  airy  clouds,  &C.  Sytnpfon* 

The  variation  is  not  amifs ;  but  the  old  text  is  good  fenfe,  and 
we  believe  genuine.  Then  is  very  naturally  placed  here,  and  follows 
up  the  argument ;  which  is,  '  Beauty  is  iavifible  ;  what  is  feen  then 
*  is  but  the  veil.' 

Rod. 
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Red.  Then  all  to  you  feem  equal  ? 

Marc.  Very  true,  Sir, 
And  that  makes  equal  dealing  :  I  love  any 
That's  worth  love. 

Rod.  How  long  love  you,  fignor  ? 

Marc.  'Till  I  have  other  bufmefs. 

Rod.  Do  you  never 
Love  ftedfailly  one  woman  ? 

Marc.  'Tis  a  toil,  Sir, 
Like  riding  in  one  road  perpetually; 
It  offers  no  variety. 

Rod.  Right  youth ! 

He  muft  needs  make  a  foldier.     Nor  do  you  think 
One  woman  can  love  one  man  ? 

Marc.  Yes,  that  may  be, 

Tho'  it  appear  not  often  j  they're  things  ignorant,, 
And  therefore  apted  to  that  fuperftition 
Of  doting  fondncfs.     Yet,  of  late  years,  fignor, 
That  world's  well  mended  with  'em  j  fewer  are  found 

now 

That  love  at  length,  and  to  the  right  mark  j  all 
Stir  now,  as  the  time  ftirs  -,  fame  and  fafhion 
Are  ends  they  aim  at  now,  and  to  make  that  love 
That  wifer  ages  held  ambition : 
'I' hey  that  cannot  reach  this  may  love  by  index; 
By  every  day's  furveying  who  beft  promifes, 
Who  has  done  beft,  who  may  do,  and  who  mended 
May  come  to  do  again ;  who  appears  neateft 
Either  in  new-ftampt  cloaths,  or  courtefies, 
Done  but  from  hand  to  mouth  neither  ;  nor  love  they 

thefe  things 

Longer  than  new  are  making,  nor  that  fucceflion 
Beyond  the  next  fair  feather.     Take  the  city, 
There  they  goto't  by  gold-weight,  no  gain  from  'em, 
All  thty  can  work  by  fire  and  water  to  'em, 
Profit  is  all  they  point  at ;  if  there  be  love, 
'Tis  fhtv/'d  ye  by  fo  dark  a  light,  to  bear  out 
The  bra  :ks  and  old  fiains  in't,  that  ye  may  purchafe 
French  velvet  better  cheap  j  all  loves,  are  endlefs. 

Rod. 
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Rod.  Faith,  if  you  have  a  miftrefs,  'would  fhe  heard 
you  ! 

Marc.  'Twere  but  the  vent'ring  of  my  place,  or 

fwearing 

I  meant  it  but  for  argument,  as  fchoolmeri 
Difpute  high  queftions. 

Rod.  What  a  world  is  this, 

When  young  men  dare  determine  what  thofe  are, 
Age  and  the  beft  experience  ne'er  could  aim  at ! 

Marc.  They  were  thick-eye'd  then,  Sir ;  now  the 

print  is  bigger, 
And  they  may  read  their  fortunes  without  fpeftacles. 

Rod.  Did  you  ne'er  love  ? 

Marc.  Faith,  yes,  once  after  fupper, 
And  the  fit  held  'till  midnight. 

Red.  Hotj  or  fhaking  ? 

Marc.  To  fay  true,  both. 

Red.  How  did  you  rid  it  ? 

Marc.  Thus,  Sir; 

J  laid  my  hand  upon  my  heart,  and  blefs'd  me, 
And  then  faid  over  certain  charms  I'd  learn'd 
Againft  mag  dogs  (for  love  and  they're  all  one)  5 
Laft,  thought  upon  a  windmill,  and  fo  ilept, 
And  was  well  ever  after. 

Rod.  A  rare  phyfician  ! 
What  would  your  practice  gain  you  ! 

Marc.  The  wars  ended, 
I  mean  to  ufe  my  art,  and  have  thefe  fools 
Cut  in  the  head  like  cats,  to  fave  the  kingdom 
Another  inquifition. 

Rod.  So  old  a  foldier, 
Out  of  the  wars,  I  never  knew  yet  practis'd. 

Marc.  I  fhall  mend  every  day.  But,  noble  general^ 
Believe  this,  but  as  this  you  nam'd,  difcourfes. 

Rod.  Oh,  you're  a  cunning  gamefter. 

Marc.  Mirths  and  toys 
To  cozen  time  withal ;  for,  o'  my  troth,  Sir, 
I  can  love ;  I  think,  well  too,  well  enough  j 
And  think  as  well  of  women  as  they  are, 

Pretty 
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Pretty  fantaftic  things,  fome  more  regardful, 
And  fome  few  worth  a  fervice  :  I'm  fo  honeft, 
I  wifh'emall  in  Heaven  ;  and  you  know  how  hard,  Sir, 
'Twill  be  to  get  in  there  with  their  great  farthingals,. 

Rod.  Well,  Marc-  Antonio,  I'd  not  lofe  thy  company 
For  the  beft  galley  I  command. 

Marc.  Faith,  general, 
If  thefe  difcourfes  pleafe  you,  I  {hall  fit  you 
Once  every  day. 

Rod.  Thou  car.fl  not  pleafe  me  better.     Hark, 
they  call  [Knock  vj'itbin. 

Below  to  dinner :  You're  my  cabbin  gueft ; 
My  boibm's,  fo  you  pieafe,  Sir. 

Marc.  Your  poor  fervant !  \Exeunt. 

S  C  E  N  E     IV. 

Enter  lloft  and  his  Wife. 

Ikft.  Let  'em  have  meat  enough,  woman,  half  alien,; 
There  be  old  rotten  pilchards,  put  'em  orf  too  ; 
Tis  but  a  little  new  anointing  of  'em. 
And  a  ftrong  onion,  that  confounds  the  ftink. 

Wife.  They  call  for  more,  Sir. 

Hoft.  Knock  a  dozen  eggs  down  ; 
But  then  beware  your  wenches. 

Wife.  More  than  this  too. 

Hoft.  Worts,  worts,  and  make  'em  porridge ;  pop 

'em  up,  wench ; 
But  they  fhall  pay  for  cullifes. 

Wife.  All  this  is  nothing ; 
They  call  for  kid  and  partridge. 

Hoft.  Well  remember'd j 
Where's  the  falconer's  half  dog  he  left  ? 

Wife.  It  ftinks,  Sir; 
Pad  all  hope  that  way. 

Hoft.  Run  it  o'er  with  garlick, 
And  make  a  Roman  difh  cii't. 

Wife.  Pray  you  be  patient, 
And  get  provision  in :  Thefe  are  fine  gentlemen, 

And 
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And  liberal  gentlemen  j  they've  unde  quare  -, 

No  mangy  muleteers,  nor  pinching  polls, 

That  feed  upon  the  parings  of  mufk-melons 

And  radilhes,  as  big  and  tough  as  rafters. 

\Vill  you  be  flirring  in  this  bufmefs  ?  Here's  your 

brother, 

Mine  old  hoft  of  OfTuna,  as  wife  as  you  are, 
That  is,  as  knavifh  ;  if  you  put  a  trick, 
Take  heed  he  do  not  find  it. 

Hoft.  I'll  be  wagging.  [Exit* 

Wife."T\s  for  your  own  commodity.  Why,  wenches! 

Ser-v.  [within.]  Anon  forfooth. 

Wife.  Who  makes  afire  there?  and  who  gets  in 

water  ? 

Let  Oliver  go  to  the  juftice,  and  befeech  his  worfhip 
We  may  have  two  fpits  going  j  and,  do  you  hear,Druce? 
Let  him  invite  his  worfhip,  and  his  wife's  worfhip, 
To  the  left  meat  tomorrow. 

Enter  Inculo. 

Inc.  Where's  this  kitchen  ? 

Wife.  E'en  at  the  next  door,  fignor.  What,  old  don! 
We  meet  but  feldom. 

Inc.  Prithee  be  patient,  hoftefs ; 
And  tell  me  where  the  meat  is. 

Wife.  Faith,  mailer  Baily, 
How  have  you  done  ?  and  how,  man 

Inc.  Good  fweet  hoftefs, 
What  ftiall  we  have  to  dinner  ? 

Wife.  How  does  your  woman  ? 
And  a  fine  woman  fhe  is,  and  a  good  woman. 
Lord,  how  you  bear  your  years  ! 

Inc.  Is't  veal  or  mutton, 

Beef,  bacon,  pork,  kid,  pheafant  ?  or  all  thefe  ? 
And  are  they  ready  all  ? 

Wife.  The  hours  that  have  been 
Between  us  two,  the  merry  hours  :  Lord  ! 

Inc.  Hoftefs, 
Dear  hoftefs,  do  but  hear !  I  am  hungry. 

Wife. 


LOVE'S    PILGRIMAGE.       49 

Wife.  You're  merrily  difpos'd,  Sir. 

Inc.  Monftrous  hungry, 

And  hungry  after  much  meat !  I've  brought  hither 
Right  worfhipful  to  pay  the  reckoning  j 
Money  enough  too  with  'em ;  defire  enough 
To  have  the  beft  meat,  and  of  that  enough  too : 
Come  to  the  point,  fweet  wench  ;  and  fo  I  kifs  thee. 

Wife.  You  lhall  have  any  thing,  and  inftantly, 
Ere  you  can  lick  your  ears,  Sir. 

Inc.  Portly  meat* 

Bearing,  fubftantial  fluff,  and  fit  for  hunger, 
Idobefeechyoujhoftefs,  firft;  then  fome  light garnifh, 
Two  pheafants  in  a  difh  j  if  you  have  leverets, 
(Rather  for  way  of  ornament,  than  appetite) 
They  may  be  look'd  upon,  or  larks  ;  for  fifh, 
As  there's  no  great  need,  fo  I  would  not  wifh  you 
To  ferve  above  four  difhes ;  but  thofe  full  ones. 
You  have  no  cheefe  of  Parma  ? 

Wife.  Very  old,   Sir. 

Inc.  The  lefs  will  ferve  us  j  fome  ten  pound. 

Wife.  Alas,  Sir, 
We  have  not  half  thefe  dainties* 

Inc.  Peace,  good  hoflefs, 
And  make  us  hope  you  have. 

Wife.  You  fhall  have  all,  Sir 

Inc.  That  may  be  got  for  money. 

Enter  Diego  and  a  Boy. 

Diego.  Where's  your  mafter  ? 
Bring  me  your  mafter,  Boy !  I  muft  have  liquor 
Fit  for  the  myrmidons ;  no  dafhing  now,  child, 
No  conjurings  by  candle-light !  I  know  all ; 
Strike  me  the  oldefl  fa'ck,  a  piece  that  carries 
Point-blank  to  this  place,  Boy,  and  batters.  Hoflefs, 
I  kifs  thy  hands,  thro'  which  many  a  round  reckoning' 
And  things  of  moment  have  had  motion. 

Wife.  Still  mine  old  brother. 

Diego.  Set  thy  cellar  open, 
For  I  muft  enter,  and  advance  my  colours. 

VOL.  VII.  D  I've 
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I've  brought   thec  dons  indeed,  wench,  dons  with 

ducats, 

And  thofe  dons  mufc  have  dainty  wine,  pure  Bacchus, 
That  bleeds  the  life-blood.  What,  is  your  cure  ended? 

Inc.  We  lhall  have  meat,  man. 

Diego.  Then  we  will  have  wine,  man, 
And  wine  upon  wine,  cut  and  drawn  with  wine. 

Wife.  Ye  fhall  have  all,  and  more  than  all. 

Inc.  All  well  then  *'. 

Diego.  Away,  about  your  bufmefs  !  you  with  her, 
For  old  acquaintance  fake,  to  flay  your  ftomach  ! 

[Exeunt  Wife  and  In  cub  o. 
And,  Boy,  be  you  my  guide,  ad  inferos  ; 
For  I  will  make  a  full  defcent  in  equipage. 

Boy.  I'll  fhew  you  rare  wine. 

Diego.  Stinging  geer  ? 

Boy.  Divine,  Sir. 

Diego.  Oh,  divine  Boy !  march,  march,  my  child. 
Rare  wine,  boy? 

Boy.  As  any  is  in  Spain,  Sir. 

Diego.  Old,  and  ftrong  too"  ? 
Oh,  my  fine  boy  !  clear  too  ? 

Boy.  As  chryflal,  Sir,  and  ftrong  as  truth. 

Diego.  Away,  boy! 

I  am  enamour'd,  and  I  long  for  dalliance. 
Stay  no  where,  child,  not  for  thy  father's  blefling, 
I  charge  thee,  not  to  fave  thy  filler's  honour, 
Nor  to  clofe  thy  dam's  eyes,  were  fhe  a-dying, 
Till  we  arrive ;  and,  for  thy  recompenfe, 
I  will  remember  thee  in  my  will. 

Boy.  You  have  laid,  Sir.  [Extunf. 

11  All,  •well  then.'}  Sympfon  reads,  ALL'S  well  then. 

*l   Boy.  Ai  any  is  in  Spain,   Sir. 

Diego.  QU  and  ftrong  too  ?]  Sympfon  would  read. 
Boy.  At  any  in  Spain  t  Sir,  old  and  ftrong  tot. 


ACT 
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ACT      III.        SCENE      I. 

Enter  Pbtlippo  and  Hoft. 
Phil.  T^  /T  I  N  E  Hoft,  is  that  apparel  got  you  fpoke 


T^  /T 

1VJL 


You  fhall  have  ready  money. 

Hoft.  'Tis  come  in>  Sir; 
He  has  it  on,  Sir,  and  I  think  it  will 
Be  fit  ;  and,  o'  my  credit,  it  was  never 
Worn  but  once,  Sir,  and  for  neceflity 
Pawn'd  to  the  man  I  told  you  of. 

Phil.  Pray  bargain  for't, 
And  I  will  be  the  paymafter. 

Hoft.  I  will,  Sir. 

Phil.  And  let  our  meat  be  ready  when  you  pleafe; 
I  mean  as  foon. 

Hoft.  It  fhall  be  prefently. 

Phil.  Flow  far  ftands  Barcelona  ? 

Hoft.  But  two  leagues  off,  Sir  ; 
You  may  be  there  by  three  o'clock. 

Phil.  I'm  glad  on't.  [Exeunt: 

S  C  E  N  E    II. 

Enter  'Theodofia  and  Leocadiat. 

Tbeod.  Signor  Francifco,  why  I  draw  you  hither 
To  this  remote  place,  marvel  not  ,-  for,  truft  me, 
My  innocence  yet  never  knew  ill  dealing  ; 
And  as  you  have  a  noble  temper,  ftart  not 
Into  offence,  at  any  thing  my  knowledge, 
And  for  your  fpecial  good,  would  be  inform'd  of  j 
Nor  think  me  vainly  curious. 

Leoc.  Worthy  Sir, 

The  courtefies  you  and  your  noble  brother, 
Even  then  when  few  men  find  the  way  to  do  'em, 

D  2  I  mean 
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I  mean  in  want,  fo  freely  fhower'd  upon  me, 

So  truly,  and  fo  timely  minifler'd, 

Muft,  if  I  fhoulcl  fufpect  thofe  minds  that  made  'em  *5, 

Either  proclaim  me  an  unworthy  taker, 

Or  worfe,  a  bafe  believer.     Speak  your  mind,  Sir, 

Freely,  and  what  you  pleafe ;  I  am  your  fervant. 

tfheod.  Then,  my  young  Sir,  know,  fmce  our  firft 

acquaintance, 

Induc'd  by  circumftances  that  deceive  not, 
To  clear  fome  doubts  I  have  (nay,  bluili  not,  fignor!) 
I  have  beheld  you  narrowly.     More  blufhes? 
Sir,  you  give  me  fo  much  light,  I  find  you 
A  thing  confefs'd  already.     Yet  more  blufhes  ? 
You  would  ill  cover  an  offence  might  fink  you, 
That  cannot  hide  yourfelf.     Why  do  you  fhake  fo  ? 
I  mean  no  trouble  to  you.     This  fair  hand 
Was  never  made  for  hardnefs,  nor  thofe  eyes 
(Come,  do  not  hide  'em)  for  rough  objects.  Hark  ye, 
You  have  betray'd  yourfelf ;  that  figh  confirms  me. 
Another  ?  and  a  third  too  ?  Then  I  fee 
Thefe  boy's  cloaths  do  but  pinch  you.     Come,  be 

liberal  j 

You've  found  afriend  that  has  found  you  •,  difguife  not 
That  loaden  foul  that  labours  to  be  open. 
Now  you  muft  weep,  I  know  it,  for  I  fee 
Your  eyes  down-laden  to  the  lids  j  another 
Manifeft  token  that  my  doubts  are  perfect : 
Yet  I  have  found  a  greater;  tell  me  this, 
Why  were  thefe  holes  left  open  ?  there  was  an  error, 
A  foul  one,  my  Francifco !  Have  I  caught  you  ? 
Oh,  pretty  Sir,  the  cufcom  of  our  country 
Allows  men  none  in  this  place.  Now  the  fhow'r  comes. 

Leoc.  Oh,  fignor  1  heodoro  ! 

'Theod.  This  forrow  fhews  fo  fweetly, 
I  cannot  chufe  but  keep  it  company. 
Take  truce  and  fpeak,   Sir:    And  I   charge  your 

goodnefs, 
By  all  thole  perfect  hopes  that  point  at  virtue, 

'~i  Minds  that  made  'em,]  i,  e.  Did  'em.  Sympftn. 

By 
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I3y  that  remembrance  thefe  fair  tears  are  fhed  for, 
If  any  fad  misfortune  have  thus  form'd  you, 
That  either  care  or  counfel  may  redeem, 
Pain,  purfe,  or  any  thing  within  the  power 
And  honour  of  free  gentlemen,  reveal  it, 
And  have  our  labours. 

Lcoc.  I  have  found  you  noble, 
And  you  fhall  find  me  true  :  Your  doubts  are  certain, 
Nor  dare  I  more  diffemble  j  I  am  a  woman, 
The  great  example  of  a  wretched  woman. 
Here  you  muft  give  me  leave  to  fhew  my  fex. — 
And  now,  to  make  you  know  how  much  your  credit 
Has  won  upon  my  foul,  fo't  pleafe  your  patience, 
I'll  tell  you  my  unfortunate  fad  ftory. 
<Tbeod.  Sit  down  and  fay  on,  lady. 
Leoc.  I  am  born,  Sir, 

Of  good  and  honeft  parents,  rich,  and  noble, 
And,  not  to  lie,  the  daughter  of  don  Sanchio, 
If  my  unhappy  fortune  have  not  loft  me ; 
My  name  call'd  Leocadia,  e'en  the  fame 
Your  worthy  brother  did  the  fpecial  honour 
To  name  for  beautiful,  and  without  pride 
I  have  been  often  made  believe  fo,  fignor ; 
But  that's  impertinent !  Now  to  my  forrows : 
Not  far  from  us  a  gentleman  of  worth, 
A  neighbour,  and  a  noble  vifitor, 
Had  his  abode,  who  often  met  my  father 
In  gentle  fports  of  chace,  and  river-hawking, 
In  courfe  and  riding ;  and  with  him  often  brought 
A  fon  of  his,  a  young  and  hopeful  gentleman, 
Nobly  train'd  up,  in  years  fit  for  affection ; 
A  fprightly  man,  of  underftanding  excellent, 
Of  fpeech  and  civil  'haviour  no  lefs  powerful ; 
And  of  all  parts,  elfe  my  eyes  lied,  abundant : 
We  grew  acquainted,  and  from  that  acquaintance 
Nearer  into  affection  -,  from  affection 
Into  belief. 
Meed.  Well? 
Leoc.  Then  we  durft  kifs. 

D  3  1-beod. 
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Tkecd.  Go  forward ! 

Leoc.  But  oh,  man,  man,  unconftant,  carelefs  man, 
Oh,  fubtle  man,  how  many  are  thy  mifchiefs  ! 
Oh,  Marc-Antonio,  I  may  curfe  thofe  kifies  1 
<n>eod.  What  did  you  call  him,  lady  ? 
Leoc.  Marc-Antonio; 
The  name  to  me  of  mifery. 
tfkeod.  Pray,  forward ! 
Leoc .  From  thefe  we  bred  defires,  Sir ;  but  lofc 

me,  Heav'n, 
If  mine  were  luflful ! 
^Tbeod.  I  believe. 
Leoc.  This  nearnefs 

Made  him  importunate :  When,  to  fave  mine  honour, 
(Love  having  full  poffefiion  of  my  powers) 
I  got  a  contract  from  him. 
<Tbeod.  Seal'd? 
Leoc.  And  fworn  too  ; 

Which  fmce,  for  fome  offence  Heav'n  laid  upon  me, 
I  lofl  amongft  my  mopiqt  in  the  robbery 
(The  lofs  that  makes  mepoorefc) :  This  \vonfrom  him, 
Fool  that  I  was,  aricTtoo  too  credulous, 
I  'pointed  him  a  bye-way  to  my  chamber 

The  next  night  at  an  hour 

Tbeod.  Pray  flay  there,  lady  ! — 
And  when  the  night  came,  came  he  ?  kept  he  touch 

with  you  ? 

(Be  not  fo  fhame-fac'd  !)  had  ye  both  your  wifhes  ? 
Tell  me,  and  tell  me  true,  did  he  enjoy  ye  ? 
Were  you  in  one  another's  arms  abed  ?  the  contract 
Confirm'd  in  full  joys  there  ?  did  he  lie  with  you  ? 
Anfwer  to  that !  ha  ?  Did  your  father  know  this, 
The  good  old  man,  or  kindred,  privy  to't*4? 
And  had  you  their  confents  ?  did  that  night's  promife 
Make  you  a  mother  ? 

Leoc.  Why  d'you  afk  fo  nearly  ? 
Good  Sir,  does  it  concern  you  any  thing  ? 

**  Or  kindred  primy  tot?]  I  can't  help  thinking  but   that  or  Is 
corrupted  for  were.  S\mi>fon. 

'  ifbeod. 
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Weed.  No,  lady; 

Only  the  pity  why  you  fhould  be  us'd  fo 
A  little  ftirs  me.     But  did  he  keep  his  promife  ? 

Leoc.  No,  no,  fignor; 
Alas,  he  never  came,  nor  never  meant  it ! 
My  love  was  fool'd,  time  number'd  to  no  end, 
My  expectation  flouted  ;  and  guefs  you,  Sir, 
"What  dor  unto  a-doting  maid  this  was  tj, 
What  a  bafe  breaking-off? 

Tbtod.  All's  well  then. — Lady, 
Go  forward  in  your  ftory. 

Lece.  Not  only  fail'd,  Sir, 
(Which  is  a  curfe  in  love  ;  and  may  he  find  it 
When  his  affeclions  are  full-wing'd,  and  ready 
To  ftoop  upon  the  quarry,  then  when  all 
His  full  hopes  are  in's  arms  !)  not  only  thus,  Sir, 
But  more  injurious,  faithlefs,  treacherous, 
Within  two  days  Fame  gave  him  far  remov'd 
With  a  new  love-,  which,  muchagainft  my  confcience, 
But  more  again/I  my  caufe,  which  is  my  hell, 
IVnuft  confefs  a  fair  one,  a  right  fair  one, 
Indeed  of  admirable  fweetnefs,  daughter 
Unto  another  of  our  noble  neighbours  ; 
The  thief  call'd  Theodofia,  whofe  perfections 
I'm  bound  to  ban  for  ever,  curfe  to  wrinkles, 
As  Heav'n  I  hope  will  make  'em  foon,  and  aches ; 
For  they  have  robb'd  me,  poor  unhappy  wench, 
Of  all,  of  all,  Sir,  all  that  was  my  glory, 
And  left  me  nothing  but  thefe  tears,  and  travel. 
Upon  this  certain  news,  I  quit  my  father, 
(And,  if  you  be  not  milder  in  conftruction, 
I  fear  mine  honour  too)  and  like  a  page 
Stole  to  OfTuna ;  from  that  place  to  Sevil  j 
From  thence  to  Barcelona  I  was  travelling 
When  you  o'er-took  my  mifery,  in  hope  to  hear  of 
Gallies  bound  up  for  Italy  ;  for  never 

15  Dor.}  i.  e.  Balk,  difappointment.  If  the  reader  would  fee  an 
account  of  the  feveral  forts  of  tiers,  I  will  refer  him  to  Ben  Jonfon, 
[W  bailey's  edit,  vo!,  i.  p.  383,  384.]  Sjmpfoa. 

D  4  Will 
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Will  I  leave  off  the  fearch  of  this  bad  man, 
This  filcher  of  affections,  this  love-pedlar ! 
Nor  fhall  my  curfes  ceafe  to  blafl  her  beauties, 
And  make  her  name  as  wandring  as  her  nature, 
'Till,  ftanding  face  to  face  before  their  lufts, 
I  call  Heav'n's  juftice  down. 

fbeod.  This  fhews  too  angry ; 
Nor  can  it  be  her  fault  fhe  is  belov'd  : 
If  I  give  meat,  muft  they  that  eat  it  furfeit  ? 

Leoc.  She  loves  again,  Sir,  there's  the  mifchief  of  it, 
And  in  defpite  of  me,  to  drown  my  blefTmgs, 
Which  flic  ihall  dearly  know • 

Theod.  You  are  too  violent, 

Leoc .  Sh'  has  devils  in  her  eyes,  to  whofe  devotion 
He  offers  all  his  fervice, 

Theod.  Who  can  fay 

But  fhe  may  be  forfaken  too  ?  He  that  once  wanders 
From  fuch  a  perfect  fweetnefs  as  you  promife, 
Has  he  not  ftill  the  fame  rule  to  deceive  ? 

Leoc.  No,  no  ;  they  are  together,  love  together, 
Paft  all  deceit  of  that  fide ;  fleep  together, 
Live,  and  delight  together ;  and  fuch  deceit 
Give  me  in  a  wild  defert ! 

Thcod.  By  your  leave,  lady, 
I  fee  no  honour  in  this  cunning. 

Leoc.  Honour  ? 

True,  none  of  her  part ;  honour  ?  fhe  deferves  none ; 
'Tis  ceas'd  with  wandring  ladies,  fuch  as  flic  is, 
So  bold  and  impudent. 

Theod.  I  could  be  angry, 

Extremely  angry  now,  beyond  my  nature,      \Afide. 
An  'twere  not  for  my  pity :  What  a  man 
Is  this,  to  do  thefe  wrongs ! — Believe  me,  lady, 
I  know  the  maid,  and  know  fhe  is  not  with  him— 

Leoc.  I  would  you  knew  fhe  were  in  Heaven  ! 

Mead.  And  fo  well  know  her,  that  I  think  you're 
cozen'd. 

Itoc.  So  I  fay,  Sir. 

Tbeod.  I  mean,  in  her  behaviour  •>  for,  truft  my  faith, 

So 
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So  much  I  dare  adventure  for  her  credit, 
She  never  yet  delighted  to  do  wrong. 

Leoc.  How  can  fhe  then  delight  in  him  ?  Dare  flie 

think 

(Be  what  fhe  will,  as  excellent  as  angels) 
My  love  fo  fond,  my  wifhes  fo  indulgent, 
That  I  muft  take  her  prewnings*6  ?  ftoop  at  that 
Sh*  has  tir'd  upon  ?  No,  Sir  j  I  hold  my  beauty, 
(Wafti  but  thefe  forrows  from  it)  of  a  fparkle 
As  right  and  rich  as  hers,  my  means  as  equal, 
My  youth  as  much  unblown ;  and,  for  our  worths 
And  weight  of  virtue 

Theod.  Do  not  tafk  her  fo  far. 

Leoc.  By  Heav'n  fhe's  cork,  and  clouds !  light,  light,' 

Sir,  vapour ! 

But  I  mall  find  her  out,  with  all  her  witchcrafts, 
Her  paintings,  and  her  pouncings ;  for  'tis  art, 
And  only  art  preferves  her,  and  mere  fpells 
That  work  upon  his  pow'rs.     Let  her  but  mew  me 
A  ruin'd  cheek  like  mine,  that  holds  his  colour 
(And  writes  but  fixteen  years)  in  fpite  of  forrows, 
An  unbath'd  body,  fmiles  that  give  but  fhadows, 
And  wrinkle  not  the  face  !  Befides,  fhe*s  little, 
A  demy  dame,  that  makes  no  object. 

'Theod.  Nay, 

Then  I  muft  fay  you  err  •,  for,  credit  me, 
I  think  {he's  taller  than  yourfelf. 

Leoc.  Why,  let  her ! 
It  is  not  that  mall  mate  me  ;  I  but  afk 
My  hands  may  reach  unto  her. 

Tbeod.  Gentle  lady, 
'Tis  now  ill  time  of  further  argument ; 
For  I  perceive  your  anger  void  of  counfel, 
Which  I  could  wifh  more  temperate. 

l(>  Take  her  pre<wnings  ;    Hop  at  (bat 

Was  tir'd  upon  ?]  Mr.  Theobald,  with  whom  I  had  the  good 
fortune  to  agree,  reads  Jioop  for  flop,  which  is  undoubtedly  the  true 
Jeftion,  and  is  a  term  in  falconry  that  needs  no  explanation.  Sympfon. 

Very  fortunate  indeed,  fince  STOOP  is  the  leftion  of  the  firft  folio. 
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Leoc.  Pray  forgive  me, 

If  1  have  fpoke  uncivilly  :  They  that  look  on 
See  more  than  we  that  play  ;  and  I  befeech  you 
Impute  it  love's  offence,  not  mine  ;  whofe  torments, 
If  you  have  ever  lov'd,  and  found  my  croffes, 
You  muft  confefs  are  feldom  tied  to  patience  : 
Yet  I  could  wifh  I  had  faid  lefs. 

Thecd.  No  harm  then  ; 
You've  made  a  full  amends.     Our  company 
You  may  command,  fo  pleafe  you,  in  your  travels, 
With  all  our  faith  and  furtherance  •,  let  it  be  fo. 

Leoc.  You  make  too  great  an  offer. 

Theod.  Then  it  mail  be. 
Go  in,  and  reft  yourfelf  j  our  wholefome  diet 
"Will  be  made  ready  ftraight.     But  hark  you,  lady  ! 
One  thing  I  muft  entreat ;  your  leave  and  fufferance, 
That  thefe  things  may  be  open  to  my  brother, 
For  more  refpe<5t  and  honour. 

Leoc.  Do  your  pleafure. 

Theod.  And  do  not  change  this  habit,  by  no  means, 
Unlefs  you  change  yourfelf. 

Leoc.  Which  muft  not  yet  be. 

'Tbeod.  It  carries  you  conceal'd  and  fafe. 

Leoc.  I'm  counfell'd.  [Exit. 

Enter  Pbilippo. 

Phil.  What's  done  ? 

Tbeod.  Why,  all  we  doubted ;  'tis  a  woman, 
And  of  a  noble  ftrain  too :  Guefs ! 

Phi!.  I  cannot. 

Tbeod.  You  have  heard  often  of  her. 

Pbil.  Stay  j  I  think  not. 

Tbeod.  Indeed  you  have  -,  'tis  the  fair  Leocadia, 
Daughter  unto  don  Sanchio,  our  noble  neighbour, 

Pbil.  Nay? 

fbeod.  'Tis  flic,  Sir,  o'  my  credit. 

Pbil.  Leocadia? 
Pirn  !  Leocadia  it  muft  not  be. 

Tbeod.  It  muft  be,  or  be  nothing. 

Pbil. 
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Phil.  Pray  give  me  leave  to  wonder :  Leocadia  ?~ 

1'beod.  The  very  lame. 

Phil.  The  damfel  Leocadia  ? 
I  guefs'd  it  was  a  woman,  and  a  fair  one. 
I  fee  it  thro'  her  ftiape,  tranfparcnt,  plain  ; 
But  that  it  fhould  be  (he  !   tell  me  directly. 

T'hcod.  By  Heav'ns,  'tis  me. 

Phil.  By  Heav'n,  then,  'tis  a  fweet  one, 

1'heod.  That's  granted  too. 

Phil.  But  hark  you,  hark  you,  lifter ! 
How  came  flie  thus  difguis'd  ? 

fheod.  I'll  tell  you  that  too ; 
As  I  came,  on  the  fclf-fame  ground,  fo  us'd  too. 

Phil.  By  the  fame  man  ? 

1'bcod.  The  lame  too. 

Phil.  As  I  live, 
You  lovers  have  fine  fancies,  wondrous  fine  ones  \ 

The'od.  Pray  Heav'n,  you  never  make  one  ! 

Phil.  Faith,  I  know  not : 
But,  in  that  mind  I  am,  I'd  rather  cobble; 
'Tis  a  more  Chriilian  trade/    Pray  tell  me  one  thing; 
Are  not  you  two  now  monftrous  jealous 
Of  one  another  ? 

Theod.  She  is  much  of  me, 
And  has  rail'd  at  me  moft  unmercifully, 
And  to  my  face ;  and,  o'  my  confcience, 
Had  me  but  known  me,  either  me  or  I, 
Or  both,  had  parted  with  flrange  faces^ 
She  was  in  fuch  a  fury. 

Phil.  Leocadia  ?  • 
Does  me  fpeak  handfomely  ? 

Theod.  Wondrous  well,  Sir, 
And  all  me  does  becomes  her,  e'en  her  anger. 

Phil.  How  feem'd  (lie  when  you  found  her? 

Theod.  Had  you  feen 
How  fweetly  fearfully  her  pretty  felf l8 
Betray 'd  herfelf ;  how  neat  her  forrow  fhew'd, 

1S  HoiMfweetly  fearful  her  pretty  Jt  If. ']    We  have  ventured  to  aflitf 
th'isveife,  by  the  addition  of  a  fyliuble. 

And 
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And  in  what  handlbme  phrafe  flie  put  her  ftory  ; 
And  as  occafion  ftirr'd  her  how  fhe  ftarted, 
Tho'  roughly,  yet  mod  aptly,  into  anger  ; 
You  would  have  wonder'd. 

Phil.  Does  (he  know  you  ? 

need.  No, 
Nor  muft  not  by  no  means. 

Phil.  How  ftands  your  difference  ? 

Tbeod.  I'll  tell  youthatfome  fitter  time;  but,  truft  me, 
My  Marc- Antonio  has  too  much  to  aniwer. 

Phil.  May  I  take  knowledge  of  her  ? 

3"beod.  Yes,  flic's  willing. 

Phil.  Pray  ufe  her  as  fhe  is,  with  all  refpefts  then } 
For  (he's  a  woman  of  a  noble  breeding. 

fbeod.  You  fliall  not  find  me  wanting. 

Phil.  Which  way  bears  me  ? 

Vbeod.  Our  way,  and  to  our  end. 

PbiL  I  am  glad  on't.     Hark  you  ! 
She  keeps  her  fhape  ? 

Enter  Leocadia. 

Theod.  Yes,  and  I  think,  by  this  time, 
Has  mew'd  her  old 

Phil.  She's  here  :  By  Heav'n,  a  rare  one  ! 
An  admirable  fweet  one  !  what  an  eye  ! 
Of  what  a  full  command  me  bears  !   how  gracious 
All  her  aipect  thews  ?  Blefs  me  from  a  fever  ! 
I  .am  not  well  o*  th'  fudden. 

Leoc.  Noble  friends, 
Your  meat  and  all' my  iervice  waits  upon  ye. 

Phil.  You  teach  us  manners,  lady  •,  all  which  fervice 
Muft  now  be  mine  to  you,  and  all  too  poor  too  5 
Blum  not  we  know  you  ;  for,  by  all  our  faiths, 
With  us  your  honour  is  in  fanctuary, 
And  ever  mall  be. 

Leoc.  I  do  well  believe  it : 
Will  you  walk  nearer,  Sir  ?  [Exit. 

'Theod.  She  mews  ft  ill  fairer, 
Younger  in  every  change,  and  clearer,  neater  : 

I  know 
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I  know  not  j  I  may  fool  myfelf,  and  finely 

Nourifh  a  wolf  to  eat  my  heart  out.    Certain, 

As  me  appears  now,  fhe  appears  a  wonder, 

A  thing  amazes  me ;  what  would  me  do  then 

In  woman's  helps,  in  ornaments  apt  for  her, 

And  deckings  to  her  delicacy  ?  Without  all  doubt, 

She  would  be  held  a  miracle  j  nor  can  I  think 

He  has  forfaken  her,  fay  what  fhe  pleafe  -, 

I  know  his  curious  eye :  Or,  fay  he  had, 

Put  cafe  he  could  be  fo  boy-blind  and  foolifh, 

Yet  ftill  I  fear  fhe  keeps  the  contract  with  her, 

Not  ftol'n,  as  fhe  affirms,  nor  loft  by  negligence  ; 

She'd  lofe  herfelf  firft,  'tis  her  life ;  and  there 

All  my  hopes  are  difpatch'd.     Oh,  noble  Ix>ve, 

That  diou  couldft  be  without  this  jealoufy, 

Without  this  paflion  of  the  heart,  how  heav'nly 

Wouldft  thou  appear  upon  us  !  Come  what  may  come, 

I'll  fee  the  end  on't :  And  fmce  chance  has  caft  her 

Naked  into  my  refuge,  all  I  can 

She  freely  mail  command,  except  the  man.       [Exit. 

SCENE    III. 

Enter  Leonardo  and  Pedro. 

Leo.  Don  Pedro,  do  you  think  aflfuredly 
The  gallies  will  come  round  to  Barcelona 
Within  thefe  two  days  ? 

Pedro.  Without  doubt. 

Leo.  And  think  you 
He  will  be  with  'em  certainly  ? 

Pedro.  He  is,  Sir  j 
I  law  him  at  their  fetting  off. 

Leo.  Muft  they  needs 
Touch  there  for  water,  as  you  fay  ? 

Pedro.  They  muft,  Sir, 

And  for  frem  meat  too ;  few  or  none  go  by  it. 
Beficie,  fo  great  a  fleet  muft  needs  want  trimming, 
If  they  have  met  with  foul  feas ;  and  no  harbour 
On  this  fide  Spain  is  able,  without  danger, 

To 
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To  moor  'em,  but  that  haven. 

Leo.  Are  the  wars 
His  only  end  ? 

Pedro.  So  he  profeffes. 

Leo.  Bears  he 
Any  command  amongft  'em  ? 

Pedro.  Good  regard 
With  all ;  which  quickly  will  prefer  him. 

Leo.  Pray,  Sir,  tell  me, 
And  as  you  are  a  gentleman  be  liberal. 

Pedro.  I  will,  Sir,  and  mod  true. 

Leo.  Who  faw  you  with  him  ? 

Pedro.  None  but  things  like  himfelf;  young  foldiers, 
And  gentlemen  defirous  to  feek  honour. 

Leo.  Was  there  no  woman  there,  nor  none  dif- 

guis'd 

That  might  be  thought  a  woman  ?  In  his  language, 
Did  he  not  let  flip  fomething  of  fufpicion 
Touching  that  wanton  way  ? 

Pedro.  Believe  me,  Sir, 
I  neither  faw,  nor  could  fufpecl:  that  face 
That  might  be  doubted  woman's  ;  yet  I'm  fure 
Aboard  him  I  fee  all  that  pad  :  And  'tis  impofTible 
Among  fo  many  high-fet  bloods  there  fhould  be 
A  woman,  let  her  clofe  herfelf  within  a  cockle, 
But  they  would  open  her  :  He  mult  not  love 
Within  that  place  alone  ;  and  therefore  furely 
He  would  not  be  fo  foolilh,  had  he  any, 
To  truft  her  there.     For  his  difcourfe,  'twas  ever 
About  his  bufmefs,  war,  or  mirth,  to  make  us 
Relilh  a  can  of  wine  well  j  when  he  fpoke  private, 
'Twas  only  the  remembrance  of  his  fervice, 
And  hope  of  your  good  prayers  for  his  health,  Sir ; 
And  fo  I  gave  him  to  the  feas. 

Lso.  I  thank  you, 

And  now  am  fatisfied.     And,  to  prevent 
Sufpicions  that  may  nourifh  clangers,  fignor, 
(For  I  have  told  you  how  the  mad  Alphonfo 
Chafes  like;  a  flag  i'th'  toil,  and  bends  his  fury 

'Gainft 
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'Gainft  all,  but  his  own  ignorance)  I'm  determin'd, 

For  peace  Take  and  the  prefervation 

Of  my  yet-untouch'd  honour,  and  his  cure, 

Myfelf  to  leek  him  there,  and  bring  him  back, 

As  teftimony  of  an  unfought  injury 

By  either  of  our  actions  j  that  the  world 

And  he,  if  he  have  reafon,  may  fee  plainly 

Opinion  is  no  perfect  guide,  nor  all  fames 

Founders  of  truths.     In  the  mean  time,  this  courtefy 

I  muft  entreat  of  you,  Sir ;  be  myfelf  here, 

And  as  myfelf  command  my  family. 

Pedro.  You  lay  too  much  truft  on  me. 

Leo.  'Tis  my  love,  Sir. 
I  will  not  be  long  from  yon.    If  this  queftion 
Chance  to  be  call'd  upon  ere  my  return, 
I  leave  your  care  to  anfwer.     So,  farewell,  Sir ! 

Pedro.  You  take  a  wife  way;  all  my  beft  endeavours 
Shall  labour  in  your  abfence.     Peace  go  with  you  ! 

{Exit  Leo. 

A  noble  honeft  gentleman,  free-hearted, 
And  of  an  open  faith,  much  loving  and  much  lov'd, 
And  father  of  that  goodnefs  only  Malice 
Can  truly  ftir  againft ;  what  dare  befall 
'Till  his  return  I'll  anlwer.  {Exif. 

Enter  Alphonfo  and  Servant. 

Alpb.  Walk  off,  firrah; 
But  keep  yourfelf  within  my  call. 

Serv.  I  will,  Sir. 

Alpb.  And  ftir  my  horfe,  for  takingcold. — Within 

there ! 

Hoa,  people  !  you  that  dwell  there  !  my  brave  fignor ! 
What,  are  ye  all  afleep  ?  is't  that  time  with  ye  ? 
I'll  ring  a  little  louder. 

Enter  Pedro. 

Pedro.  Sir,  who  feek  you  ? 
Alpb.  Not  you,  Sir.     Where's  your  matter  ? 
Pedro.  I  ferve  no  man 

In 
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In  way  of  pay,  Sir.  , 

Alpb.  Where's  the  man  o'th'houfe  then? 

P**/r0.  What  would  you  have  with  him,  bir  t 

Alpb.  Do  you  ftand  here,  Sir, 
To  afk  men  queftions  when  they  come  ? 

Pedro.  I  would,  Sir, 

Being  his  friend,  and  hearing  luch  alarms, 
Know  how  men  come  to  vifit  him. 

Alpb.  You  fhall,  Sir : 

Pray  tell  his  Mightinefs  here  is  a  gentleman, 
By  name  Alphonfo,  would  entreat  his  conference 
About  affairs  of  ftate,  Sir.     Are  you  aniwer'd  ? 

Enter  Sancbio  carried. 

Pedro.  I  muft  be,  Sir. 
Sane.  Stay ;  fct  me  down.     Stay,  fignor ! 
You  muft  flay,  and  you  fhall  flay. 
.Alpb.  Meaning  me,  Sir  ? 

Sane.  Yes,  you,  Sirj  you  I  mean;  I  mean  you. 
Alpb.  Well,  Sir? 
Why  fhould  I  ftay  ? 
Sane.  There's  reafon. 
Alpb.  Reafon,  Sir? 
Sane.  Ay,  reafon,  Sir; 

My  wrong  is  greateft,  and  I  will  be  ferv'd  firft. 
Call  out  the  man  of  fame. 
Alpb.  How  ferv'd,  Sir  ? 
Sane.  Thus,  Sir. 
Alpb.  But  not  before  me  ? 
Sane.  Before  all  the  world,  Sir, 
As  my  cafe  ftands. 

Alpb.  I've  loft  a  daughter,  Sir. 
Sane.  I've  loft  another,  worth  five  fcore  of  her,  Sir, 
Alpb.  You  muft  not  tell  me  fo. 
Sane.  I  have ;  and,  hark  ye, 
Make  it  up  five  fcore  more.     Call  out  the  fellow  j 
And  ftand  you  by,  Sir. 

Pedro.  This  is  the  mad  morris, 
Alpb.  And  I  ftand  by  ? 

Sane. 
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Sane.  I  fay,  Hand  by,  and  do  it. 

Alfb.  Stand  by,  among  thy  lungs19  ? 

Sane.  Turn  prefently, 
And  lay  thy  prayers  ;  thou  art  dead. 

Alpb.  I  Icorn  thee  ! 

And  fcorn  to  fay  my  prayers  more  than  thou  doft ! 
Mine  is  the  moil  wrong,  and  my  daughter  deareft, 
And  mine  fhail  firft  be  righted. 

Sane.  Shall  be  righted  ? 

Pedro.  A  third  may  live,  I  fee.     Pray  hear  me, 
gentlemen. 

Sane.  Shall  be  ? 

Al-ph.  Ay,  ihall  be  righted. 

Sane.  Now  ? 

Alpb.  Now. 

Sane.  Inftantly? 

Atyb.  Before  I  ftir. 

Sane.  Before  me  ? 

Alpb.  Before  any. 

Sane.  Doft  thou  confider  what  thou  fayft  ?    Haft 

thou  friends  here 

Able  to  quench  my  anger,  or  perfuade  me 
(After  I've  beaten  thee  into  one  main  bruife'0, 
And  made  thee  fpend  thy  ftate  in  rotten  apples) 
Thou  canft'at  length  be  quiet  ?  Shall  I  kill  thee  ? 
Divide  thee  like  a  rotten  pompion, 
And  leave  thee  (linking  to  pofterity  ? 
There's  not  the  lead  blow  I  (hall  give,  but  does  this. 
Urge  me  no  further :  I  am  firft. 

Alpb.  I'll  hang  firft  ! 

No,  goodman  Glory,  'tis  not  your  bravadoes, 
Your  punctual  honour,  nor  foldadofhip 

Sane.  Set  me  a  little  nearer. 

Alph.  Let  him  fally !— 

*9  Luttgi."]  Probably  this  is  an  accidental  corruption  of  the  word 
loom,  (i.  e.  low  people)  derived  from  the  Irifh  liunjiugoijh.  See  Dr. 
Percy's  Reliques  of  Antient  Poetry,  Gloffary  to  vol.  i. 

J0  One  main  bruift.]  The  variation  was  recommended  by  Theobald. 
The  mention  of  rotten  apples  (efteemed  beneficial  in  bruifes)  induces 
us  to  think  him  right. 

VOL.  VII.  E  Lin'd 
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Lin'd  with  your  quirks  of  carriage  and  difcretion }r, 
Can  blow  me  off  my  purpofe.     Where's  your  credit, 
With  all  your fchool-points now?  your  decent  arguing, 
And  apt  time  for  performing  ?  where  are  thefe  toys, 
Thefe  wife  ways  and  moft  honourable  courfes, 
To  take  revenge  ?  How  dar'ft  thou  talk  of  killing, 
Or  think  of  drawing  any  thing  but  fquirts, 
When  lechery  has  dry-founder'd  thee  ? 

Sane.  Nearer  yet ! 

That  I  may  fpit  him  down! — Thou  looked  like  a 
man. 

Pedro.  I  would  be  thought  fo,  Sir. 

Sane.  Prithee  do  but  take  me, 
And  fling  me  upon  that  puppy. 

Alpb.  Do,  for  Heaven's  fake, 
And  fee  but  how  I'll  hug  him. 

Sane.  Yet  take  warning  ! 

Pedro.  Faith,  gentlemen,  this  is  a  needlefs  quarrel. 

Sane.  And  d'you  defire  to  make  one  ? 

Pedro.  As  a  friend,  Sir, 
To  tell  you  all  this  anger  is  but  loft,  Sir; 
For  Leonardo  is  from  home. 

Alpb.  No,  no,  Sir  ! 

Pedro.  Indeed  he  is. 

'*  Sane.  Lin >d*with your  quirks.]  I  have  given  to  the  fpeakers  here, 
what  I  think  they  may  juftly  claim,  though  Mr.  Theobald  only  makes 
a  query  about  it,  viz.  Their  proper  fpeeches,  which  all  the  former 
editions  feem  to  have  confounded;  zhet—foldadojkip — Alfhonfo  is 
interrupted  by  old  Sancbio  who  fays, 

Set  me  a  little  nearer,  let  him  /ally — After  which  Alphonfn  goe?  on 
to  complete  his  paflionate  1'peech  that  was  broke  off  at — not  your /ol- 
dadojbtp — thus, 

Lin  d  iL'jtbyour  quirks  of  carriage^  &C. 
After  which  follows  naturally  enough, 

Sane.  Nearer  jet.  Sjrtyfon. 

Firll  folio  reads  thus  : 

SANCH.  Set  me  a  little  nearer. 
ALPH.   Let  him  J "ally. 
S.   Lin'd  ni:ith,    &c. 

Sympfon's  variation,  therefore,  about  which  thu*  much  is  faid,  is 
merely  omittir.g  the  S.  which  by  fome  accident  (and  palpably  accident) 
was  placed  at  the  beginning  of  the  kit  line. 

Sane. 
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Sane.  Where  dare  he  be,  but  here,  Sir, 
When  men  are  wrong'd,  and  come  for  latisfadYions  ? 

Pedro.  It  feems  he  has  done  none,  Sir  j  for  his  bufmels, 
Clear  of  thofe  cares,  hath  carried  him  for  Come  time 
To  Barcelona :  If  he  had  been  guilty, 
I  know  he  would  have  ftay'd,  and  clear'd  all  difference, 
Either  by  free  confeflion,  or  his  fword. 

Sane.  This  muft  not  be  ! 

Pedro.  Sure  as  I  live,  it  is,  Sir* 

Atyh.  Sure,  as  we  all  live, 
He's  run  away  for  ever ! — Barcelona  ? 
Why,  'tis  the  key  for  Italy,  from  whence 
He  ftole  firft  hither. 

Sane.  And  having  found  his  knaveries 
Too  grofs  to  be  forgiven,  and  too  open, 
He  has  found  the  fame  way  back  again  :  I  believe  too 
The  good  grafs  gentleman,  for  his  own  eafe, 
Has  taken  one  o'  th*  fillies.     Is  not  his  Huff  fold  ? 

dlpb.  I  fear  his  worlhip's  fhoes  too,  to  efcape  usj 
1  do  not  think  he  has  a  dim  within  doors, 
A  loufe  left  of  his  lineage. 

Pedro.  You're  too  wide,  Sir. 

sttpb.  Or  one  poor  wooden  fpoon. 

Pedro.  Come  in  and  fee,  Sir. 

Alph.  I'll  fee  his  houfe  on  fire  firft  ! 

Pedro.  Then  be  pleas'd, 
Sir,  to  give  better  cenfure. 

Sane.  I  will  after  him, 

And  learch  him  like  conceal'd  land,  but  1*11  have  him; 
And,  tho*  I  find  him  in  his  ftirift,  I'll  kill  him. 

Alph.  Ill  bear  you  company. 

Sane.  Pray  have  a  care  then, 
A  moil  efpecial  care,  indeed  a  fear, 
You  do  not  anger  me. 

Alpb.  I  will  obferve  you  ; 
And  if  I  light  upon  him  handfomely 

Sane.  Kill  but  a  piece  of  him ;  leave  fome,  Alphonfo, 
For  your  poor  friends ! 

Pedro.  I  fear  him  not  for  all  this, 
E  a 
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Alph.  Shall  we  firft  go  home, 
(For  it  may  prove  a  voyage)  and  difpofe 
Of  things  there  ?  Heav'n  knows  what  may  follow  ! 

Sane.  'No ; 

I'll  kill  him  in  this  fhirt  I've  on :  Let  things 
Govern  themfelves !   I'm  mafter  of  my  honour 
At  this  time,  and  no  more;  let  wife,  and  land, 
Lie  lay  3I  'till  I  return  ! 

Alpb.  I  fay  Amen  to't : 
But  what  care  for  our  monies  ? 

Sane.  I'll  not  fpend 

Above  three  fhillings,  'till  his  head  be  here; 
Four  is  too  great  a  fum  for  all  his  fortunes. 
Come,  take  me  up  inflantly. 

Atyh.  Farewell  to  you,  Sir  ! 
And  if  your  friend  be  in  a  feather-bed, 
Sow'd  up  to  fhrowd  his  fears,  tell  him  'tis  folly ; 
For  no  courfe  but  his  voluntary  hanging 
Can  get  our  pardons.  [Exeunt. 

Pedro.  Thefe  I  think  would  be 
Offence  enough,  if  their  own  indifcretions 
Would  fuffer  'em  j  two  of  the  old  feditions  ! 
"When  they  want  enemies,  they  are  their  own  foes ! 
Were  they  a  little  wifer,  I  mould  doubt  'em  •, 
'Till  when,  I'll  ne'er  break  fleep,  nor  fuffer  hunger, 
For  any  harm  he  mall  receive :  For  'tis  as  eafy, 
If  he  be  guilty,  to  turn  thefe  two  old  men 
Upon  their  own  throats,  and  look  on,  and  live  (till, 
As  'tis  to  tell  five  pound  •,  a  great  deal  fooner. 
And  fo  I'll  to  my  meat,  and  then  to  hawking.    [Exit. 

3*  Lie  lay.]  This  paflage  is  a  confirmation  of  a  correction  I  made 
in  the  Scornful  Lady  :  Thong],  Mr.  Theobald  makes  an  unhappy 
query  whether  \ve  fhould  not  read,  lie  FALLOW  :  But  this  is  the  fame 
thing  ;  lay,  as  you  may  fee  in  note  48,  upon  the  Scornful  Lady, 
being  fallow.  Sympfon. 


ACT 
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ACT     IV.     SCENE     I. 

Enter  Marc- Antonio  and  a  Gentleman. 
Marc.  Oi  IR,  this  is  compliment;  I  pray  you  leave  me. 
j^     Gent.  Sir,  it  is  not. 

Marc.  Why,  I  would  only  fee 
The  town. 

Gent.  And  only  that  I  come  to  Ihew  you. 

Marc.  Which  I  can  fee  without  you. 

Gent.  So  you  may, 

Plainly,  not  fafely :  For  fuch  difference 
As  you  have  feen  betwixt  the  fea  and  earth 
When  waves  rife  high,  and  land  would  beat  'em  back, 
As  fearful  of  invafion ;  fuch  we  find 
When  we  land  here  at  Barcelona. 

Marc.  Sir 

Gent.  Befides,  our  gen'ral  of  the  gallies,  fearing 
Your  hafty  nature,  charg'd  me  not  return 
Without  you  fafe. 

Marc.  Oh,  Sir,  that  Rodorigo 
Js  noble,  and  he  does  miftake  my  temper : 
There  is  not  in  the  world  a  mind  lefs  apt 
To  conceive  wrongs,  or  do  'em.     Has  he  feen  mt 
In  all  this  voyage,  in  the  which  he  pleafes 

Enter  Eugenia,  -with  divers  Attendants. 
To  call  me  friend,  let  flip  a  hafty  word  ?— 
'Slight,  Sir!  yonder  is  a  lady  veil'd; 
For  propernefs  beyond  comparifon, 
And  fure  her  face  is  like  the  reft;  we'll  fee't. 

Gent.  Why,  you  are  hafty,  Sir,  already.    Know  you 
What  'tis  you  go  about  ? 

Marc.  Yes  ;  I  would  fee 
The  woman's  face. 

Gent.  By  Heav'n,  you  fhall  not  do't! 
You  do  not  know  the  cuftom  of  the  place : 

K3  To 
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To  draw  that  curtain  here,  tho'  fhe  were  mean, 
Is  mortal. 

Marc.  Is  it  ?  Earth  muft  come  to  earth 
At  laft ;  and,  by  my  troth,  I'll  try  it,  Sir. 

Gent.  Then  I  muft  hold  you  faft.  By  all  the  faith 
That  can  be  plac'd  in  man,  'tis  an  attempt 
More  dangerous  than  death ;  'tis  death  and  ftiame  ! 
I  know  the  lady  well. 

Marc.  Is  Die  a  lady  ? 
I  fhall  the  more  defire  to  fee  her,  Sir. 

Gent.  She  is  Alanfo's  wife,  the  governor, 
A  noble  gentleman. 

Marc.  Then  let  me  go  : 
If  I  can  win  her,  you  and  I  will  govern 
This  town,  Sir,  fear  it  not,  and  we  will  alter 
Thefe  barbarous  cuftoms  then ;  for  every  lady 
Shall  be  feen  daily,  and  feen  over  too 9J. 

Gent.  Come,  do  not  jeft,  nor  let  your  paflions 

bear  you 

To  fuch  wild  enterprizes !  Hold  you  ftill ; 
For,  as  I  have  a  foul,  you  fhall  not  do't ! 
She  is  a  lady  of  unblemifh'd  fame, 
And  here  to  offer  that  affront,  were  bafe. 
-Hold  on  your  way ;  and  we  will  fee  the  town, 
And  overlook  the  ladies. 

Marc.  I  am  fchool'd, 

And  promife  you  I  will. — But,  good  Sir,  fee! 
She  will  pafs  by  us  now :  I  hope  I  may 
Salute  her  thus  far  off. 

Gent.  'Sfoot,  are  you  mad  ? 
Twill  be  as  ill  as  th'  other. 

i  Attend.  What's  the  matter  ? 
What  would  that  fellow  have  ? 

Gent.  Good  Sir,  forbear. 

i  Attend.  It  feems  you  are  new  landed;  would  you 

beg 
Any  thing  here  ?        

»  And  fit*  over  /«>.]  Sympfon  thinks  it  probable  we  ftiould  read, 
fttn  OVERT  too ;  i.  e.  ofn.  But  the  laft  line  of  the  next  fpeech, 
M  o v*  RLOOI  tit  lafas,  feems  to  confirm  the  old  reading. 

Marc. 
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Marc.  Yes,  Sir,  all  happinefs 
To  that  fair  lady,  as  I  hope. 

Gent.  Marc-Antonio  ! 

Marc.  Her  face,  which  needs  no  hiding,  I  would  beg 
A  fight  of. 

Gent.  Now  go  on ;  for  'tis  too  late 
To  keep  this  from  a  tumult. 

I  Attend.  Sirrah,  you 
Shall  fee  a  fitter  object  for  your  eyes, 
Than  a  fair  lady's  face.. 

Eug.  For  Heav'n's  fake,  raife  not 
A  quarrel  in  the  ftreets  for  me  1 

i  Attend.  Slip  in  then ; 
This  is  your  door. 

Eug.  Will  you  needs  quarrel  then  ? 

i  Attend.  We  muft,  or  fuffer 
This  outrage.     Is't  not  all  your  minds,  Sirs?  fpeak. 

All.  Yes. 

Eug.  Then  I  do  befeech  ye,  let  my  lord 

Enter  three  or  f cur  Soldiers. 
Not  think  the  quarrel  about  me ;  for  'tis  not.  [Exit. 

Gent.  See,  happily  fome  of  our  galley  foldiers 
Are  come  afliore. 

i  Attend.  Come  on,  Sir !  you  fhall  fee 
Faces  enough. 

Enter  certain  Townfmen. 

Gent.  Some  one  of  you  call  to 
Our  general !  the  whole  roar  of  the  town 
Comes  in  upon  us.    . 

Marc.  I  have  feen,  Sir,  better 
Perhaps,  than  that  was  cover'd  j  and  will  yet 
See  that,  or  fpoil  yours.  [$bey  fghf. 

Enter  Pbilippo,  ^heodofiay  and  Leocadia. 

Phil.  On !  why  ftart  you  back  ? 
Vbeod.  Alas,  Sir,  they  are  fighting. 
Leoc,  Let's  be  gone.— 

E  4  See, 
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See,  fee,  a  handfome  man  ftruck  down  ! 

Gent.  Ho,  general! 
Look  out !  Antonio  is  in  diftrefs. 

Weed.  Antonio? 

Leoc.  Antonio  ?  Tis  he. 

Rod.  [within.]  Ho,  Governor ! — Make  a  ftiot  into 

the  town  ! 

I'll  part  you.     Bring  away  Antonio  [AJbot. 

Into  my  cabin.        [Exeunt  Attendants  andTownfmen. 

Gent.  I  will  do  that  office  : 
I  fear  it  is  the  laft  that  I  fhall  do  him. 

[Exeunt  Soldiers  andGentkman,  with  Marc-Antonio. 

fbfcd.  The  laft  ?  why,  will  he  die  ? 

Leoc.  Since  I  have  foun4  him, 
Happinefs  leave  me,  when  I  leave  him !          [Exit. 

Pbil.  Why,  Theodofia ! 
My  filter !  wake  !  Alas,  I  griev'd  but  now 
To  fee  the  flreets  fo  full,  and  now  I  grieve 
To  fee  them  left  fo  empty :  I  could  wifli 
Tumult  himfelf  were  here,  that  yet  at  leafl 
Amongft  the  band  I  might  efpy  fbme  face 
So  pale  and  fearful,  that  would  willingly 
Embrace  an  errand  for  a  cordial, 
Or  aqua-vit<e,  or  a  cup  of  fack, 

Or  a  phyfician.     But  to  talk  of  thefe 

She  breathes !  Stand  up  !  oh,  Theodofia ! 
Speak  but  as  thou  wert  wont  -,  give  but  a  figh. 
Which  is  but  the  moft  unhappy  piece  of  life,, 
And  I  will  ever  after  worfhip  fadnefs, 
Apply  myfelf  to  grief,  prepare  and  build 
Altars  to  forrow ! 

Tbeod.  Oh,  Philippo,  help  me ! 

Pbil.  I  do :  Thefe  are  my  arms,  Philippe's  arms, 
Thy  brother's  arms,  that  hold  thee  up. 

Tbeod.  You  help  me 
-To  life ;  but  I  would  fee  Antonio 
That's  dead. 

Pbil.  Thou  fhalt  fee  any  thing.     How  dofl  thou? 

Tbeod.  Better,  I  thank  you. 

Pbil. 
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Phil.  Why,  that's  well.     Call  up 
Thy  fenfes,  and  uncloud  thy  cover'd  fpirits. 
How  now  ? 

Tbeod.  Recover'd.     But  Antonio ! 
Where  is  he  ? 

Phil.  We  will  find  him.     Art  thou  well  ? 

I'heod.  Perfectly  well,  faving  the  mifs  of  him. 
And  I  do  charge  you  here,  by  our  alliance, 
And  by  the  love  which  would  have  been  betwixt  us, 
Knew  we  no  kindred ;  by  that  killing  fear, 
Mingled  with  twenty  thoufand  hopes  and  doubts, 
Which  you  may  think  plac'd  in  a  lover's  heart, 
And  in  a  virgin's  too  when  Ihe  wants  help, 
To  grant  me  your  afiiftance  to  find  out 
This  man,  alive  or  dead !  and  I  will  pay  you, 
In  fervice,  tears,  or  prayers,  a  world  of  wealth ; 
But  other  treafure  I  have  none.     Alas ! 
You  men  have  ftrong  hearts ;  but  we  feeble  maids 
Have  tender  eyes,  which  only  given  be 
To  blind  themlelves,  crying  for  what  they  fee. 

Phil.  Why  doft  thou  charge  me  thus  ?  Have  \ 

been  found 

Slow  to  perform,  what  I  could  but  imagine 
Thy  wifhes  were  ?  Have  I  at  any  time 
Tender'd  a  bufmefs  of  mine  own,  beyond 
A  vanity  of  thine  ?  Have  I  not  been, 
As  if  I  were  a  fenfelefs  creature,  made 
To  ferve  thee  without  power  of  queitioning  ? 
If  fo,  why  fear'ft  thou  ? 

Theod.  I  am  fatisfied. , 

Phil.  Come  then,  let's  go ! — Where's  Leocadia  ? 

fbeod.  I  know  not,  Sir, 

Phil.  Where's  Leocadia  ? 

Theod.  I  do  not  know. 

Phil.  Leocadia! 
This  tumult  made  the  flreets  as  dead  as  night  j 
A  man  may  talk  as  freely !  what's  become 
Of  Leocadia  ? 
*  1'heod. 
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Tbeod.  She's  run  away. 

Phil.  Be  gone,  and  let  us  never  more  behold 
Each  other's  face,  'till  we  may,  both  together, 
Faften  our  eyes  on  her  !  Accurfcd  be 
Thofe  tender  cozening  names  of  Charity, 
And  Natural  Affedlion  !  they  have  loll 
Me,  only  by  obferving  them,  what  coft, 
Travel,  and  fruitlefs  wiflies,  may  in  vain 
Search  thro'  the  world,  but  never  find  again. 

tfbeod.  Good  Sir,  be  patient !   1  have  done  no  fault 
Worthy  this  banifhment. 

Phil.  Yes;  Leocadia, 
The  lady  fo  diftrefs'd,  who  was  content 
To  lay  her  ftory,  and  to  lay  her  heart 
As  open  as  her  ftory  to  yourfelf ; 
Who  was  content  that  I  fhould  know  her  fex, 
Before  difiTembled,  and  to  put  herfelf 
Into  my  conduct;  whom  I  undertook 
Safely  to  guard;  is  in  this  tumult  loft ! 

Tbeod.  And  can  I  help  it,  Sir  ? 

Phil.  No ;  'would  thou  couldft  ! 
You  might  have  done,  but  for  that  zeal'd  religion 
You  women  bear  no  fwoonings  :  You  do  pick 
Your  times  to  faint,  when  fomebody  is  by 
Bound  or  by  nature,  or  by  love,  or  fervice, 
To  raife  you  from  that  well-dj  (Tern  bled  death  : 
Inform  me  but  of  one  that  has  been  found 
Bead  in  her  private  chamber  by  herfelf, 
Where  ficknefs  would  no  more  forbear  than  here, 
And  I  will  quit  the  reft  for  her. 

Tbeod.  I  know  not 

What  they  may  do,  and  how  they  may  difTemble  y 
But,  by  my  troth,  I  did  not. 

Phil.  By  my  troth, 

'Would  I  had  tried !  'would  I  had  let  thee  lain, 
And  follow'd  her ! 

Tbeod.  I  would  you  had  done  fo, 
Rather  than  been  fo  angry.     Where's  Antonio  ? 
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Phil.  Why  doft  thou  vex  me  with  thefe  queftions  ? 
I'll  tell  thee  where;  he's  carried  to  the  gallies, 
There  to  bechain'd,  and  row,  and  beat,  and  row 
With  knotted  ropes,  and  pizzles  j  if  he  fwoon, 
He  has  a  dole  of  bifcuit, 

Theod.  I  am  glad 
He  is  alive. 

Phil.  Was  ever  man  thus  troubled  ? 
Tell  me  where  Leocadia  is  ! 

'Theod.  Good  brother, 
Be  not  fo  hafty,  and  I  think  I  can  : 
You  found  no  error  in  me,  when  I  firft 
Told  you  me-was  a  woman-,  and,  believe  me, 
Something  I  have  found  out  which  makes  me  think, 
Nay,  almoft  know  fo  well,  that  I  durft  fwear 
She  follow'd  hurt  Antonio. 

Phil.  What  do  we 

Enter  the  Governor ,  two  Attendants,  and  the  Townftntn* 
Then  lingring  here  ?  We  will  aboard  the  gallies, 
And  find  her. 

Gov.  Made  he  a  mot  into  the  town  ? 

i  Attend.  He  did,  Sir. 

Gov.  Call  back  thofe  gentlemen. 

i  Attend.  The  Governor 
Commands  you  back. 

Phil.  We  will  obey  him,  Sir. 

Gov.  You  gave  him  caufe  to  fhoot,  I  know :  He  is 
So  far  from  ram  offence,  and  holds  with  me 
Such  curious  friendfhip — Could  not  one  of  you 
Have  call'd  me  while  'twas  doing  ?  Such  an  uproar, 
Before  my  door  too  ? 

i  'TownJ.  By  my  troth,  Sir, 
We  were  fo  bufy  in  the  public  caufe, 
Of  our  own  private  falling  out,  that  we  forgot  it. 
At  home  we  fee  now  you  were  not ;  but  as  loon 
As  the  (hot  made  us  fly,  we  ran  away 
As  fail  as  we  could  to  Seek  your  honour. 

Gov.  'Twas  gravely  done !  but  no  man  tells  the  caufe, 

Or 
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Or  chance,  or  what  it  was,  that  made  you  differ. 

i  Townf.  For  my  part,  Sir,  if  there  were  any  that 
I  knew  of,  the  mot  drove  it  out  of  my  head. 
Do  you  know  any,  .neighbours  ? 

All.  Not  we,  not  we. 

Gev.  Not  we  ?  Nor  can  you  tell  ? 

i  Attend.  No  other  caufe, 
But  the  old  quarrel  betwixt  the  town  and  the  gallics. 

Gov.  Come  nearer,  gentlemen !  What  are  your  names  ? 

Phil.  My  name  Philippe. 

<Tbeod.  And  mine  Theodora. 

Gov.  Strangers  you  are,  it  feems. 

Phil.  Newly  arriv'd. 

Gov.  Then  you  are  they  begun  this  tumult. 

Phil.  No,  Sir. 

Gcv.  Speak  one  of  you.     - 

i  Attend.  They  are  not ;  I  can  quit  'em. 

Fbil.  Yet  we  law  part,  and  an  unhappy  part, 
Of  this  debate;  along-fought  friend  of  ours 
Struck  down  for  dead,  and  borne  unto  the  gallics ; 
His  name  is  Marc -Antonio. 

Phil.  And  another 
Of  our  own  company,  a  gentleman 
Of  noble  birth,  beiides  accompanied 
With  all  the  gifts  of  Nature,  ravifh'd  hence 
We  know  not  how,  in  this  dilfention. 

Gov.  Get  you  home  all,  and  work ;  and  when  I  hear 
You  meddle  with  a  weapon  any  more, 
But  thofe  belonging  to  your  trades,  111  lay  you 
Where  your  beft  cuftomers  mall  hardly  find  you. 

[Exeunt  'Town/men . 
I'm  forry,  gentlemen,  I  troubled  you, 
Being  both  ftrangers,  by  your  tongues,  and  looks, 
Of  worth :  To  make  ye  fome  part  of  amends, 
If  there  be  any  thing  in  this  poor  town 
Of  Barcelona  that  you  would  command, 
Command  me ! 

'Theod.  Sir,  this  wounded  gentleman, 
If  it  might  pleafe  you,  if  your  power  and  love 

Extend 
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Extend  fo  far,  I  would  be  glad  to  wifh 
Might  be  remov'd  into  the  town  for  cure  : 
The  gallies  fray  not ;  and  his  wound,  I  know, 
Cannot  endure  a  voyage. 

Gov.  Sir,  he  .lhall, 

I  warrant  you. — Go  call  me  hither,  firrah, 
One  of  my  other  fervants.  [Exit  i  Attend. 

Phil.  And  befides, 

The  gentleman  we  loir,  fignor  Francifco, 
Shall  he  be  render'd  too  ? 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Gov.  And  he,  Sir,  too.     Go,  iirrah,  bear  this  ring 
To  Rodorigo,  my  moft  noble  friend, 
The  general  of  the  gallies:  Tell  him  this. 

\lVhifyers  to  his  Servant.     Exit  Servant. 

Fheod.  Now  we  fhall  have  'em  both. 

Phil.  Bleft  be  thy  thoughts 
For  apprehending  this !  bleft  be  thy  breath 
For  uttering  it ! 

Gov.  Come,  gentlemen,  you  fhall 
Enter  my  roof;  and  I  will  fend  for  furgeons, 
And  you  fhall  fee  your  friends  here  prefently. 

"Theod.  His  name  was  Marc-Antonio. 

Gov.  I  know  it, 
And  have  fent  word  fo. 

Phil.  Did  you  not  forget 
Francifco's  name  ? 

Gov.  Nor  his.     You're  truly  welcome ; 
To  talk  about  it  more,  were  but  to  fay 
The  fame  word  often  over  :  You  are  welcome.  \Exe. 

SCENE    II. 

Enter  Marc-Antonio,  carried  by  two  Soldiers  ;  Leocadia 
and  the  Servant  following. 

Serv.  This  is  the  houfe,  Sir. 
Marc.  Enter  it,  I  pray  you ; 
For  I  am  faint,  altho'  I  think  my  wound 

Be 


78      LOVE'S    PILGRIMAGE. 

Be  nothing.     Soldiers,  leave  us  now;  I  thank  you. 

i  Sold.  Heaven  fend  you  health,  Sir  ! 

Serv.  Let  me  lead  you  in. 

Aforf.Mywound'snotinmyfeetjIfhallentreat'em, 
I  hope  to  bear  me  fo  far.  [Exit. 

i  Sold.  How  ferioufly 
Thefe  land-men  fled,  when  our  general 
Made  a  fhot,  as  if  he  had  been  a  warning 
To  call  'em  to  their  hall ! 

i  Sold.  I  cannot  blame  'em  : 
What  a  man  have  they  now  in  the  town 
Able  to  maintain  a  tumult,  or  uphold 
A  matter  out  of  fquare,  if  need  be  ?  Oh, 
The  quiet  hurly-burlies  that  I've  feen 
In  this  town,  when  we've  fought  four  hours  together, 
And  not  a  man  amongft  us  fo  impertinent 
Or  modeft  to  afk  why  ? 
But  now  the  pillars  that  bare  up  this  blefTed 
Town  in  that  regular  debate,  and  fcrambling, 
Are  dead,  the  more's  the  pity. 

iSold.  Oldlgnatio 
Lives  ftill. 

i  Sold.  Yes,  I  know  him ;  he  will  do 
Prettily  well  at  a  man's  liver :  But  where 
Is  there  a  man  now  living  in  the  town 
That  hath  a  fteady  hand,  and  underftandi, 
Anatomy  well  ?  If  it  come 
To  a  particular  matter  of  the  lungs, 
Or  the  fpleen>  why,  alas !  Ignatio  is  to  feek. 
Are  there  any  fuch  men  left  as  I 
Have  known,  that  would  fay  they  would  hit  you 
In  this  place  ?  Is  there  ever  a  good  artift, 
Or  a  member-piercer,  or  a  fmail-gut-man, 
Left  in  the  town  ?  Anfwer  me  that. 

iSold.  Mafs, 
I  think  there  be  not. 

i  Sold.  No,  I  warrant  thee. 
Come,  come ;  'tis  time  we  were  at  the  gallics.  \Exe. 

Enter 
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Enter   Governor,    Eugenia,    Marc-Antonio, 

Tbeodcfia,  Leocadia,  and  Attendants. 

Gov.  Sir,  you  may  know  by  what  I  faid  already,   ' 
You  may  command  my  houfe ;  but  I  muft  beg 
Pardon  to  leave  you.     If  the  public  bufmefs 
Forc'd  me  not  from  you,  I  myfelf  fliould  call  it 
Unmannerly  •,  but,  good  Sir,  do  you  give  it 
A  milder  name.     It  lhall  not  be  an  hour 
Ere  I  return. 

Marc.  Sir,  I  was  ne'er  fo  poor 
In  my  own  thoughts,  as  that  I  want  a  means 
To  requite  this  with. 

Gov.  Sir,  within  this  hour.  [Exit. 

Marc.  Is  this  the  lady  that  I  quarrell'd  for  ? 
Oh,  Luft,  if  wounds  cannot  reftrain  thy  power, 
Let  fhame  !  Nor  do  I  feel  my  hurt  at  all, 
Nor  is  it  aught ;  only  I  was  well  beaten. 
If  I  purfue  it,  all  the  civil  world, 
That  ever  did  imagine  the  content 
Found  in  the  band  of  man  and  wife  unbroke, 
The  reverence  due  to  houfholds,  or  the  blemifh 
That  may  be  ftuck  upon  pofterity, 
Will  catch  me,  bind  me,  burn  upon  my  forehead, 
4  This  is  the  wounded  ftranger,  that,  receiv'd 

f  For  charity  into  a  houfe,  attempted' 

I  will  not  do  it. 

Eug.  Sir,  how  do  you  now, 
That  you  walk  off? 

Marc.  Worfe,  madam,  than  I  was ; 
But  it  will  ove-. 

Eug.  Sit,  and  reft  a  While ! 

Marc.  Where  are  the  furgeons  ? 

Eug.  Sir,  it  is  their  manner, 
When  they  have  feen  the  wound,  efpecially 
The  patient  being  of  worth,  to  go  confult 
(Which  they  are  now  at  in  another  room) 
About  the  drefling. 

Marc.  Madam,  I  do  feel 
Mklf  not  well. 
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fbeod.  Alas! 

Leoc.  Hoxv  do  you,  Sir  ? 

Eug.  Will  you  drink  waters  ? 

Marc.  No,  good  madam  j  'tis  not 
So  violent  upon  me,  nor  I  think 
Any  thing  dangerous  :  But  yet  there  are 
Some  things  that  fit  fo  heavy  on  my  confcience, 
That  will  perplex  my  mind,  and  flop  my  cure  j 
So  that  unlefs  I  utter  'em,  a  fcratch, 
Here  on  my  thumb,  will  kill  me.     Gentlemen, 
I  pray  you  leave  the  room,  and  come  not  in 
Yourfelves,  or  any  other,  'till  I  have 
Open'd  myfelf  to  this  moft-honour'd  lady ! 

Phil.  We  will  not. 

Tbeod.  Oh,  blefs'd  !  he'll  difcover  now 
His  love  to  me. 

Leoc.  Now  he  will  tell  the  lady 
Our  contract.     [Exeunt  omnes  -prater  Eug.  and  Marc. 

Eug.  I  do  believe  he  will  confefs  to  me 
The  wrong  he  did  a  lady  in  the  ftreets  ; 
But  I  forgive  him. 

Marc.  Madam,  I  perceive 
Myfelf  grow  worle  and  worfe. 

Eug.  Shall  I  call  back 
Your  friends  ? 

Marc.  Oh,  no !   but,  ere  I  do  impart 
What  burthens  me  fo  fore,  let  me  entreat  you 
(For  there  is  no  truft  in  thefe  furgeons) 
To  look  upon  my  wound  •,  it  is  perhaps 
My  laft  requeft :  But  tell  me  truly  too, 
(That  muft  be  in)  how  far  do  you  imagine 
It  will  have  power  upon  me. 

Eug.  Sir,  I  will. 

Marc.  For  Heav'n's  fake,  foftly  !  Oh !  I  muft  needs 

lay 
My  head  down  eafily,  whilft  you  do  it. 

Eug.  Do,  Sir.— 

'Tis  but  an  ordinary  blow;  a  child 
Of  mine  has  had  a  greater,  and  been  well : 

Are 
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Are  you  faint-hearted  ? 

Marc.  Oh! 

Eug.  Why  do  you  figh  ? 
There  is  no  danger  in  the  world  in  this  t 

I  wonder  it  mould  make  a  man Sit  down'*. 

What  do  you  mean  ?  why  do  you  kifs  my  breads  ? 
Lift  up  your  head  ;  your  wound  may  well  endure  it. 

Marc.  Oh,  madam,  may  1  not  exprefs  affection 
(Dying  affection  too,  I  fear)  to  thole 
That  do  me  favours,  fuch  as  this  of  yours  ? 

Eug.  If  you  mean  fo,  'tis  well :  But  what's  the 

bufmefs 
Lies  on  your,  confcience  ? 

Marc.  I  will  tell  you,  madam. 

Eug.  Tell  me,  and  laugh  ? 

Marc.  But  I  will  tell  you  true, 
Tho'  I  do  laugh  :  I  know,  as  well  as  you, 
My  wound  is  nothing ;  nor  the  power  of  earth 
Could  lay  a  wound  upon  me  in  your  prefence, 
That  I  could  feel :  But  I  do  laugh  to  think 
How  covertly,  how  far  beyond  the  reach 
Of  men,  and  wife  men  too,  we  mall  deceive  'em. 
Whilft  they  imagine  I  am  talking  here 
With  that  Ihort  breath  I  have,  ready  to  fwoon 
At  every  full  point ;  you  my  ghoilly  mother 
To  hear  my  fad  confeflion  ;  you  and  I 
Will  on  that  bed  within,  prepar'd  for  me, 
Debate  the  matter  privately. 

Eug.  Forbear ! 

Thou  wert  but  now  as  welcome  to  this  houfe 
As  certain  cures  to  fick  men,  and  juil  now 
This  fudden  alteration  makes  thee  look 
Like  plagues  come  to  infect  it ;  if  thou  knew'ft 
How  loathfome  thou  wilt  be,  thou  wouldft  entreat 
Thefe  walls  or  polls  to  help  thee  to  a  hurt, 
Pail  thy  diflimulation. 

Marc.  Gentle  madam, 
Call  'em  not  in  ! 

3*  1  Bonder  it  Jhould  make  a  man  Jit  down.]  So  the  former  edition*.' 
VOL.  VII.  F  Eug. 
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Eug.  1  will  not  yet  •,  this  place 
I  know  no  be  within  the  reach  of  tongue 
And  ears ;  thou  canft  not  force  me ;  therefore  hear 

me 

What  I  will  tell  thee  quickly  :  Thou  art  born 
To  end  Tome  way  more  difefteem'd  than  this  ; 
Or,  which  is  worfe,  to  die  of  this  hurt  yet. — 
Come,  gentlemen ! 

Enter  Leccadia. 

Marc.  Good  madam ! 

Eug.  Gentlemen! 

Leoc.  Madam,  how  is't  ?  Is  Marc-Antonio  well  ? 
Methinks  your  looks  are  alter'd,  and  I  fee 
A  ftrange  diftemper  in  you. 

Eug.  I  am  wrought 

By  that  diffembling  man,  that  fellow,  worth 
Nothing  but  kicking. 

Enter  Philippo  and  'Theodofia. 

Leoc.  Gentle  madam,  fpeak 
To  me  alone  !  let  not  them  underftand 
His  fault !  he  will  repent  it,  I  dare  fwear. 
"    Eug.  I'll  tell  it  you  in  private. 

Phil.  Marc-Antonio, 
How  do  you  ? 

Marc.  Stand  further  off,  I  pray  you ; 
Give  me  fome  air. 

cTheod.  Good  brother,  will  he  fcape  ? 
The  furgeons  fay  there  is  no  danger. 

Phil.  Scape? 
No  doubt  he  will. 

Leoc.  Alas,  will  he  not  leave 
This  trying  all  ? — .Madam,  I  do  befeech  you 
Let  me  but  fpeak  to  him,  you  and  thefe  by,. 
And  I  dare  aimoft  promile  you  to  make  him 
Shew  himfelf  truly  forrowful  to  you. 
Befides,  a  ftory  I  fhall  open  to  you, 
Not  put  in  fo  good  words,  but  in  itfelf 

So 
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So  full  of  chance,  that  you  will  eafily 
Forgive  my  tedioufhefs,  and  be  well  pleas'd 
With  that  Ib  much  afflicts  me. 

Eug.  Good  Sir,  do. 

Lcoc.  And  I  defire  no  interruption 
Of  fpeech  may  trouble  me,  'till  I  have  faid 
What  I  will  quickly  do. 

fbeod.  What  will  fhe  fay  ? 

Eug.  Come,  gentlemen,  I  pray  you  lend  your  cars, 
And  keep  your  voices: 

Leoc.  Signor  Marc-Antonio, 
How  do  you  ? 

Marc.  Oh,  the  furgeons  ! 

Leoc.  Let  me  tell  you, 

Who  know  as  well  as  you,  you  do  diiTemble, 
It  is  no  time  to  do  fo  ;  leave  the  thoughts 
Of  this  vain  world,  forget  your  flem  and  blood, 
And  make  your  fpirit  an  untroubled  way 
To  pafs  to  what  ic  ought. 

Marc.  You're  not  in  earnefl  ? 
Why,  I  can  walk,  Sir,  and  am  well. 

Leoc.  'Tis  true 

That  you  can  walk,  and  do  believe  you're  well : 
It  is  the  nature,  as  your  furgeons  fay, 
Of  thefe  wounds,  for  a  man  to  go,  and  talk, 
Nay  merrily,  'till  his  lail  hour,  his  minute: 
For  Heav'n's  fake,  Sir,  fit  down  again  ! 

Marc.  Alas, 
Where  are  the  furgeons  ? 

Leoc.  Sir,  they  will  not  come ; 
If  they  mould  drefs  you,  you  would  die,  they  fay, 
Ere  one  told  twenty.     Trouble  not  your  mind, 
Keep  your  head  warm,  and  do  not  ftir  your  body, 
And  you  may  live  an  hour. 

Marc.  Oh,-  Heav'ns,  an  hour  ? 
Alas,  it  is  too  little  to  remember 
But  half  the  wrongs  that  I  have  done :  How  fhort 
Then  for  contrition,  and  how  lead  of  all 
For  fatisfa&ion ! 

F  2  Lett* 
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Leoc.  But  you  defire 
To  fatisfy  ? 

Marc.  Heav'n  knows,  I  do  ! 

Leoc.  Then  know 

That  1  am  he,  or  fhe,  or  what  you  will, 
Moft  wrong'd  by  you,  your  Leocadia, 
(1  know  you  muft  remember  me) 

Marc.  Oh,  Heav'n! 

Leoc.  1'hat  loft  her  friends,  that  ioft  her  father's 

houfe, 

That  loft  her  fame  in  lofing  of  her  fex, 
With  thefe  ftrange  garments  :  There  is  no  excufe 
To  hinder  me ;  it  is  within  your  power 
To  give  me  fatisfaction ;  you  have  time 
Left  in  this  little  piece  of  life  to  do  it : 
Therefore  I  charge  you,  for  your  confcience  fake, 
And  for  our  fame,  which  I  would  fain  have  live 
When  both  of  us  are  dead,  to  celebrate 
That  contract,  which  you  have  both  feal'd  and  fworn, 
Yet  ere  you  die ;  which  muft  be  haftily, 
Heav'n  knows. 

Marc.  Alas,  the  fling  of  confcience 
To  death-ward  for  our  faults  !  Draw  nearer  all, 
And  hear  what  I,  unhappy  man,  lhall  fay. 
Firft,  madam,  I  defire  your  pardon ;  next, 
(I  feel  my  fpirits  fail  me  !)  gentlemen, 
Let  me  make  hands  with  you,  and  let's  be  friends ; 
For  I  have  done  wrong  upon  wrong  fo  thick, 
I  know  not  where,  that  every  man  methinks 
Should  be  mine  enemy  ;  forgive  me  both  ! 
Laftly,  'tis  true  (oh,  I  do  feel  the  power 
Of  death  feize  on  me  ! )  that  I  was  contracted 
By  feal  and  oath  to  Leocadia ; 
(1  muft  fpeak  faft,  becaufe  I  fear  my  life 
Will  elfe  be  (horter  than  my  fpeech  would  be) 
B..t  'tis  impoffible  to  fatisfy 
You,  Leocadia,  but  by  repentance, 
7  ho'  I  can  dyingly  and  boldly  fay 
1  know  not  your  diihonour ;  yet  that  was 

Your 
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Your  virtue,  and  not  mine,  you  know  it  well : 

But  herein  lies  th*  impoflibility  ; 

(Oh!   Theodofia,  Theodofia  !) 

I  was  betroth'd  to  Theodofia, 

Before  I  ever  faw  thee  ;  Heav'n  forgive  me  ! 

She  is  my  wife  this  half-hour  whilft  I  live. 

Tbeod.  That's  I,  that's  I  \  I'm  Theodofia. 
Hear  me  a  little  now,  who  have  not  fuffer'd 
Difgrace  at  all  methinks,  fince  you  confefs 
What  I  fo  long  have  fought  for.     Here  is  with  me 
Philippo  too,  my  brother. 

Marc.  I  am  glad ; 

All  happinefs  to  him  !  Come,  let  me  kifs  thee, 
Beg  pardon  of  that  maid  for  my  offence  -, 
And  let  me  further,  with  a  dying  breath, 
Tell  in  thine  ear  the  reft  of  my  defires. 

Eug.  I  am  afraid  they  will  all  four  turn  women, 
If  we  hold  longer  talk. 
Lcoc.  Alas,  there  is 
No  hope  for  me ;  that's  Theodofia, 
And  that  her  brother.    I  am  only  forry 
I  was  beholding  to  'em  ;  I  will  learch 
Over  the  world,  as  carelefs  of  my  fortunes 
As  they  of  me,  'till  I  can  meet  a  curfe 
To  make  thefe  almoft-killing  forrows  worfe  !     [Exit. 

Theod.  Sir,  as  I  live,  flie  lied,  only  to  draw 
A  juft  confefiion  from  you,  which  Hie  hath  j 
A  happy  one  for  me  !    Afk  of  this  lady, 
Afk  of  my  brother.        * 

Eug.  Sir,  me  did  diflemblej 
Your  wound  is  nothing. 

Phil.  Leocadia's  gone  !  [Exit. 

Theod.  Rife  up,  and  ftir  yourfelf  •,  'tis  but  amaze-  • 

ment 

And  your  imagination  that  afflicts  you  ; 
Look  you,  Sir,  now  ! 

Marc.  I  think  'tis  fo,  indeed. 
Tbeod.  Thefurgcons  do  noi  come,  betauic  they  fwear 
It  needs  no  drefiing. 

F  3 
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Eug.  You  Ihall  talk  with  'em 
Within,  for  your  own  fancy. 

Marc.  Where's  your  brother, 
And  Leocadia  ? 

Eug.  Within  belike. 

Marc.  I  feel  myfelf,  methmks,  as  well  as  ever. 

Eug.  Keep  then  your  mind  fo  too ;  I  do  forgive 
The  fault  you  did  to  me  •,  but  here  is  one 
Muft  not  be  wrong'd  hereafter. 

Marc.  Neither  (hall  fhe  : 
When  I  make  jefts  of  oaths  again,  or  make 
My  luft  play  with  religion  •,  when  I  leave 
To  keep  true  joys  for  her,  and  yet  within 
Myfelf  true  ibrrow  for  my  palled  deeds ; 


May  I  want  grace  when  I  would  fain  repent, 
And  find  a  great  and  fudden  punifhment ! 


[Exeunt. 


ACT      V.         SCENE     I. 

Enter  Pbilippo,  Diego,  and  Inculo. 
Pill  TT  THERE  is  mine  hoft?  did  not  he  fee 

V V  him  neither  ? 

Diego.  Not  I,  i'faith,  Sir. 
Phil.  Nor  the  muleteer  ? 

Inc.  Nay,  he's  paft  feeing,  unlefs  it  be  in's  fleep, 
By  this  time ;  all  his  vifions  were  the  pots, 
Three  hours  fmce,  Sir. 

Phil.  Which  way  Ihould  me  take  ? 
Nay,    look  you  now !   d'you  all  ftand  ftill  ?  Good 

Heav'n! 

You  might  have  lighted  on  him.  Now,  this  inftant ! 
For  love's  fake,  feek  him'out !  Whoever  finds  him, 
I  will  reward  his  fortune  as  his  diligence. 
Get  all  the  town  to  help,-  that  will  be  hir'd  $ 
Their  pains  I'll  turn  to  annual  holiday, 
If  it  mail  chance  but  one  bring  word  of  her: 

Pray 
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Pray  you,  about  it ! 

Inc.  Her,  Sir  ?  who  do  you  mean  ? 

Phil.  I  had  forgot  myfelf ;  the  page,  I  meant, 
That  came  along  with  us. 

Diego.  He  you  gave  the  cloaths  to  ? 

Phil.  I  gave  the  cloaths  to,  rafcal  ? 

Diego.  Nay,  good  Sir ! 

Phil.    Why  dofl  thou  mention  or  upbraid  my 

courtefies, 
Slave  ? 

Diego.  For  your  honour,  Sir. 

Phil.  Wretch  !  I  was  honour'd, 
That  fhe  fhould  wear  'em  (he,  I  would  fay)  'fdeath  ! 
Go,  get  and  find  him  out,  or  never  fee  me. 
I  fhall  betray  my  love,  ere  I  poflefs  it. 
Some  ftar  direct  me,  or  ill  planet  itrike  me  !     [Exit. 

Inc.  Beft  to  divide. 

Diego.  I'll  this  way. 

Inc.  And  I  this. 

Diego.  I,  as  you,  find  him  for  a  rial ! 

Inc.  'Tis  done. 

Diego.  My  courfe  is  now  directly  to  fome  pie-houfe ; 
I  know  the  pages'  compafs. 

Inc.  I  think  rather 

The  fmock  fide  o'th'  town,  the  furer  harbour 
At  his  years  to  put  in. 

Diego.  If  I  do  find 
The  hungry  haunt,  I  take  him  by  the  teeth  now. 

Inc.  I  by  the»tail ;  yet  I  as  you  ! 

Diego.  No  more.  -    \_Exeunt. 

SCENE    II. 

Enter  Philippo. 

Phil.  Dear  Leocadia,  where  canft  thou  be  fled 
Thus,  like  a  fpirit,  hence  ?  and  in  a  moment? 
What  cloud  can  hide  thee  from  my  following  fearch, 
If  yet  thou  art  a  body  ?  Sure  ihe  hath  not 
Ta'en  any  houfe :  She  did  too  late  leave  one 

F  4  Where 
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Where  all  humanity  of  a  place  receiv'd  her, 
And  would,  if  Hie  had  ftay'd,  have  help  d  to  right 
The  wrong  her  fortune  did  her     Yet  flic  muft 
Be  enter'd  fomewhere,  or  be  found ;  no  ftreet,  ; 
Lane,  paflagc,  corner,  turn,  hath  ;fcap'd  enquiry. 
If  her  defpair  had  ravifh'd  her  to  air, 
She  could  not  yet  be  rarified  fo, 
But  feme  of  us  Ihould  meet  her  :  Tho  their  eyes 
Perhaps  be  leaden,  and  might  turn,  mine  would 
Strike  out  a  lightning  for  her,  and  divide 
A  mift  as  thick  as  ever  darknefs  was, 
Nay,  fee  her  thro'  a  quarry :  They  do  lie, 
Lie  grofly,  that  fay  Love  is  blind ;  by  him, 
.And  Heav'n,  they  lie !  he  has  a  fight  can  pierce 
Thro'  ivory,  as  clear  as  it  were  horn. 
And  reach  his  objedt. 

Enter  Inctibo. 

Inc.  Sir,  he's  found,  he's  found! 

Phil.  Ha?  where  ?  But  reach  that  happy  note  again, 
And  let  it  relilh  truth,  thou  art  an  angel. 

Inc.  He's  here ;  faft  by,  Sir ;  calling  for  a  boat 
To  go  aboard  the  gallies. 

P'bil.  Where,  where  r  Hold  thee  !  [Exit. 

Inc.  He  might  ha'  kept  this  now,  I'd  nought  to 

fhew  for't, 

If  he  had  had  the  wit  t'  have  gone  from's  word : 
Thele  direct  men,  they  are  no  men  of  fafhion ; 
Talk  what  you  will,  this  is  a  very  fmelt.          [Exit. 

SCENE    III. 

Enter  Leonardo^  with  a  Surgeon. 
Leo.  Upon  your  art,  Sir,  and  your  faith  t'affift  it, 
Shall  I  believe  you  then  his  wound's  not  mortal  ? 
Surg.  Sir,  'tis  not  worth  your  queftion,  lefsyourfear. 
Leo.  You  do  reftore  me,  Sir ;  I  pray  y'  accept 
This  fmall  remembrance  of  a  father's  thanks, 
For  fo  aiTur'd  a  bcnff't, 

Surg, 
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Surg.  Excufe  me ! 

Leo.  Sir,  I  can  fpare  it,  and  muft  not  believe 
But  that  your  fortune  may  receive't  -,  except 
You'd  ha'  me  think  you  live  not  by  your  practice. 

Surg.  I  crave  your  pardon,    Sir ;    you  teach  me 
manners. 

Leo.  I  crave  your  love  and  friendfhip;  andrequire^ 
As  I  have  made  now  both  myfelf  and  bufmefs 
A  portion  of  your  care,  you  will  but  bring  me, 
Under  the  perfon  of  a  calFd  afiiftant, 
To  his  next  opening.;  where  I  may  but  fee  him, 
And  utter  a  few  words  to  him  in  private, 
And  you  will  merit  me :  For  I  am  loth, 
Since  here  I  have  not  to  appear  myfelf, 
Or  to  be  known  unto  the  Governor, 
Or  make  a  tumult  of  my  purpofe. 

Surg.  Neither 

I  hope  will  be  your  need,  Sir :  I  fhall  bring  you 
Both  there,  and  off  again,  without  the  hazard. 

[Exeunt.  •+ 

SCENE    IV. 

Enter  Philipfo  and  Leocadia. 

Phil.  Will  you  not  hear  me  ? 

Leoc.  I  have  heard  fo  much 

Will  keep  me  deaf  for  ever  !  No,  Marc-Antonio, 
After  thy  fentence,  I  may  hear  no  more : 
Thou  haft  pronounc'd  me  dead  ! 

Pbil.  Appeal  to  Reafon  : 
She  will  reprieve  you  from  the  power  of  grief, 
Which  rules  but  in  her  abfence  :  Hear  me  fay 
A  fovereign  meflage  from  her,  which  in  duty, 
And  love  to  your  own  fafety,  you  ought  hear. 
Why  do  you  ftrive  fo  ?  whither  would  you  fly  ? 
You  cannot  wreft  yourfelf  away  from  care, 
You  may  from  counfel ;  you  may  fhift  your  place, 
But  not  your  perfon  j  and  another  clime 
Makes  you  no  other. 

Leoc. 
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Leoc.  Oh! 

Phil.  For  pafiion's  fake, 
(Which  I  do  ferve,  honour,  and  love  in  you) 
If  you  will  figh,  figh  here ;  if  you  would  vary' 
A  figh  to  tears,  or  outcry,  do  it  here  ! 
No  ihade,  no  defart,  darknefs,  nor  the  grave, 
Shall  be  more  equal  to  your  thoughts  than  I. 
Only  but  hear  me  fpeak ! 

Leoc.  What  would  you  fay  ? 

Phil.  That  which  mall  raife*your  heart,  or  pull 

down  mine, 

Quiet  your  paflion,  or  provoke  mine  own  ; 
We  muft  have  both  one  balfam,  or  one  wound. 
For  know,  lov'd  fair,  fince  the  firft  providence 
Made  me  your  refcue,  I  have  read  you  thro', 
And  with  a  wondring  pity  looked  on  you ; 
I  have  obferv'd  the  method  of  your  blood, 
And  waited  on  it  e'en  with  fympathy 
Of  a  like  red  and  palenefs  in  mine  own-, 
I  knew  which  blufh  was  Anger's,  which  was  Love's, 
Which  was  the  eye  of  Sorrow,  which  of  Truth  -, 
And  could  diftinguifh  honour  from  difdain 
In  every  change-,  and  you  are  worth  my  ftudy. 
I  faw  your  voluntary  mifery 
Suftain'd  in  travel :   A  difguifed  maid, 
Wearied  with  feeking,  and  with  finding  loft ; 
Neglected,  where  you  hop'd  mod,  or  put  by  j 
I  faw  it,  and  have  laid  it  to  my  heart : 
And  tho'  it  were  my  filter  which  was  righted, 
Yet  being  by  your  wrong,  I  put  off  nature, 
Could  not  bs  glad,  where  I  was  bound  to  triumph, 
My  care  for  you  ib  drown'd  refpect  of  her; 
Nor  did  I  only  apprehend  your  bonds, 
But  ftudiol  your  releafe  •,  and  for  that  day 
Have  I  made  up  a  ranibm,  brought  you  health, 
Prefervative  'gainil  chance,  or  injury, 
Pleale  you  apply  it  to  the-grief  -y  myfclf. 

Leoc.  Humph  ! 

Phil.  Nay,  do  not  think  me  lefs  than  fuch  a  cure. 

Antonio 


LOVE'S    PILGRIMAGE.       91 

Antonio  was  not  •,  and,  'tis  poflible, 
Philippo  may  fucceed :  My  blood  and  houfe 
Are  as  deep-rooted,  and  u;>  lairly  fpread, 
As  Marc- Antonio's  •,  and  in  that  all  feek, 
Fortune  hath  given  him  no  precedency  : 
As  for  our  thanks  to  Nature,  I  may  burn 
Incenfe  as  much  as  he ;  I  ever  durft 
Walk  with  Antonio  by  the  felf-fame  light 
At  any  feail,  or  triumph,  and  ne^er  car'd 
'Which  iide  my  lady  or  her  woman  took 
In  their  furvey ;  I  durft  have  told  my  tale  too, 
Tho'  his  difcourfe  new  ended. 
Leoc.  My  repulfe 

Phil.  Let  not  that  torture  you,  which  makes  me 

happy  -, 

[or  think  that  confcience,  fair,  which  is  no  fhame  ! 
'Twas  no  repulie  •,  it  was  your  dowry  rather  '6 : 
For  then  methonght  a  thoufand  graces  met 
To  make  you  lovely,  and  ten  thoufand  ftories 
Of  conltant  virtue,  which  you  then  out-reach'd, 
In  one  example  did  proclaim  you  rich  : 
Nor  do  I  think  you  wretched,  or  difgrac'd, 
After  this  fufPring,  and  do  therefore  take 
Advantage  of  your  need  •,  but  rather  know 
You  are  the  charge  and  bufinefs  of  thofe  powers, 
Who,  like  beft  tutors,  do  inflict  hard  talks 
Upon  great  natures,  and  of  nobleft  hopes. 
Read  trivial  leffons,  and  half  lines  to  flugs ; 
They  that  live  long,  and  never  feel  mifchance, 
Spend  more  than  half  their  age  in  ignorance. 

Leoc.  Tis  well  you  think  fo. 

Phil.  You  (hall  think  fo  too  ; 
You  mall,  fweet  Leocadia,  and  do  fo. 

Lecc.  Good  Sir,  no  more  !  you  have  too  fair  a  fhapc 
To  play  fo  foul  a  part  in  as  the  tempter  : 
Say  that  I  could  make  peace  with  Fortune,  who, 

*6  'Ticas  no  repulfe,  I  was  \our  dowry  rather.]  The  fenfe  feems 
to  require  us  to  read  either,  i  r  iva .',  or  /  wis;  for  how  was  he 
jier  dowy,  or  refulft  ? 

Who 
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Who  mould  abfolve  me  of  my  vow  yet  ?  ha  ? 
My  contract  made? 

Pbil.  Your  contradl  ? 

Leoc.  Yes,  my  con  trad; : 
Am  I  not  his  ?  his  wife  ? 

Phil.  Sweet,  nothing  lefs  ? 

Leoc.  1  have  no  name  then  ? 

Phil.  Truly  then,  you  have  not : 
How  can  you  be  his  wife,  who  was  before 
Another's  hufband  ? 

Leoc.  Oh,  tho'  he  difpenfe 
With  his  faith  given,  I  cannot  with  mine. 

Phil.  You  do  miftake,  clear  foul ;  his  pre-contract 
Doth  annul  yours,  and  you  have  giv'n  no  faith 
That  ties  you  in  religion,  or  humanity ; 
You  rather  fin  againft  that  greater  precept, 
To  covet  what's  another's ;  fweet,  you  do : 
Btlieve  me,  who  daren't  urge  difhoneft  things  ! 
Remove  that  fcruple  therefore,  and  but  take 
Your  dangers  now  into  your  judgment's  fcale, 
And  weigh  them  with  your  fafeties:  Think  but  whither 
Now  you  can  go-,  what  you  can  do  to  live; 
How  near  you  ha'  barr'd  all  ports  to  your  own  luccour, 
Except  this  one  that  I  here  open,  love. 
Should  you  be  left  alone,  you  were  a  prey 
To  the  wild  luft  of  any,  who  would  look 
Upon  this  fhape  like  a  temptation, 
And  think  you  want  the  man  you  perfonate  ; 
Would  not  regard  this  fhift,  which  love  put  on 
As  virtue  forc'd,  but  covet  it  like  vice ; 
So  fhould  you  live  the  {lander  of  each  fex, 
And  be  the  child  of  error  and  of  mame ;     . 
And,  which  is  worfc,  even  Marc-Antony 
Would  be  call'd  juft,  to  turn  a  wanderer  off, 
And  fame  report  you  worthy  his  contempt-, 
Where  if  you  make  new  choice,  and  fettle  here, 
There  is  no  further  tumult  in  this  flood, 
Each  current  keeps  his  courfe,  and  all  fufpicions 
Shall  return  honours.     Came  you  forth  a  maid  ? 

Go 
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Go  home  a  wife  :  Alone  ?  and  in  difguife  ? 

Go  home  a  waited  Leocadia : 

Go  home,  and,  by  the  virtue  of  that  charm, 

Transform  all  mifchiefs,  as  you  are  transform'd ; 

Turn  your  offended  father's  wrath  to  wonder, 

And  all  his  loud  grief  to  a  filent  welcome  -, 

Unfold  the  riddles  you  have  made.     What  fay  you  ? 

Enter  Sanchio  carried,  Alphonfo,  and  Servants. 
Now  is  the  time  ;  delay  is  but  defpair ; 
If  you  be  chang'd,  let  a  kifs  tell  me  fo  ! 

Leoc.  I  am ;  but  how,  I  rather  feel  than  know. 

Sane.  Come,  Sir;  you're  welcome  now  to  Barcelona. 
Take  off  my  hood. 

Phil.  Who  be  thefe  ?  Stay  •,  let's  view  'em  ! 

Alph.  'Twas  a  long  journey  ;  are  you  not  weary,  Sir  ? 

Sane.  Weary  r  I  could  have  rid  it  in  mine  armour. 

Leoc.  Alas ! 

Phil.  What  ail  yon,  dear  ? 

Leoc.  It  is  my  father. 

Phil.  Your  father  ?  which  ? 

Leoc.  He  that  is  carried:  Oh, 
Let  us  make  hence  ! 

Phil.  For  love's  fake,  good  my  heart ! 

Leoc.  Into  fome  houie,  before  he  fee  me. 

Phil.  Dear, 
Be  not  thus  frighted. 

Leoc.  Oh,  his  wrath  is  tempeft. 

Phil.  Sweet,  take  your  fpirit   to  you,  and  flay. 

Be't  he, 

He  cannot  know  you  in  this  habit ;  and  me 
I'm  fure  he  lefs  knows,  for  he  never  faw  me. 

Alph.  Ha !  who  is  that  ?  my  fon  Philippo  ? 

Phil.  Sir! 

Alph.  Why,  what  make  you  here?  Is  this  Salamanca? 
And  that  your  ftudy  ?  ha  ?— Nay,  ftay  him  too  j 
We'll  fee  him,  by  his  leave. 

Serv.  You  muft  not  ftrive,  Sir. 

,Alpb.  No,  no ;  come  near. 

Sane. 
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Sane.  My  daughter?  Leocadia  ? 

Alph.  How,  Sir  !  your  daughter  ? 

Sane.  Yes,  Sir;  and  as  fure 

As  that's  your  ion.     Come  hither  !  What  now  ?  run 
Out  o'  your  fex  ?  breech'd  ?  Was  it  not  enough 
At  once  to  leave  thy  father,  and  thine  honour, 
Unlefs  th*  hadft  quit  thyfelf  too  ? 

Phil.  Sir,  what  fault 
She  can  be  urg'd  of57,  I  muft  take  on  me 
The  guilt  and  punifhment. 

Sane.  You1  muft,  Sir?  How 
If  you  mall  not,  tho'  you  muft  ?  I  deal  not 
With  boys,  Sir,  I :  You  have  a  father  here 
Shall  do  me  right. 

Alph.  Thou  art  not  mad,  Philippo  ? 
Art  thou  Marc-Antonio,  fon  to  Leonardo  ? 
Our  bufinefs  is  to  them.  [Leo cadia  flips  out. 

Sane.  No,  no,  no,  no  ! 
I'll  ha'  the  bufinefs  now,  with  you,  none  elfe. 
Pray  you  let's  fpeak  in  private. — Carry  me  to  him.— 
Your  fon's  the  ravimer,  Sir ;  and  here  I  find  him. 
I  hope  you'll- give  me  caufe  to  think  you  noble, 
And  do  me  right,  with  your  fword,  Sir,  as  becomes 
One  gentleman  of  honour  to  another: 
All  this  is  fair,  Sir  ;  here's  the  fea  fail  by  •, 
Upon  the  fands  we  will  determine. 
'Tis  that  I  call  you  to  ;  let's  make  no  days  on't ; 
I'll  lead  your  way." — To  the  fea-fide,  raicals ! 

Phil.  Sir, 
I  would  befeech  your  flay ;  he  may  not  follow  you. 

Sane.  No  ?— Turn.— I'll  kill   him    here  then. — 

Slaves,  rogues,  blocks, 

Why  eta  you  not  bear  me  to  him  ?  Ha'  you  been 
Acquainted  with  my  motions,  logs,  16  long, 
And  yet  not  know  to  time  'em  ? 

Phil.  Were  you,  Sir, 

*?  She  tan  be  urg'd  of.]  The  oddnefs  of  the  conltrudion  here  in- 
clines me  to  think  that  we  fhould  read,  urgd  WITH.         Sjmpfon. 
Qf  often  occurs  in  old  authors  in  the  fenfc  of  with* 

Not 
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Not  impotent 

Alph.  Hold  you  your  peace,  boy  ! 

Sane.  Impotent  ? 
'Death,  I'll  cut  his  throat  firft,  and  then  his  father's. 

Alpb.  You  muft  provide  you  then  a  fharper  razor 
Than  is  your  tongue ;  for  I  not  fear  your  fword. 

Sane.  'Heart,  bear  me  to  either  of  'em  ! 

Phil.  Pray,  Sir,  your  patience. 

Enter  Governor  and  Attendants. 

Alph.  My  curfe  light  on  thee,  if  thou  flay  him  ! 

Phil.  Hold  ! 

Gov.  Why,  what's  the  matter,  gentlemen  ?  what 

tumult 

Is  this  you  raife  i'  th'  ftreet  ?  before  my  door  ? 
Know  you  what  'tis  to  draw  a  weapon  here  ? 

Sane.  Yes,  and  to  ufe  it.    Bear  me  up  t*  him,  rogues. 
Thus,  at  a  traitor's  heart ! 

Alph.  Truer  than  thine. 

Gov.  Strike,  ftrike  j  fome  of  the  people  difarm  'em; 
Kill  'em,  if  they  refill. 

Phil.  Nay,  generous  Sir, 
Let  not  your  courtefy  turn  fury  now. 

Gov.  Lay  hold  upon  'em ;  take  away  their  weapons ! 
I  will  be  worth  an  anfvver,  ere  we  part. 

Phil.  'Tis  the  Governor,  Sir. 

Alph.  I  yield  myfelf. 

Sane.  My  fword  ?  What  think'ft  thou  of  me  ?  pray 
thee,  tell  me. 

i  Attend.  As  of  a  gentleman. 

Sane.  No  more  ? 

i  Attend.  Of  worth, 
And  quality. 

Sane.  An  I  mould  quit  my  fword, 
There  were  fmall  worth  or  quality  in  that,  friend ; 
Pray  thee  learn  thou  more  worth  and  quality, 
Than  to  demand  it. 

Gov.  Force  it,  I  fay  ! 

i  Attend.  The  Governor, 

You 
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You  hear,  commands. 

Sane.  The  Governor  fhall  pardon  me. 

Phil.  How  !   Leocadia  gone  again  ?       [Exit  Phil. 

Sane.  He  mall,  friend, 

P  th'  point  of  honour,  by  his  leave ;  fo  tell  him  : 
His  perfon  and  authority  I  acknowledge, 
And  do  fubmit  me  to  it ;  but  my  fword, 
He  mail  excuie  me,  were  he  fifteen  governors  ; 
That  and  I  dwell  together,  and  muft  yet, 
'Till  my  hands  part,  affure  him. 

Gov.  I  fay,  force  it ! 

Sane .  Stay,  hear  me  !  Haft  thou  ever  read  Caranza *8  ? 
Underftandeft  thou  honour,  noble  Governor  ? 

Gov.  For  that  we'll  have  more  fit  difpute. 

Sane.  Your  name,  Sir? 

Gov.  You  mall  know  that  too,  but  on  colder  terms  j 
Your  blood  and  brain  are  now  too  hot  to  take  it. 

Sane.  Force  my  fword  from  me  ?  This  is  an  affront. 

Gov.  Bring  'em  away  ! 

Sane.  You'll  do  me  reparation  ?  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Philippe. 

Phil.  I  have  for  ever  loft  her,  and  am  loft, 
And  worthily  ;  my  tamenefs  hath  undone  me  ! 
She's  gone  hence,  amam'd  of  me ;  yet  I  feek  her  : 
Will  me  be  ever  found  to  me  again, 
Whom  me  faw  ftand  fo  poorly,  and  dare  nothing 
In  her  defence  here,  when  I  mould  have  drawn 
This  fword  out,  like  a  meteor,  and  have  (hot  it 
In  both  our  parents'  eyes,  and  left  'em  blind 
Unto  their  impotent  angers  ?  Oh,  I'm  worthy, 
On  whom  this  lots  and  fcorn  ftiould  light  to  death ; 
Without  the  pity  that  mould  wifh  me  better, 
Either  alive,  or  in  my  epitaph.  [Exit. 

'8  Carar.za.  ]  Caranza  was  an  author  who  wrote  a  Treatife  on  the 
Duello  ;  he  is  often  mentioned  in  our  Author  and  Ben  Jonfon  with 
ridicule.  See  Every  Man  in  his  Humour,  and  the  New  Inn,  by  the 
latter.  /j. 
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Enter  Leonardo  and  Marc- Antonio. 

Leo.  Well,  fon,  your  father  is  too  near  himfclf, 
And  hath  too  much  of  nature,  to  put  off 
Any  affection  that  belongs  to  you  : 
I  could  have  only  wifli'd  you  had  acquainted 
Her  father,  whom  it  equally  concerns, 
Tho'  you'd  prefum'd  on  me ;  it  might  have  open'd 
An  eafler  gate  and  path  to  both  our  joys  : 
For  tho'  I  am  none  of  thofe  flinty  fathers, 
That,  when  their  children  do  but  natural  things, 
Turn  rock  and  offence  ftraight,  yet,  Marc-Antonio, 
All  are  not  of  my  quarry. 

Marc.  'Tis  my  fear,  Sir; 
And  if  hereafter  I  mould  e'er  abufe 
So  great  a  piety,  it  were  my  malice. 

Enter  Attendants. 

Attend.  We  muft  entreat  you,  gentlemen,  to  take 
Another  room ;  the  Governor  is  coming 
Here,  on  fome  bufmefs. 

Enter  Governor,  Sanchioy  Alphonfo,  and  Attendants. 

Marc.  We  will  give  him  way. 

Sane.  I  will  have  right,  Sir,  on  you  (that  believe), 
If  there  be  any  marfhal's  court  in  Spain. 

Gov.  For  that,  Sir,  we  mall  talk. 

Sane.  Pox  !  do  not  flight  me, 
Tho'  I'm  without  a  fword. 

Gov.  Keep  to  your  chair,  Sir. 

Sane.  Pox  !  let  me  fall,  and  hurl  my  chair,  flaves,  at 
him ! 

Gcv.  You're  the  more  tempered  man,  Sir ;  'let  me 

entreat 
Of  you,  the  manner  how  this  brawl  fell  out. 

jilpb.  Fell  out?  I  know  not  how,  nor  do  I  care  much; 
But  here  we  came,  Sir,  to  this  town  together, 
Both  in  one  bufmefs,  and  one  wrong,  engag'd, 
To  feek  one  Leonardo,  an  old  Genoefe 

VOL.  VII.  G  I  ha' 
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I  ha*  faid  enough ;  there !  would  you  more  ? — Falfc 

father 

Of  a  falfe  fon,  call'd  Marc- Antonio, 
Who  had  dole  both  our  daughters;  and  which  father, 
Confpiring  with  his  fon  in  treachery, 
It  feem'd,  to  fly  our  fatisfadion, 
Was,  as  we  heard,  come  private  to  this  town, 
Here  to  take  fhip  for  Italy  ! 

Leo.  You  heard 

More  than  was  true  then,  by  the  fear,  or  fallhood : 
And  tho'  I  thought  not  to  reveal  myfelf 
(Pardon  my  manners  in't)  to  you,  for  fome 
Important  reafons ;  yet,  being  thus  character'd 
And  challeng'd,  know  I  dare  appear,  and  do, 
To  who  dares  threaten. 

Marc.  1  fay  he's  not  worthy 
The  name  of  man,  or  any  honeft  preface, 
That  dares  report  or  credit  fuch  a  flander. 
Do  you,  Sir,  fay  it  ? 

Alpb.  Sir,  I  do  fay  it. 

Gov.  Hold  ! 

Is  this  your  father,  fignor  Marc-Antonio  ? 
You've  ill  requited  me,  thus  to  conceal  him 
From  him  would  honour  him,  and  do  him  fervice. 

Enter  Eugenia. 

Leo.  'Twas  not  his  fault,  Sir. 
Eug.  Where's  my  lord  ? 
Gov.  Sweetheart ! 
Eug.  Know  you  thefe  gentlemen  ?  they  are  all  the 

fathers 
Unto  our  friends. 

Gov.  So  it  appears,  my  dove. 
Sane.  Sir,  I  fay  nothing  :  I  do  want  a  fword  ;  % 
And  'till  I  have  a  fword  I  will  fay  nothing. 

Eug.  Good  Sir,  command  thefe  gentlemen  their 

arms  -, 

Entreat  'em  as  your  friends,  not  as  your  prifoners. 
Where  be  their  fwords  ? 

Gov. 
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Gov.  Reftore  each  man  his  weapon. 

Sane .  It  feems  thpu  haft  not  read  Caranza,  fellow : 
I  muft  have  reparation  of  honour, 
As  well  as  this ;  I  find  that  wounded. 

Gov.  Sir, 

I  did  not  know  your  quality;  if  I  had, 
'Tis  like  I  fhould  have  done  you  more  refpefts. 

Sane.  It  is  fufficient,  by  Caranza's  rule. 

Eug.  I  know  it  is,  Sir. 

Sane .  Have  you  read  Caranza,  lady  ? 

Eug.  If  you  mean  him  that  writ  upon  the  duel, 
He  was  my  kinfman. 

Sane.  Lady,  then  you  know, 
By  the  right  noble  writings  of  your  kinfman, 
My  honour  is  as  dear  to  me  as  the  king's. 

Eug.  'Tis  very  true,  Sir. 

Sane.  Therefore  I  muft  crave 
Leave  to  go  on  now  with  my  firft  dependance*9. 

Eug.  What !  ha'  you  more  ? 

Gov.  None  here,  good  fignor. 

Sane.  I  will  refer  me  to  Caranza  ftill. 

Eug.  Nay,  love,  I  prithee  let  me  manage  this ! 
With  whom  is't,  Sir  ? 

Sane.  With  that  falfe  man  Alphonfo. 

Eug.  Why,  he  has  th'  advantage,  Sir,  in  legs. 

Sane.  But  I 
In  truth,  and  hand,  and  heart,  and  a  good  fword. 

Eug.  But  how  if  he  won't  ftand  you,  Sir  ? 

dlpb.  For  that, 

Make  it  no  queftion,  lady ;  I  will  flick 
My  feet  in  earth  down  by  him,  where  he  dare. 

Sane.  Oh,  would  thou  wouldft ! 

Alfb.  I'll  do  it ! 

Sane.  Let  me  kifs  him. 
I  fear  thou  wilt  not  yet. 

Eug.  Why,  gentlemen, 
If  you'll  proceed  according  to  Caranza, 

'9  My  frjt  dependance.J  Dependance  is  here  ufed  technically,  In  the 
language  of  the  duello. 

G  2  Methinks 
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Methinks  an  eafier  way  were  two  good  chairs  5 
So  you  would  be  content,  Sir,  to  be  bound, 
'Caufe  he  is  lame :  I'll  fit  you  with  like  weapons, 
Piftols  and  poniards,  and  ev'n  end  it,  if 
The  difference  between  you  be  fo  mortal 
It  cannot  be  ta'en  up. 

Sane.  Ta'en  up  ?  take  off 
This  head  firft ! 

dtyb.  Come,  bind  me  in  a  chair. 

Eug.  Yes,  do. 

Gov.  What  mean  you,  dove  r 

£#£.  Let  me  alone ; 

And  fet  'em  at  their  diftance  :  When  you've  done 
Lend  me  two  poniards ;  I'll  have  piftols  ready 
Quickly.  [&«'• 

Enter  Philippo. 

Phil.  She's  not  here.— Marc-Antonio, 
Saw  you  not  Leocadia  ? 
Marc.  Not  I,  brother. 
Phil.  Brother,,  let's  fpeak  with  you.     You  were 

falfe  unto  her. 
Marc.  I  was,  but  have  afk'd  pardon :  Why  d'you 

urge  it  ? 

Phi!.  You  were  not  worthy  of  her  ! 
Marc.  May-be  I  was  not ; 
But  'tis  not  well,  you  tell  me  fo. 
Phil.  My  fitter 

Is  not  fo  fair 

Marc.  It  fkills  not. 

Phil.  Nor  fo  virtuous. 

Marc.  Yes,  ihe.muft  be  as  virtuous. 

Phil.  I  would  fain 

Marc.  What,  brother? 
*      Phil.  Strike  you. 

Marc.  \  fhall  not  bear  ilrokes, 
Tho'  I  do  thefe  ftrange  words. 
Phil.  Will  you  not  kill  me  ? 
Marc.  For  what,  good  brother  ? 

Phil. 
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Phil.  Why,  for  fpeaking  well 
Of  Leocadia. 

Marc.  No,  indeed. 

Phil.  Nor  ill 
Of  Theodofia  ? 

Enter  Eugenia  y  Leocadia,  Theodcfia^  and  Servant  with 
t-zvo  piftols. 

Marc.  Neither. 

Phil.  Fare  you  well  then  ! 

Eug.  Nay,  you  fhall  have  as  noble  feconds  too 
As  ever  duellifts  had.     Give  'em  their  weapons : 
Now,  St.  lago ! 

Sane.  Are  they  charg'd  ? 

Eug.  Charg'd,  Sir? 
I  warrant  you. 

Alph.  'Would  they  were  well  difcharg'd  ! 

Sane.  I  like  a  fword  much  better,  I  confefs. 

Eug.  Nay,  wherefore  flay  you  ?   Shall  I  mend  your 

mark? 
Strike  one  another  thorough  thefe  ? 

Phil.  My  love ! 

Alpb.  My  Theodofia! 

Sane .  I  ha'  not  the  heart. 

Alpb.  Nor  I. 

Eug.  Why,  here  is  a  dependance  ended. 
Unbind  that  gentleman.     Come,  take  here  to  you 
Your  fons  and  daughters,  and  be  friends  !  A  feaft 
Waits  you  within,  is  better  than  your  fray. 
Lovers,  take  you  your  own  ;  and  all  forbear, 
Under  my  roof,  either  to  blufh  or  fear! 
My  love,  what  fay  you  ?  could  Caranza  himfelf 
Carry  a  bufmefs  better  ? 

Gov.  It  is  well. 

All  are  content,  I  hope ;  and  we  well  eas'd, 
If  they  for  whom  we've  done  all  this  be  pleas'd. 

[Exeunt  omnes. 
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A       TRAGEDY. 


The  Commendatory  Verfes  by  Gardiner  attribute  this  Play  to  Fletcher 
alone.  It  was  revived  in  the  reign  of  King  Char  lei  11.  as  Lang- 
baine  afferts  ;  and  a  prologue,  then  fpoken  before  it,  was  printed  in 
a  book  called  Covent-Garden-Drollery,  p.  14.  Since  that  time,  ive 
believe,  it  has  been  entirely  banijhed from  the  flage.  This  Tragedy 
was  fir  ft  printed  in  the  folio  of  1647. 
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DRAMATIS    PERSONS. 

MEN. 

Ferrand,  tyrant  of  Naples. 

Virolet,  a  nolle  gentleman,  fludious  of  his  country's  freedom. 

Brifibnet,  1  .,,  ,,.    , 

>   confederates  "with  Virolet. 
Camillo,    j 

Ronvere,  a  villain,  captain  of  the  guard. 

Villio,  a  court  fool. 

Caftruccio,  aparafite. 

Pandulpho,  father  to  Virolet. 

Duke  of  Seffe,  enemy  to  Ferrand,  profcribed,  and  turned 

pirate. 

Afcanio,  nephew  to  Ferrand. 
Boy,  feruant  to  Virolet. 
Mafter. 
Gunner. 
Boatfwain. 
Chirurgeon. 
Sailors. 
Doftor. 
Citizens. 
Guard,  Soldiers,  and  Servants. 

WOMEN. 

Juliana,  firjtwife  to  Virolet. 

Martia,  daughter  of  the  Duke  of  Se/e,  Jecond  wife  t9 
Virolet. 

« 
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ACT       I. 


Enter  Virdet  and  Boy. 

Wrote.  TT\  O  Y  ! 

r<     Boy.  Sir  ? 

JLJ     Vir.  If  my  wife  feek  me,  tell  her  that 
Defigns  of  weight,  too  heavy  for  her  knowledge, 
Exaft  my  privacy. 

Boy.  Ifhall,  Sir. 

Vir.  Do  then  ; 
And  leave  me  to  myfelf. 

Boy.  'Tis  a  raw  morning, 

And,  would  you  pleafe  to  interpret  that  for  duty 
Which  you  may  conftrue  boldnefs,  I  could  wifh 
(To  arm  yourfelf  againft  it)  you  would  ufe 
More  of  my  fervice. 

Vir.  I  have  heat  within  here, 
A  noble  heat,  good  boy,  to  keep  it  off; 
I  mail  not  freeze.     Deliver  my  excufe, 
And  you  have  done  your  part. 

Enter  Juliana. 

Bey.  That  is  prevented  ; 
My  lady  follows  you. 

Vir.  Since  I  muft  be  crofs'd  then, 
Let  her  perform  that  office. 
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Boy.  I  obey  you.  [Exit. 

Fir.  Prithee  to-bed  :  To  be  thus  fond's  more  tedious 
Than  if  I  were  neglected. 

JuL  'Tis  the  fault  then 

Of  love  and  duty,  which  I  would  fall  under, 
Rather  than  want  that  care  which  you  may  challenge 
As  due  to  my  obedience. 

Fir.  I  confefs 

This  tendernefs  argues  a  loving  wife, 
And  more  deferves  my  heart's  beft:  thanks  than  anger. 
Yet  I  muft  tell  you,  fweet,  you  do  exceed 
In  your  affection,  if  you  would  engrois  me 
To  your  delights  alone. 

JuL  I  am  not  jealous  : 
If  my  embraces  have  diftafted  you, 
(As  I  muft  grant  you  every  way  fo  worthy 
That  'tis  not  in  weak  woman  to  deferve  you, 
Much  lets  in  miferable  me,  that  want 
Thofe  graces  fome  more  fortunate  are  ftor'd  with) 
Seek  any  whom  you  pleafe,  and  I  will  ftudy, 
With  my  beft  fervice,  to  deferve  thofe  favours 
That  mail  yield  you  contentment. 

Fir.  You're  miftaken. 

JuL  No,  I  am  patient,  Sir ;  and  fo,  good  morrow ! 
I  will  not  be  often  five. 

Fir.  Hear  my  reafons. 

JuL  Tho'  in  your  life  a  widow's  bed  receives  me, 
For  your  fake  I  muft  love  it.     May  me  profper 
Thar  mail  fucceed  me  in  it,  and  your  ardor 
Lad  longer  to  her  ! 

Fir.  By  the  love  I  bear, 
Firft  to  my  country's  peace,  next  to  thyfelf, 
(To  whom  compar'd,  my  life  I  rate  at  nothing) 
Stood  here  a  lady  that  were  the  choice  abftraft 
Or"  all  the  beauties  Nature  ever  famion'd, 
Or  Art  gave  ornament  to,  compar'd  to  thee, 
Thus  as  thou  arc,  obedient  and  loving, 
I  mould  contemn  and  loath  her  ! 

JuL  I  do  believe  you. 

How 
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How  I  am  blefs'd  in  my  aflur'd  belief 

This  is  unfeign'd  !    And  why  this  fadnefs  then  ? 

Vir.  Why,  Juliana? 

Believe  me,  thefe  my  fad  and  dull  retirements, 
My  often,  nay,  almoft  continued  fafts, 
(Sleep  banifh'd  from  my  eyes,  all  pleafures  ftrangers) 
Have  neither  root  nor  growth  from  any  caufe 
That  may  arrive  at  woman.     Shouldft  thou  be 
(As  Chaftity  forbid  !)  falfe  to  my  bed, 
I  Ihould  lament  my  fortune,  perhaps  punifh 
Thy  falfhood,  and  then  ftudy  to  forget  thee : 
But  that  which,  like  a  never-emptied  fpring, 
Feeds  high  the  torrent  of  my  fwelling  grief, 
Is  what  my  country  fufrers  ;  there's  a  ground 
"Where  forrow  may  be  planted,  and  fpring  up 
Thro'  yielding  rage,  and  womanifh  defpair, 
And  yet  not  fhame  the  owner. 

Jul.  I  do  believe  it  true ; 
Yet  1  mould  think  myfelf  a  happy  woman, 
If,  in  this  general  and  timely  mourning, 
I  might  or  give  to  you,  or  elfe  receive, 
A  little  lawful  comfort. 
Vir.  Thy  difcretion 

In  this  may  anfwer  for  me :  Look  on  Naples, 
The  country  where  we  both  were  born  and  bred ; 
Naples,  the  Paradife  of  Italy, 
As  that  is  of  the  earth  j  Naples,  that  was 
The  fweet  retreat  of  all  the  worthieft  Romans, 
When  they  had  fhar'd  the  Ipoils  of  the  whole  world  j 
This  flourifhing  kingdom,  whofe  inhabitants, 
For  wealth  and  bravery,  liv'd  like  petty  kings ; 
Made  fubject  now  to  fuch  a  tyranny, 
As  that  fair  city  that  receiv'd  her  name 
From  Conftantine  the  Great,  now  in  the  power 
Of  barbarous  infidels,  may  forget  her  own, 
To  look  with  pity  on  our  miferies  ; 
So  far  in  our  calamities  we  tranfcend  her  : 
For  fmce  this  Arragonian  tyrant,  Ferrand, 
Seiz'd  on  the  government,  there's  nothing  left  us 

That 
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That  we  can  call  our  own,  but  our  afflictions. 

Jul.  And  hardly  thofe  j  the  king's  ftrange  cruelty 
Equals  all  precedents  of  tyranny. 

Vir.  Equals,  fay  you  '  ? 

He  has  out-gone  the  word :  Compar'd  to  him, 
Nor  Phalaris,  nor  Dionyfius, 
Caligula,  nor  Nero  can  be  mention'd. 
They  yet  as  kings  abus'd  their  regal  power, 
This  as  a  merchant  ;  all  the  country's  fat 
He  wholly  does  engrofs  unto  himfeif : 
Our  oils  he  buys  at  his  own  price,  then  fells  them 
To  us  at  dearer  rates ;  our  plate  and  jewels, 
Under  a  feign'd  pretence  of  public  ufe, 
He  borrows;  which  denied,  his  inflruments  force. 
The  races  of  our  horfes  he  takes  from  us  % 
Yet  keeps  them  in  our  paftures ;  rapes  of  matrons, 
And  virgins,  are  too  frequent ;  never  man 
Yet  thank'd  him  for  a  pardon ;  for  religion, 
It  is  a  thing  he  dreams  not  of. 

Jul    I've  heard, 

(How  true  it  is  I  know  not)  that  he  fold 
The  biihoprick  of  Tarent  to  a  Jew, 
For  thirteen  thoufand  ducats. 

Fir.  I  was  prefent, 

And  faw  the  money  paid.     The  day  would  leave  me 
Ere  I  could  number  out  his  impious  actions, 
Or  what  the  miferable  fubject  fufters  : 
And  can  you  entertain,  in  fuch  a  time, 

1  Equall,  fay  you  f]  Amended  by  Symplon. 
1  The  races  «f  our  horfes  he  takes  from  us, 
Tft  keeps  them  in  our  pajiurn.']  Sevvard  fuppofes  the  ttord  races 

corrupt,  and  fays,  '  The  old  folio  reads  rafet,  fo  that  the  prefent 
reading  is  probably  only  a  conjecture.  But  as  it  has  pofieffion  I 
would  not  difturb  it,  only  offer  the  following  conjedures  to  the 
reader's  choice.  The  choice/f,  or  the  braveft,  or  the  rarefi,  or  the 
racers  of  our  horfes.  The  Neapolitan  horfes  are  light,  and  if  this 
laft  is  not  thought  too  ftiff,  it  feems  to  bid  fair  for  having  been  the 
original.'  There  is  fomething  rather  hard  in  the  text ;  but  the  Poet 

feems  to  mean,  that  the  tyrant  takes  from  his  fubjefts  the*/*  of  the 

horfes,  which  he  obliges  them  to  maintain.     The  labour  of  a  horle 

may  in  poetry  be  called  his  ract. 

A  thought 


THE   DOUBLE   MARRIAGE.    109 

A  thought  of  dalliance  ?  Tears,  and  fighs,  and  groans, 
Would  better  now  become  you. 

Jul.  They  indeed  are 
The  only  weapons  our  poor  fex  can  ufe, 
When  we  are  injur*d  -,  and  they  may  become  us : 
But  for  men,  that  were  born  free,  men  of  rank, 
(That  would  be  regifter'd  fathers  of  their  country^ 
And  to  have  on  their  tombs,  in  golden  letters, 
The  noble  ftile  of  c  Tyrant-killers'  written) 
To  weep  like  fools  and  women,  and  not  like  wife  men 
To  pradliie  a  redrefs,  deferves  a  name 
Which  fits  not  me  to  give, 

Vir.  Thy  grave  reproof, 
If  what  thou  doftdefire  were  poffible 
To  be  effected,  might  well  argue  it 
As  wife  as  loving-,  but  if  you  confider, 
With  what  ftrong  guards  this  tyrant  is  defended, 
Ruffians,  and  male-contents  drawn  from  all  quarters, 
That  only  know  to  ferve  his  impious  will ; 
The  citadels  built  by  him  in  the  neck 
Of  this  poor  city  •,  the  invincible  ftrength 
Nature,  by  Art  aflifted,  gave  this  caftle  ; 
And  above  all  his  fear  •,  admitting  no  man 
To  fee  him,  but  unarm'd,  it  being  death 
For  any  to  approach  him  with  a  weapon; 
You  muft  confefs,  unlefs  our  hands  were  cannons. 
To  batter  down  thefe  walls  \  our  weak  breath  mines, 
To  blow  his  forts  up  ;  or  our  curfes  lightning, 
To  force  a  paffage  to  him,  and  then  blad  him ; 
Our  power  is  like  to  yours,  and  we,  like  you, 
Weep  our  misfortunes. 

Jul.  Walls  of  brafs  refill  not 
A  noble  undertaking-,  nor  can  Vice 
Raife  any  bulwark,  to  make  good  the  place 
Where  Virtue  feeks  to  enter :  Then  to  fall 
In  luch  a  brave  attempt,  were  fuch  an  honour 
That  Brutus,  did  he  live  again,  would  envy. 
Were  my  dead  father  in  you,  and  my  brothers, 
Nay,  all  the  anceftors  I  am  deriv'd  from, 

(As 
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(As  you,  in  being  what  you  are,  are  all  thefe) 
I'd  rather  wear  a  mourning  garment  for  you, 
And  mould  be  more  proud  of  my  widowhood, 
You  dying  for  the  freedom  of  this  country, 
Than  if  I  were  aflur'd  I  mould  enjoy 
A  perpetuity  of  life  and  pleafure 
With  you,  the  tyrant  living. 

Fir.  'Till  this  minute, 

I  never  heard  thee  fpeak  !  Oh,  more  than  woman, 
And  more  to  be  belov'd  !  can  I  find  out 
A  cabinet  to  lock  a  fecret  in, 
Of  equal  truft  to  thee  ?  All  doubts  and  fears, 
That  fcandalize  your  fex,  be  far  from  me  ! 
Thou  fhalt  partake  my  near  and  deareft  counfels, 
And  further  them  with  thine. 

Jul.  I  will  be  faithful. 

Vir.  Know  then,  this  day  (ftand  Heav'n  propitious 

to  us) 
Our  liberty  begins. 

Jul.  In  Ferrand's  death  ? 

Vir.  'Tis  plotted,  love,  and  ftrongly ;  and,  believe  if, 
For  nothing  elfe  could  do  it,  'twas  the  thought 
How  to  proceed  in  this  defign,  and  end  it, 
That  made  ftrange  my  embraces. 

Jul.  Curs'd  be  me 

That's  fo  indulgent  to  her  own  delights, 
That,  for  their  fatisfaction,  would  give 
A  ftop  to  fuch  a  glorious  enterprize  ! 
For  me,  I  would  not  for  the  world,  I  had  been 
Guilty  of  fuch  a  crime :  Go  on,  and  profper ! 
Go  on,  my  deareft  lord !  I  love  your  honour 
Above  my  life ;  nay,  yours.    My  prayers  go  with  you ; 
Which  I  will  ftrengthen  with  my  tears.     The  wrongs 
Of  this  poor  country,  edge  your  fword  !  oh,  may  it 
Pierce  deep  into  this  tyrant's  heart  !  and  then 
Vv  hen  you  return,  bath'd  in  his  guilty  blood, 
I'll  wafh  you  clean  with  fountains  of  truejoy. 
But  who  are  your  afliftants  ?  tho'  I  am 
So  covetous  of  your  glory,  that  I  could  wifh 

You 
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You  had  no  fharer  in  it.  [Knock. 

Vir.  Be  not  curious. 

They  come  •,  however  you  command  my  bofom, 
To  them  I  would  not  have  you  feen. 

JuL  I'm  gone,  Sir. 
Be  confident ;  and  may  my  refolution 
Be  prefent  with  you  !  [Exit, 

Vir.  Such  a  mafculine  fpirit, 
With  more  than  woman's  virtues,  were  a  dower 
To  weigh  down  a  king's  fortune. 

Enter  Briffonet,  Camillo,  and  Ronvere. 

BriJ.  Good  day  to  you  ! 

Cam.  You  are  an  early  ftirrer. 

Vir.  What  new  face 
Bring  you  along  ? 

Ronv.  If  I  ftand  doubted,  Sir, 
As  by  your  looks  I  guefs  it,  you  much  injure 
A  man  that  loves,  and  truly  loves,  this  country, 
With  as  much  zeal  as  you  do ;  one  that  hates 
The  prince  by  whom  it  fuffers,  and  as  deadly ; 
One  that  dares  ftep  as  far  to  gain  my  freedom, 
As  any  he  that  breathes ;  that  wears  a  fword 
As  fliarp  as  any's. 

Cam.  Nay,  no  more  companions. 

Ronv.  What  you  but  whifper,  I  dare  fpeak  aloud, 
Stood  the  king  by  •,  have  means  to  put  in  a6t  too, 
What  you  but  coldly  plot :  If  this  deferve  then 
Sufpicion  in  the  beft,  the  boldeft,  wifeft, 
Purfue  your  own  intents  ;  I'll  follow  minej 
And  if  I  not  out-ftrip  you 

BriJ.  Be  aflur'd,  Sir, 
A  confidence  J  like  this  can  never  be 
Allied  to  treachery. 

Cam.  Who  durft  fpeak  fo  much, 
But  one  that  is,  like  us,  a  fufferer, 

3  A  confcience  like  this,  &c.]  That  this  paflage  is  corrupt  will  not 
admit  of  a  doubt.  We  have  ventured  to  fubilitute  the  word  confident 
for  confcience, 

And 
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And  (lands  as  we  affected  ? 

Vir.  You  are  cozen'd, 
And  all  undone  !  Ev'ry  intelligencer 
Speaks  treafon  with  like  licence.     Is  not  this 
Ronvere,  that  hath  for  many  years  been  train'd 
In  Ferrand's  fchool,  a  man  in  truftand  favour, 
Rewarded  too,  and  highly  ? 

Cam.  Grant  all  this, 

The  thought  of  what  he  was,  being  as  he  is  now, 
A  man  difgrac'd,  and  with  contempt  thrown  off, 
Will  fpur  him  to  revenge,  as  fwift  as  they 
That  never  were  in  favour. 

Vir.  Poor  and  childifh  ! 

Brif.  His  regiment  is  caft,  that  is  mod  certain ; 
And  his  command  i'th'  caftle  given  away. 

Cam.  That  on  my  knowledge. 

Vir.  Groffer  ftill !  What  (hepherd 
Would  yield  the  poor  remainder  of  his  flock 
To  a  known  wolf,  tho'  he  put  on  the  habit 
Of  a'moft  faithful  dog,  and  bark  like  one, 
As  this  but  only  talks  ? 

Cam*  Yes,  he  has  means  too. 

Vir.  I  know  it  to  my  grief,  weak  men,  I  know  it ! 
To  make  his  peace,  if  there  were  any  war 
Between  him  and  his  matter4,  by  betraying 
Our  innocent  lives. 

Rmi3\  You're  too  fufpicious, 
And  I  have  borne  too  much,  beyond  my  temper : 
Take  your  own  ways  !  I'll  leave  you. 

Vir.  You  may  (lay  now  ; 

You  have  enough,  and  all  indeed  you  fifh'd  for. 
But  one  word,  gentlemen  :  Have  you  dilcover'd 
To  him  alone  our  plot  ? 

Brif.  To  him,  and  others 
That  are  at  his  devotion. 

Vir.  Worfe  and  worfe  ! 


*  His  mafler,   betraying  ]   1  have  inierteu  by  in   the  text  againft 
the  Authority  of  all  the  editions.     This  pafTage  is  deficient  without 

Sjmpfon. 

For 
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For  were  he  only  confcious  of  our  purpofe, 
Tho'  with  the  breach  of  hofpitable  laws, 
In  my  own  houfe  I'd.filence  him  for  ever : 
But  what  is  pad  my  help  is  pad  my  care. 
I  have  a  life  to  lofe. 

Cam.  Have  better  hopes. 

Ronv.  And  when  you  know;  with  what  charge  I 

have  further'd 

Your  noble  undertaking^  you  will  fwear  me 
Another  man  •,  the  guards  I  have  corrupted, 
And  of  the  choice  of  all  our  nobleit  youths, 
Attir'd  like  virgins,  fuch  as  hermits  would 
Welcome  to  their  fad  cells,  prepar'd  a  mafque; 
As  done  for  the  king's  pleafure. 

Vir.  For  his  fafety 
I  rather  fear ;  and  as  a  pageant  td 
Umer  our  ruin. 

Ronv.  We,  as  torch-bearers, 
Will  wait  on  thefe ;  but  with  fuch  art  and  cunning 
I  have  convey'd  fharp  poniards  in  the  wax, 
That  we  may  pafs,  tho'  fearch'd,  thro'  all  his  guards 
Without  fufpicion,  and  in  all  his  glory 
Opprefs  him,  and  with  fafety. 

Cam.  'Tis  mod  ftrange - 

Vir.  To  be  effeaed. 

Ronv.  You  are  doubful  ftill. 

EriJ.  But  we  refolv'd  to  follow  him  3  and  if  you 
Defiit  now,  Virolet,  we'll  fay  'tis  fear, 
Rather  than  providence. 

Cam.  And  fo  we  leave  you [Exeunt;, 

Enter  Juliana. 

Jul.  To  your  wife  doubts,  and  to  my  better  counfelfc 
Oh  !  pardon  me,  my  lord,  and  truft  me  too ; 
Let  me  not,  like  CafTandra,  prophefy  truths, 
And  never  be  believ'd,  before  the  mifchief ; 
I  have  heard  all,  know  this  Ronvere  a  villain,*  . 
A  villain  that  hath  tempted  me,  and  plotted 
This  for  your  ruin,  only  to  make  way 

.VOL.  VII.  H  ?$ 
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To  his  hopes  in  my  embraces  •,  at  more  leifure> 
I  will  acquaint  you  wherefore  I  conceal'd  it 
To  this  laft  minute;  if  you  ftay,  you're  loft, 
And  alKprevemion  too  late.     J  know, 
And  'tis  to  me  known  only,  a  dark  cave 
Within  this  houfe,  a  part  of  my  poor  dower, 
Where  you  may  lie  conceal'd,  as  in  the  center, 
'Till  this  rough  blaft  be  o'er.    Where  there  is  air, 
More  than  to  keep  in  life,  Ferrand  will  find  you  j 
So  curious  his  fears  are. 

Fir.  'Tis  better  fall 

Than  hide  my  head  now,  ('twas  thine  own  advice) 
My  friends  engag'd  too. 

JuL  You  ftand  further  bound, 
Than  to  weak  men  that  have  betray'd  themfelves, 
Or  to  my  counfel,  tho'  then  juft  and  loyal : 
Your  fancy  hath  been  good,  but  not  your  judgment 
In  choice  of  fuch  to  fide  you.    Will  you  leap 
From  a-fteep  tower,  becaufe  a  defp'rate  fool 
Does  it,  and  trufts  the  wind  to  lave  his  hazard  ? 
There's  more  expected  from  you  ;  all  mens'  eyes 
Are  fix'd  on  Virolet,  to  help,  not  hurt  them  : 
Make  good  their  hopes  and  ours  !  You  have  fworn 

often, 

That  you  dare  credit  me,  and  allow'd  me  wife, 
Altho'  a  woman  ;  e'en  kings  in  great  actions 
Wait  opportunity,  and  fo  mult  you,  Sir,, 
Or  lofe  your  underftanding  s. 

Vir.  Thou  art  conftant  •, 
I  an  uncertain  fool,  a  moft  blind  fool : 
JBe  thou  my  guide. 

$  Lofe  your  underflanding.j  This  place  feems  to  want  an  helping 
hand.  I  would  propofe  reading  undertaking.  Kings  wait  oppor- 
tunity to  perform  their  defigns  in,  and  fo  mull  you,  othenvife  you 
will  lofe  your  undertaking.  For  'tis  not  the  underftandivg  but  under- 
taking which  would  be  loft.  Sjmpfon. 

The  text  is  right,  and  only  mean?,  «  It  would  bemadnefs  to  think 
*  you  mult  not,  like  others,  be  guided  by  the  opportunity.'  His 
anfwer  confirms  this.  Lofe  your  under]] anting  rruw,  without  violence, 
be  taken  in  this  fenfe. 

JuL 
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Jitl.  If  I  fail  to  direcl  you, 
For  tormentor  reward,  when  I  am  wretched, 
May  conftancy  forfake  me  ! 

Vir.  I've  my  fafety.  [pxeunf. 

Enter  Cajlruccio  and  Villio*. 

ViL  Why  are  you  rapt  thus  ? 

Caft.  Peace,  thou  art  a  fool. 

Vil.  But  if  I  were  a  flatterer,  like  your  worfhip, 
1  fhould  be  wife,  and  rich  too : 
There  are  few  elfe  that  profper,  bawds  excepted, 
They  hold  an  equal  place  there. 

Caft.  A  Ihrewd  knave ! 
But  oh,  the  king,  the  happy  king  ! 

Vil.  Why  happy  ? 
In  bearing  a  great  burthen  ? 

Caft.  What  bears  he, 
That's  borne  on  princes'  moulders  ? 

Vil.  A  crown's  weight, 

Which  fets  more  heavy  on  his  head,  thari  th*  ore 
Slaves  dig  out  of  the  mines,  of  which  'tis  made. 

Caft.  Thou  worthily  art  his  fool,  to  think  that  heavy 
That  carries  him  i'  th'  air :  The  rev'rence  due 
To  that  mod  facred  gold  makes  him  ador'd, 
His  footfteps  kifs'd ;  his  fmiles  to  raife  a  beggar  6 
To  a  lord's  fortune ;  and,  when  he  but  frowns, 
The  city  quakes 

Vil.  Or  the  poor  cuckolds  in  it, 
Coxcombs  I  mould  fay.     I  am  of  a  fool 
Grown  a  philofopher,  to  hear  this  parafite. 

Caft.  The  delicates  he's  ferv'd  with,  fee  and  envy— 

Vil.  I'd  rather  have  an  onion  with  a  ftomach, 
Than  thefe  without  one. 

Caft.  The  celeftial  mufick, 

Such  as  the  motion  of  the  eternal  fpheres       \Mufuk. 
Yields  Jove  when  he  drinks  neftar 

Vil.  Here's  a  fine  knave  ! 

6  His/mat's  to  raife  a  beggar.]  Symplon  reads,  His  Jtniht  do  raife 
ktiar. 

H*  Yet 
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Yet  hath  too  many  fellows. 

Cafe.  Then  the  beauties, 

That  with  variety  of  choice  embraces  \$befe  pafs  over. 
Renew  his  age 

Vil.  Help  him  to  crouch  rather, 
And   the  French   cringe ;  they're  excellent  furgeons 
that  way. 

Caft.  Oh,  majefty  !  let  others  think  of  Heaven, 
While  I  contemplate  thee. 

Vil.  This  is  not  atheifm, 
But  court  obfervance. 

Caft.  Now  the  god  appears, 
Ufher'd  with  earthquakes. 

Vil.  Bafe  idolatry  !  \FkuriJb. 

Enter  F errand,  Guard,  Women,  and  Servants. 

Per.  Thefe  meats  are  poifon'd  !  hang  the  cooks  ! — 
No  note  more,  [To  the  mufick.. 

On  forfeit  of  your  fingers  !  do  you  envy  me 
A  minute's  llumber  ? — What  are  thefe? 

I  Guard.  The  ladies 
Appointed  by  your  majefty. 

Per.  To  th*  purpofe  ! 
For  what  appointed  ? 

i  Guard.  For  your  Grace's  pleafure. 

Per.  To  fuck  away  the  little  blood  is  left  me, 
By  my  continual  cares !  I  am  not  apt  now  : 
Enjoy  them  firft,  tafte  of  my  diet  once  j 
And,  your  turns  ferv'd,  for  fifty  crowns  a-piece 
Their  huibands  may  redeem  them. 

IVcmen.  Great  Sir,  mercy  ! 

Ftr.  I'm  deaf.     Why  flare  you  ?  Is  what  we  com- 
mand 

To  be  difputed  ?  Who's  this  ?  Bring  you  the  dead 
T'  upbraid  me  to  my  face  ? 

Co/}.  Hold,  emperor! 
Hold,  mightieft  of  kings !  I  am  thy  vafTal, 
Thy  foot-ftool,  that  durit  not  prefume  to  look 
On  thy  offended  face, 

Per. 
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per.  Caftruccio,  rife. 

Caft.  Let  not  the  lightning  of  thy  eye  confume  me, 
Nor  hear  that  mufical  tongue  in  dreadful  thunder, 
That  fpeaks  all  mercy. 

Vil.  Here's  no  flattering  rogue ! 
,    Caft.  Ferrand,  that  is  the  father  of  his  people, 
The  glory  of  mankind 

Per.  No  more,  no  word  more ! 
And  while  I  tell  my  troubles  to  myfelf, 
Be  flatues  without  motion  or  voice  : 
Tho'  to  be  flatter'd  is  an  itch  to  greatnefs, 
It  now  offends  me. 

Vil.  Here's  the  happy  man ! 
But  fpeak  who  dares. 

Per.  When  I  was  innocent, 
I  yet  remember  I  could  cat  and  fleep, 
Walk  unafFrighted  j  but  now  terrible 
To  others,  my  guards  can't  keep  fear  from  me ; 
It  ftill  purfues  me  j  oh,  my  wounded  confcience  ! 
The  bed  I  woiud  reft  in  is  ftuff'd  with  thorns ; 
The  ground's  ftrew'cl  o'er  with  adders,   and  with 

afpicks, 

Where-e'er  I  fet  my  foot :  But  I  am  in, 
And  what  was  got  with  cruelty,  with  blood 
M«ft  be  defended.    Tho'  this  life's  a  hell, 
I  fear  a  worfe  hereafter.     Ha ! 

Enter  Ronvere  and  Guard. 
Rcnv.  My  lord .! 
Per.  Welcome,  Ronvere!   welcome,  my  golden 

plummet, 

With  which  I  found  mine  enemies' depths  Endangers! 
Haft  thou  difcover'd  ? 

Ronv.  All  as  you  could  wifh,  Sir, 
The  plot,  and  the  contrivers ;  was  made  one 
Of  the  confpiracy. 
Per.  Is  Virolet  in  ? 

Ronv.  The  head  of  all :  He  only  fcented  me ; 
And,  from  his  fear  that  I  play'd  falfe,  is  fled ; 

H  3  The 
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The  reft  I  have  in  fetters. 

Per.  Death  and  hell ! 
Next  to  my  mortal  foe,  the  pirate  Seflfe, 
I  aim'd  at  him !  He's  virtuous,  and  wile, 
A  lover  of  his  freedom  and  his  country's ; 
Dangerous  to  fuch  as  govern  by  the  fword, 
And  fo  to  me. — No  track  which  way  he  went  ? 
No  means  to  overtake  him  ? 

Ronv.  There's  fome  hope  left ; 
But  with  a  rough  hand  to  be  feiz'd  upon. 

Per.  What  is't  ? 

Ronv.  If  any  know  or  where  he  is, 
Or  which  way  he  is  fled,  it  is  his  wife: 
Her,  with  his  father,  I  have  apprehended, 
And  brought  among  the  reft, 

Per.  'Twas  wifely  order'd : 
Go  fetch  them  in,  and  let  my  executioners 
Appear  in  horror  with  the  rack.  [Exit  Ronv. 

ViL  I  take  it,  fignor, 
This  is  no  time  for  you  to  flatter,  or  me 
To  fool  in. 

Cftft.  Thou  art  wife  in  this  :  Let's  orFj 
It  is  unfafe  to  be  near  Jove  when  he 
Begins  to  thunder. 

Vil.  Good  morality  !  [Exeunt  ViL  &  Cajl. 

per.  I  that  have  pierc'd  into  the  hearts  of  men  j 
Forced  them  to  lay  open  with  my  looks 
Secrets,  whofe  leaft  difcovery  was  death ; 
Will  rend,  for  what  concerns  my  life,  the  fortrefs 
Of  a  weak  woman's  faith. 

Enter  Ronvere,  Guard,  and  Executioners  with  a  rack, 

Camillo,  BriJJbnet,  Pandutyho,  and  Juliana. 
Cam.  Whate'er  we  fuffer, 
The  weight  that  loads  a  traitor's  heart,  fit  ever 
Heavy  on  thine ! 

Brif.  As  we  are  caught  by  thee, 
Fall  thou  by  others ! 

Rcnv.  Piih  !  poor  fools,  your  curfes 

Will 
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•Will  ne'er  reach  me. 

Jul.  Now,  by  my  Virolet's  life, 
Father,  this  is  a  glorious  ftage  of  murder! 
Here  are  fine  properties  too7,  and  fuch  fpectators 
As  will  expect  good  action  !  To  the  life 
Let  us  perform  our  parts ;  and  we  fhall  live 
Whenthefe  are  rotten.  'Would we  might  begin  once! 
Are  you  the  mafter  of  the  company  ? 
Troth,  you  are  tedious  now. 
Fer.  She  does  deride  me. 
Jul.  Thee  and  thy  power !  If  one  poor  fyllable 
Could  win  me  an  affurance  of  thy  favour, 
I  would  not  fpeak  it ;  I  defire  to  be 
The  great  example  of  thy  cruelty, 
To  whet  which  on,  know,  Ferrand,  I  alone 
Can  make  difcovery  where  my  Virolet  is, 
Whole  life  I  know  thon  aim'ft  at :  But  if  tortures 
Compel  me  to't,  may  hope  of  Heav'n  forfake  me  1 
I  dare  thy  word. 

Fer.  Are  we  contensn'd  ? 
Jul.  Thou  art, 

Thou  and  thy  minifters  !  My  life  is  thine; 
But  in  the  death  the  victory  fhall  be  mine. 

Pand.    We've  fuch  a  miftrefs  here  to  teach  us 

courage, 
That  cowards  might  learn  from  her. 

Fer.  You  are  flow  !  [She  is  put  on  the  rack. 

Begin  the  fcene.     Thou  miferabk  fool, 

For  fo  I'll  make  thee 

JuL  Tis  not  in  thy  reach ; 
I'm  happy  in  my  fufferings,  thou  moft  wretched, 
Fer.  So  brave?  I'll  tame  you  yet.  Pluck  harder8, 

villains  ! 
Is  fhe  infenfible  ?  no  figh  nor  groan  ? 

"  properties.']  A   term  much  ufed  at  the  play-houfes  for  the 

habitj  and  implements  neceffiry  for  the  reprefentation.       Sympfon, 

8  Pluck  hard,  •villains.]  The  meafure  here  as  well  as  fenfe  cal!  for 
the  alteration,  which  both  Mr.  Theobald  and  myfelf  had  lighted  on, 
and  \vhich  I  have  thought  proper  to  Hand  in  the  text.       Symp/on. 
H  4  'Or 
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Or  is  fhe  dead  ? 

Jul.  No,  tyrant !  tho'  I  fuffer 
More  than  a  woman,  beyond  flefh  and  blood., 
'Tis  in  a  caufe  fo  honourable,  that  I  fcorn, 
With  any  fign,  that  may  exprefs  a  forrow, 
To  ihew  I  do  repent. 

Per.  Confefs  yet,  and 
Thou  fhalt  be  fafe. 

JuL  'Tis  wrapt  up  in  my  foul, 
From  whence  thou  canft  not  force  it. 

Per.  I  will  be 
Ten  days  a-killing  thee. 

Jul.  Be  twenty  thoufand  -, 
My  glory  lives  the  longer. 

Ronv.  'Tis  a  miracle  ! 
She  tires  thp  executioners,  and  me. 

Per.  Unloofe  her;  I  am  conquer'd.— I  muft  take 
Some  other  way. —Reach  her  my  chair,  in  honour 
Of  her  invincible  fortitude. 

Ronv.  Will  you  not 
Difpatch  the  reft  ? 

Per.  When  I  feem  merciful, 
Affure  thyfelf,  Ronvere,  I  am  moft  cruel. — 
Thou  wonder  of  thy  fex,  and  of  this  nation, 
That  haft  chang'd  my  feverity  to  mercy, 
Not  to  thyfelf  alone,  but  to  thy  people, 
(In  which  J  do  include  thefe  men)  my  enemies! 
Unbind  them. 

Pand.  This  is  ftrange  ! 

Per.  For  your  intent 

Againft  my  life,  which  you  dare  not  deny, 
J  only  afk  one  fervice. 

Cam.  Above  hope  ! 

Per.  There  rides  a  pirate  near,  the  Duke  of  Se/Te, 
My  enemy  and  this  country's,  that  in  bonds 
Holds  my  dear  friend  Afcanio  :  Free  this  friend, 
Or  bring  the  pirate's  head,  befides  your  pardon, 
And  honour  of  the  aftion,  your  reward 
Is  forty  thoufand  ducats :  And  becaufc 

I  know 
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I  know  that  Virolet  is  as  bold  as  wife, 
Be  he  your  general.     As  pledge  of  your  faith, 
That  you  will  undertake  it,  let  this  old  man 
And  this  moft  conftant  matron  flay  with  me, 
Of  whom,  as  of  myfelf,  I  will  be  careful. 
She  lhall  direft  you  where  her  hufband  is. 
Make  choice  of  any  fhip  you  think  moft  ufeful  j 
They  are  rigg'd  for  you. 

[Exeunt  Guard,  with  Juliana  and  Pandulpho. 

Brif.  We  with  joy  accept  it. 

Cam.  And  will  proclaim  king  Ferrand  merciful. 
\Exeunt  Brif.  and  Cam. 

Ronv.  The  myftery  of  this,  my  lord  ?  or  are  you 
Chang'd  in  your  nature  ? 

Per.  I'll  make  thee  private  to  it : 
The  lives  of  thefe  weak  men,  and  defperate  woman, 
Would  no  way  have  fecur'd  me,  had  I  took  them; 
'Tis  Virolet  I  aim  at ;  he  has  power, 
And  knows  to  hurt.     If  they  encounter  Sefle, 
And  he  prove  conqueror,  I  am  afiur'd 
They'll  find  no  mercy ;  if  that  they  prove  victors, 
I  ihall  recover,  with  my  friend,  his  head 
I  moil  defire  of  all  men. 

Ronv.  Now  I  have  it. 

Per.  I'll  make  thee  underftand  the  drift  of  all ; 
So  we  ftand  fure,  thus  much  for  thofe  that  fall !  [Exe. 


ACT  II. 

Enter  Boatfivain  and  Gunner. 
BoatJ.  T    AY    her  before  the  wind;   up  with  her 

I  y  canvas, 

And  let  her  work !  the  wind  begins  to  whittle, 
Clap  all  her  ftreamers  on,  and  let  her  dance, 
As  if  fhe  were  the  minion  of  the  ocean ! 
Let  her  beftride  the  billows  'till  they  roar, 
And  curl  their  wanton  heads !  Ho,  below  there ! 

Sailors 
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Sailors  \wltbin\.  Ho,  ho! 

Boat/.  Lay  her  North  -Eaft,  and  thru  ft  her  mizen  out ; 
The  day  grows  fair  and  clear,  and  the  wind  courts  us. 
Oh,  for  a  lufty  fail  now,  to  give  chafe  to  ! 

Gun.  Aftubborn  bark,  that  would  but  bear  up  to  us, 
And  change  a  broadfide  bravely ! 

Boatf.  Where's  the  Duke  ? 

Gun.  I  have  not  feen  him  ftir  to-day. 

Boatf.  Oh,  Gunner, 

What  bravery  dwells  in  his  age,  and  what  valour ! 
And  to  his  friends,  what  gentlenefs  and  bounty ! 
How  long  have  we  been  inhabitants  at  fea  here  ? 

Gun.  Some  fourteen  years. 

Boatf.  By  fourteen  lives  I  fwear  then, 
This  element  ne'er  nourifh'd  fuch  a  pirate, 
So  great,  fo  fearlefs,  and  fo  fortunate, 
So  patient  in  his  want,  in  aft  fo  valiant ! 
How  many  fail  of  well-mann'd  {hips  before  us, 
As  the  bonito  does  the  flying  fifli, 
Have  we  purfued  and  fcour'd,  that,  to  out-ftrip  us, 
They  have  been  fain  to  hang  their  very  fhirts  on  ! 
What  gallies  have  we  bang'd,  and  funk,  and  taken, 
Whofe«only  fraughts  were  fire  and  Hern  defiance, 
And  nothing  fpoke  but  bullet  in  all  thefe ! 
How  like  old  Neptune  have  I  feen  our  general 
Standing  i'th*  poop,  and  tolling  his  fteel  trident,  , 
Commanding  both  the  fea  and  winds  to  ferve  him  ! 

Gun.   His  daughter  too  (which  is  the  honour, 

Boatfwain, 
Of  all  her  fex)  that  martial  maid 

Bcatf.  A  brave  wench ! 

Gun.  How  oftentimes,  a  fight  being  new  begun, 
Has  lhe  leap'ddown,  and  took  my  linftock  from  me, 
And  crying,  c  Now  fly  right,'  fir'd  all  my  chafers ! 
Then,  like  the  image  of  the  warlike  goddefs, 
Her  target  brac'd  upon  her  arm,  her  {word  drawn, 
And  anger  in  her  eyes,  leap'd  up  again, 
And  bravely  hail'd  the  bark ;  I've  wonder'd,  Boatfwain, 
That  in  a  body  made  fo  delicate, 

So 
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So  foft  for  fweet  embraces,  fo  much  fire, 
And  manly  foul,  not  ftarting  at  a  danger 

Boat/.  Her  noble  father  got  her  in  his  fury. 
And  fo  flie  proves  a  foldier. 

Gun.  This  too  I  wonder  at, 
Taking  fo  many  ftrangers  as  he  does, 
He  ufes  them  with  that  refpect  and  coolnefs, 
Not  making  prize,  but  only  borrowing 
What  may  fupply  his  want;  nor  that  for  nothing j 
But  renders  back  what  they  may  (land  in  need  of, 
And  then  parts  lovingly  :  Where,  if  he  take 
His  countryman,  that  mould  be  neareft  to  him, 
And  (land  moft  free  from  danger,  he  fure  pays  for't; 
He  drowns  or  hangs  the  men,  ranfacks  the  bark, 
Then  gives  her  up  a  bonfire  to  his  fortune. 

Boatf.  The  wrongs  he  has  receiv'd  from  that  dull 

country 

(That's  all  I  know)  have  purchas'd  all  his  cruelty-, 
We  fare  the  better,    Cheerly,  cheerly,  boys  ! 
The  mip  runs  merrily  ;  my  captain's  melancholy, 
And  nothing  cures  that  in  him  but  a  fea-fight : 
I  hope  to  meet  a  fail,  boy,  and  a  right  one. 

Gun.  That's  my  hope  too;  I'm  ready  for  the  paftime. 

Boatf.  P  th'  mean  time,  let's  bcftow  along  upon  him, 
To  make  him  from  his  dumps,  and  bid  good  day  to 

him, 
Ho,  in  the  hold  ! 

Enter  a  Boy, 

Boy.  Here,  here. 

Boatf.  To  th'  main-top,  Boy ! 
An  thou  ken'ft  a  mip  that  dares  defy  us, 
Here's  gold. 

Boy.  pm  gone,  [Exii. 

Boatf.  Come,  Sirs,  a  quaint  levet,   [Trump,  a  levet. 
To  waken  our  brave  general !  Then  to  our  labour  ! 

JLnter  Duke  ofSeJfe  (above),  and  Martia  like  an  Amazon. 
Duke.  I  thank  you,  loving  mates,  I  thank  you  all ! 

There's 
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There's  to  prolong  your  mirth;  and  good  morrow  to 
you  ! 

Mart.  Take  this  from  me ;  you're  honeil,  valiant 

friends, 
And  fuch  we  muft  make  much  of.    Not  a  fail  ilirring  ? 

Gun.  Not  any  within  ken  yet. 

Boatf.  Without  doubt,  lady, 
The  wind  {landing  fo  fair  and  full  upon  us, 
We  mail  have  fport  anon.     But,  noble  general, 
Why  are  you  ilill  fo  fad  ?  You  take  our  edge  off  j 
You  make  us  dull  and  fpiritlefs. 

Duke.  I'll  tell  ye, 

Becaufe  I  will  provoke  ye  to  be  fortunate  ; 
For  when  you  know  my  cauie,  'twill  double  arm  you : 
This  woman  never  knew  it  yet,  my  daughter  ; 
Some  difcon tents  me  has. 

Mart.  Pray,  Sir,  go  forward. 

Duke.  Thefe  fourteen  years,  I've  ftored  it  here  at  fea% 
Wrhere  the  moil  curious  thought  could  never  lincl  it. 

Boatf.  Call  up  the  Mailer,  and  all  the  mates. 

Enter  (below)  Mafccr  and  Sailors. 

Duke.  Good  morrow  ! 

Mafter.  Good  morrow  to  our  general ,  a  good  one  ! 
And  to  th?rt  noble  lady  all  good  wifhes  ! 

Mart.  I  thank  you,   Mailer. 

Duke.  Mark  me  !  thus  it  is  then ; 
Which  I  did  never  think  to  have  difcover'd, 
Till  full  revenge  had  wooed  me;  but,  to  fatisfy 
My  faithful  friends,  thus  I  caft  off  my  burthen. 
In  that  fhort  time  I  was  a  courtier, 
And  follow'd  that  moil  hated  of  all  princes, 
Ferrand,  the  full  example  of  all  miichiefs, 
(Compell'd  to  follow  to  my  foul  a  ftranger) 

9  1  have  ftored  /'/  here  atfea.]  Thus  the  o&avo,  and  it  may  be 
right ;  the  edition  of  1 647  gives  it  thus, 

I've  itoeil  here  atfea. 

I  conjcaure  we  ftiould  read  with  a  fmall  addition,  jiotned.     So  a  little 
Iqsyej  ue  Matter  fays,  Down  ivit/j  'em,  fio<w  \m  in.         Sjmpfcn. 

It 
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It  was  my  chance  one  day  to  play  at  chefs, 
For  ibme  few  crowns  with  a  minion  of  this  king, 
A  mean  poor  man,  that  only  ferv'd  his  pleafures  ; 
Removing  of  a  rook,  we  grew  to  words, 
From  this  to  hotter  anger :  To  be  more, 
I  got  a  blow. 

Mart.  How,  how,  my  noble  father ! 

Duke.  A  blow,  my  girl ;  which  I  had  foon  repaid, 
And  funk  the  flave  for  ever,  had  not  odds 
Thruft  in  betwixt  us.     I  went  away  difgrac'd 

Mart.  For  honour's  fake,  not  fo,  Sir  ! 

Duke.  For  that  time,  wench ; 
But  call'd  upon  him,  like  a  gentleman, 
By  many  private  friends  j  knock'd  at  his1  valour, 
Courted  his  honour  hourly  to  repair  me ; 
And  tho'  he  were  a  thing  my  thoughts  made  flight  on, 
And  only  worth  the  fury  of  my  footman, 
Still  I  purfued  him  nobly 

Mart.  Did  he  'fcape  you  ? 
My  old  brave  father,  could  you  fit  down  fo  coldly  ? 

Duke.  Have  patience,  and  know   all.     Purfued 

him  fairly, 
'Till  I  was  laugh'd  at,  fcorn'd,  my  wrongs  made 

May-games  j 

By  him  unjuftly  wrong'd  fhould  be  all  juftice ; 
The  flave  protected  :  Yet  at  length  I  found  him, 
Found  him,  when  he  fuppos'd  all  had  been  buried. 
And  what  I  had  receiv'd  durft  not  be  queftion'd  j 
And  then  he  fell,  under  my  fword  he  fell, 
For  ever  funk ;  his  poor  life,  like  the  air 
Blown  in  an  empty  bubble,  burft,  and  left  him, 
No  noble  wind  of  memory  to  raife  him. 
But  then  began  my  mifery !  I  fled, 
The  king's  frowns  following,  and  my  friends'  defpair : 
No  hand  that  duril  relieve  j  my  country  fearful, 
Bafely  and  weakly  fearful  of  a  tyrant, 
Which  made  his   bad  will  worfe,  flood   ftill  and 

wonder'd, 
Their  virtues  bed-rid  in  'em,     Then,  my  girl, 

A  little 
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A  little  one,  I  fnatch'd  thee  from  thy  nurfc, 
The  model  of  thy  father's  miferies, 
And  fome  fmall  wealth  was  fit  for  prefent  carriage, 
And  got  to  fea,  where  I  profefs'd  my  anger} 
And  will  do,  whilft  that  bafe  ungrateful  country, 
And  that  bad  king,  have  blood  or  means  to  quench  me. 
Now  ye  know  all. 

Mafter.  We  know  all,  and  admire  all : 
Go  on,  and  do  all  ftill,  and  Hill  be  fortunate  ! 

Mart.  Had  you  done  lefs,  or  loft  this  noble  anger, 
You  had  been  worthy  then  mens*  empty  pities, 
And  not  their  wonders.  Go  on,  and  ufe  your  juftice, 
And  ufe  it  ftill  with  that  fell  violence, 
It  firft  appear'd  to  you  !  If  you  go  lefs, 
Or  take  a  doting  mercy  to  protection, 
The  honour  of  a  father  I  difclaim  in  you, 
Call  back  all  duty,  and  will  be  prouder  of 
The  infamous  and  bafe  name  of  a  whore, 
Than  daughter  to  a  great  duke  and  a  coward. 

Duke.  Mine  own  frveet  Martia,  no ;  thou  know'ft 

my  nature  j 
It  cannot,  muft  not  be. 

Mart.  1  hope  it  lhall  not. 
But  why,  Sir,  do  you  keep  alive  ftill  young 
Afcanio,  prince  of  Roflana,  king  Ferrand's 
Moft  beloved  one,  you  took  two  months  ago  ? 
Why  is  not  he  flung  overboard,  or  hang'd  ? 

Duke.  I'll  tell  thee,  girl : 
It  were  a  mercy  in  my  nature  now, 
So  foon  to  break  the  thread  of  his  afflictions10) 
I  am  not  fo  far  reconcil'd  yet  to  him, 
To  let  him  die ;  that  were  a  benefit. 
Befides,  I  keep  him  as  a  bait  and  diet, 
To  draw  on  more,  and  nearer  to  the  king : 
I  loi>k  leach  hour  to  hear  of  his  armadas  •, 
And  a  hot  welcome  they  lhall  have, 

Mart.  But  hark  you  ! 
If  you  were  over-fway'd  with  odds 

l'~  Break  the  bed  of  his  a/!i3io*i.]     Correded  by  Sj-mpfbri. 

Duke. 
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Duke.  I  find  you  : 

I  would  not  yield  ;  no,  girl ;  no  hope  of  yielding, 
Nor  fling  myfelf  one  hour  into  their  mercies, 
And  give  the  tyrant  hope,  to  gain  his  kingdom. 
No ;  I  can  fink,  wench,  and  make  fhift  to  die  ; 
A  thoufand  doors  are  open,  I  {hall  hit  one. 
I  am  no  niggard  of  my  life ;  fo  it  go  nobly, 
All  ways  are  equal,  and  all  hours,  I  care  not. 

Mart.  Now  you  fpeak  like  my  father ! 

Mafter.  Noble  general, 

If  by  our  means  they  inherit  aught  but  bangs, 
The  mercy  of  the  main-yard  light  upon  us  !  No ; 
We  can  fink  too,  Sir,  and  fink  low  enough, 
To  pofe  their  cruelties  to  follow  us ; 
And  he  that  thinks  of  life,  if  the  world  go  that  way, 
A  thoufand  cowards  fuck  his  bones ! 

Gun.  Let  the  worft  come, 

I  can  unbreech  a  cannon,  and  without  much  help 
Turn  her  into  the  keel ;  and  when  fh'  has  fplit  it, 
Every  man  knows  his  way,  his  own  prayers, 
And  fo  good  night,  I  think ! 

Mafter.  We've  liv'd  all  with  you, 
And  will  die  with  you,  general. 

Duke.  I  thank  you,  gentlemen. 

Boy  [above].  A  fail,  a  fail ! 

Mafter.  A  chearful  found! 

Boy.  A  fail! 

Boatf.  Of  whence  ?  of  whence,  Boy  ? 

Boy.  A  lufty  fail ! 

Mart.  Look  right,  and  look  again. 

Boy.  She  plows  the  fea  before  her, 
And  foams  i'  th'  mouth. 

Boatf.  Of  whence  ? 

Boy.  I  ken  not  yet,  Sir. 

Duke.  Oh,  may  Hie  prove  of  Naples  I 

Mafter.  Prove  the  devil, 
We'll  fpit  out  fire  as  thick  as  Hie. 

Boy.  Hoy! 

Mafter.  Brave  Boy  ? 

Boy. 
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Boy.  Of  Naples,  Naples;  I  think  of  Naples,  Matter* 
Methinks  I  fee  the  arms. 

Majter.  Up,  up  another, 
And  give  more  certain  figns  !  [Exit  Sailor. 

Duke.  All  to  your  bufmefs  ! 
And  ftand  but  right  and  true 

Boat/.  Hang  him  that  halts  now ! 

Boy.  Sh'  has  us  in  chafe. 

Mafler.  We'll  fpare  her  our  main-top-fail  j 
She  fhall  not  look  us  long,  we  are  no  ftarters. 
Down  with  the  fore-fail  too  !  we'll  fpoon  before  herV 

Mart.  Gunner,  good  noble  Gunner,  for  my  honour 
Load  me  but  thefe  two  minions  in  the  chafe  there11; 
And  load  'em  right,  that  they  may  bid  fair  welcome, 
And  be  thine  eye,  and  level,  as  thy  heart  is  ! 

Gun.  Madam,  I'll  fcratch  'em  out ;  I'll  pifs  'em 
out  elfe. 

Sailor  [above].  Hoy! 

Duke.  Of  whence  now  ? 

Sailor.  Of  Naples,  Naples,  Naples  \ 
I  fee  her  top-flag,  how  Ihe  quarters  Naples. 
I  hear  her  trumpets. 

Duke.  Down  !  She's  welcome  to  us ! 

[Exeunt  Mafter^  Boatf.  Gun.  Sailors* 
Every  man  to  his  charge  !  Man  her  i'th'  bow  well, 
And  place  your  rakers  right ia.  Daughter,  be  fparing. 

Mart.  I  fwear  I'll  be  above,  Sir,  in  the  thickeft, 

11  in  the  chape.]  The  ckape  of  a  fvvord  is  no  news,  but  I 

fancy  that  of  a  fiiip  will  be  fo  to  every  curious  reader.  Chafe  is  ap- 
plicable either  to  the  prow  or  ftern  of  a  fhip,  and  'tis  no  matter  in 
\vhich  of  thefe  acceptations  we  underftand  it  here.  Sjmpfon. 

We  have  no  doubt  but  Sympfon  has  here  hit  on  the  right  wordy 
but  not  on  its  true  acceptation  ;  for  rio  part  of  a  veflel,  we  believe, 
bears  the  name  of  the  chafe.  The  chafe,  in  the  fea  dialect,  is  a 
njfffel  purfued. 

11  Place  your  rakers.]  z.  e.  The  guns  with  which  the  enemy's 
vcfTel  is  to  be  raked.  Faikner,  in  his  Marine  Dictionary,  fays, 
'  Ratings,  ftiip  is  the  aft  of  cannonading  a  ftiip  on  the  ftern,  or  head,- 

•  fo  as  that  the  balls  fhall  fcour  the  whole  length  of  her  decks ;  which 

•  is  one  cf  the  moil  dangerous  incidents  that  can  happen  in  a  naval 

•  action.' 

A** 
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And  where  moft  danger  is  I'll  feek  for  honour. 
They  have  begun  !  hark,  how  their  trumpets  call  us  ! 
Hark,  how  the  wide-mouth'd  cannons  fmg  amongft  us ! 
Hark,  how  they  fail !  out  of  our  fhells  for  fhame,  Sir ! 

Duke.  Now  fortune  and  my  caufe ! 

Mart.  Be  bold  and  conquer !  [Exeunt. 

[Charge,  trumpets  and  jhot  within. 

Enter  Mafter  and  Boat/wain. 
Mafter.  They'll  board  us  once  again  5  they're  tough 

and  valiant. 
Boatf.  Twice  we  have  blown  'em  into  th'  air  like 

feathers, 
And  made  'em  dance. 

Mafter.  Good  boys !  fight  bravely,  manly ! 
They  come  on  yet  5  clap  in  her  ftern,  and  yoke  'em". 

Enter  Gunner. 

Gun.  You  mail  not  need;  I  have  provifion  for  fem; 
Let  'em  board  once  again  ;  the  next  is  ours. 
Stand  bravely  to  your  pikes ;  away,  be  valiant ! 
I  have  a  fecond  courfe  of  fervice  for  'em, 
Shall  make  the  bowels  of  their  bark  ache,  boy  ! 
The  Duke  fights  like  a  dragon.  Who  dares  be  idle?  [Ex. 
[Charge,  trumpets,  pieces  go  of* 

Enter  Mafter,  Boaffwain  following* 
Mafter.  Down  with  'em  !  flow  'em  in  ! 
Boatf.  Cut  their  throats ! 

'Tis  brotherhood  to  fling  'em  into  th'  fea. 

The  Duke  is  hurt,  fo  is  fris  lovely  daughter 

Martia.     We  have  the  day  yet. 

Enter  Gunner » 
Gun.  Pox  fire  'em  ! 


13  Yoke  '«».]  Symplon  fuppofes  this  corrupt,  and  imagines  we 
(hould  read  RAKE  'em.  YOKE  ""em  may  mean, lying along-Jtde ofem, 
fo  ai  to  fight  with  fmall  arms ;  upon  which  the  Gunner  fays,  You 
jhall  not  need;  I  have  pro-vijicn  for  'tm, 

YOL.  VII,  I  Thdy 
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They  have  fmoak'd  us  •,  never  fuch  plums  yet  flew, 

RoatJ.  They've  rent  the  fhip,  and  bor'd  a  hundred 

holes ; 
She  fwims  ftill  loftily. 

Majler.  She  made  a  brave  fight;  and 
She  (hall  be  cur'd,  and  make  a  braver  yet. 

Gun.  Bring  us  fome  cans  up ;  I  am  hot  as  fire. 

Enter  Boy  with  three  cans. 
Bcaff.  I  am  fure  I  am  none  o'  th'  coolefl. 
Gun.  My  cannons  rung  like  bells.     Here's  to  my 

miftreis ! 

The  dainty  fweet  brafs  minion  fplit  their  fore-maft; 
She  never  fail'd. 

Mafter.  Ye  did  all  well  and  truly, 
Like  faithful  honeft  men. 

EoatJ.  But  is  fhe  rich,  Mafter  ?      \frumpet,  fioxrifb. 

Enter  Duke,  Martia,  Virolet,  and  Sailors. 

Mafter.  Rich  for  my  captain's  purpofe  howfoever, 
A:  .  we  are  his.     How  bravely  now  he  (hews, 
Heated  in  blood  and  anger  !   How  do  you,  Sir  ? 
Not  wounded  mortally,  I  hope  ? 

Duke.  No,  Mafter; 
But  only  wear  the  livery  of  fury.— 
I'm  hurt,  and  deep. 

Majler.  My  miftrefs  too  ? 

Mart.  A  f cratch,  man; 

My  needle  would  ha'  done  as  much. — Good  Sir, 
Be  provident  and  careful  ! 

Duke.  Prithee,  peace,  girl; 

This  wound  is  not  the  firft  blood  I  have  blufh'd  in. 
Ye  fought  all  like  tall  men  ;  my  thanks  among  ye, 
That  ipeaks  not  what  my  purfe  means,  but  my  tongue, 

foldiers. — 

Now,  Sir,  to  you  that  fought  me  out,  that  found  mej 
That  found  me  what  I  am,  the  tyrant's  tyrant; 
/•>u^that  were  imp'd,  the  weak  arm  to  his  folly, 
•  welcome-  to  your  death  ! 

vm 
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Vir.  I  do  expect  it  -, 
And  therefore  need  no  compliment,  but  wait  it. 

Duke.    Thou    bor'ft    the   face  once   of   a  noble 

gentleman, 

Rank'd  in  the  firft  file  of  the  virtuous,- 
By  every  hopeful  fpirit  fhew'd  and  pointed 
Thy  country's  love  j  one  that  advanc'd  her  honour, 
Not  tainted  with  the  ba'fe  and  fcrvile  ufes 
The  tyrant  ties  mens'  fouls  to.     Tell  rrie,  Virolet, 
If  fhame  have  not  forfook  thee,  with  thy  credit — 

Vir.  No  more  of  thefe  racks  !  what  I  am,  I  am. 
I  hope  not  to  go  free  with  poor  confefTions  ; 
Nor  if  I  fkew  ill,  will  I  feem  a.monfter, 
By  making  my  mind  prifoner!  Do  your  word: 
When  I  came  out  to  deal  with  you,  I  caft  it; 
Only  thofe  bafe  inflictions  fit  for  flaves, 
Becaufe  I  am  a  gentleman 

Duke.  Thou'rt  none ! 
Thou  waft  while  thou  ftoodft  goad  j    thou'rt  now  a 

villain, 
And  agent  for  the  devil ! 

Vir.  That  tongue  lies ! 

Give  me  my  fword  again,  and  ftand  all  arm'd ; 
I'll  prove  it  on  ye  all,  I  am  a  gentleman, 
A  man  as  fair  in  honour — Rate  your  prifoners  ? 
How  poor  and  like  a  pedagogue  it  fhews, 
How  far  from  noblenefs  !  'Tis  fair,  you  may  kill  us ; 
But  to  defame  your  victory  with  foul  language 

Duke.   Go  fling  him  overboard;    I'll  teach  you, 
firrah 

Vir.  You  can't  teach  me  to  die.  I  could  kill  you  now 
With  patience,  in  defpifing  all  your  cruelties, 
And  make  you  choke  with  anger. 

Duke.  Away,  I  fay ! 

Mart.  Stay,  Sir ;  h'  has  giv'n  you  fuch  bold  language/ 
I  am  not  reconcil'd  to  him  yet ;  and  therefore 
He  Ihall  hot  have  his  wifh  obferv'd  fo  nearly, 
To  die  when  he  pleafe  ;  I  befcech  you  flay,  Sir. 

Duke.  Do  with  him  what  thou  wilt. 

I  5.  Mart, 
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Mart.  Cany  him  to  th'  bilboes, 
And  clap  him  faft  there,  with  the  prince. 

Vir.  Do,  lady; 
For  any  death  you  give  I'm  bound  to  blefs  you. 

[Exeunt  Virolet  and  Sailors. 

Mart.  Now  to  your  cabin,  Sir,  (pray  lean  upon  me) 
And  take  your  reft  j  the  furgeons  wait  all  for  you. 
Duke.  Thou  mak'ft  me  blufli  to  fee  thee  bear  thy 

fortunes. 

Why,  fure  I  have  no  hurt ;  I  have  not  fought  fure  ? 
Mafler.  You  bleed  apace,  Sir. 
Mart.  You  grow  cold  too. 
Duke.  I  muft  be  rul'd.     No  leaning  ! 
My  deepeft  wounds  fcorn  crutches. 

All.  A  brave  general !    [Flourijh  frumpets,  cornets. 

[Exeunt. 
Enter  two  Sailors. 

1  Sailor.  Will  they  not  moor  her  ? 

2  Sailor.  Not  'till  we  come  to  th'  fort ; 
This  is  too  weak  a  place  for  our  defences. 

The  carpenters  are  hard  at  work ;  fhe  fwims  well, 
And  may  hold  out  another  fight.     The  fhip  we  took 
Burns  there,  to  give  us  light. 

i  Sailor.  .She  made  a  brave  fight. 

i  Sailor.  She  put  us  all  in  fear. 

1  Sailor.  Befnrew  my  heart,  did  fhe. 

Her  men  are  gone  to  Candy ;  they  are  pepper'd, 
All  but  this  prifoner. 

2  Sailor.  Sure  he's  a  brave  fellow. 

1  Sailor.  A  ftubborn  knave,  but  we  have  pull'd  his 

bravery. 

[Virolet  and  Afcanis  dif covered  in  the  bilboes. 
Look,  how  he  looks  now!  Come,  let's  go  ferve  his  diet, 
Which  is  but  bread  and  water. 

2  Sailor.  He'll  grow  fat  on't.          [Exeunt  Sailors. 
AJca.  I  muft  confefs  I  have  endur'd  much  mifery, 

Ev'n  almoft  to  the  ruin  of  my  fpirit; 
But  ten  times  more  grows  my  affliction, 
To  find  my  friend  here, 

Vir. 
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Vir.  Had  we  ferv'd  our  country, 
Or  honefties,  as  we  have  ferv'd  our  follies, 
We  had  not  been  here  now. 

AJc.  'Tis  too  true,  Virolet. 

Vir.  And  yet  my  end  in  vent'ring  for  your  fafety 
Pointed  at  more  than  Ferrand's  will,  a  bafe  one  ! 
Some  fervice  for  mine  own,  fome  for  my  nation, 
Some  for  my  friend  -,  but  I  am  rightly  paid, 
That  durft  adventure  fuch  a  noble  office, 
From  the  molt  treacherous  command  of  mifchief : 
You  know  him  now. 

AJc.  And  when  I  nearer  knew  him, 
Then  when  I  waited,  Heav'n  be  witnefs  with  me, 
(And,  if  I  lie,  my  miferies  flill  load  me  !') 
With  what  tears  I  have  woo'd  him,  with  what  prayers, 
What  weight  of  reafons  I  have  laid,  what  dangers, 
(Then,  when  the  peoples'  curfes  flew  like  ftorms, 
And  every  tongue  was  whetted  to  defame  him) 
To  leave  his  doubts,  his  tyrannies,  his  (laughters, 
His  fell  opprefTions  !  I  know  I  was  hated  too. 

Vir.  And  all  mankind  that  knew  him.     Thefe 

confeffions 

Do  no  good  to  the  world,  to  Heav'n  they  may  : 
Let's  fludy  to  die  well  \  we've  liv'd  like  coxcombs. 

AJc.  That  my  misfortune  fhould  lofe  you  too  ! 

Vir.  Yes; 

And  not  only  me,  but  many  more,  and  better ; 
For  my  life,  'tis  not  this  ;  or  might  I  fave  yours, 
And  fome  brave  friends  I  have  engag'd,  let  me  go  ! 
It  were  the  meritorious  death  I  wilh  for  j 
But  we  muft  hang,  or  drown  like  whelps. 

AJc.  No  remedy  ? 

Vir.  On  my  part,  I  expect  none.    I  know  the  man,. 
And  know  he  has  been  nettled  to  the  quick  too  ; 
I  know  his  nature. 

AJc.  A  moft  cruel  nature  ! 

Vir.  His  wrongs  have  bred  him  up ;  I  cannot  blame 
him. 

AJc.  He  has  a  daughter  too,  the  greeted  fcorner, 
I  3  And 
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And  mod  infulter  upon  mifery  -  r 

Vir.  For  thofe,  they're  toys  to  laugh  at,  not  to 

lead  men. 

A  woman's  mirth  or  anger,  like  a  meteor, 
Glides  and  is  gone,  and  leaves  no  crack  behind  it  : 
Our  miferies  would  feem  like  matters  to  us, 
And  fhake  our  manly  fpirits  into  fevers, 
If  we  refpected  thofe  -,  the  more  they  glory, 
And  raife  infulting  trophies  on  our  ruins, 
The  more  our  virtues  fhine  in  patience. 
Sweet  prince,  the  name  of  Death  was  never  terrible 
To  him  that  knew  to  live  -,  nor  the  loud  torrent 
Of  all  afflictions,  finging  as  they  fwim, 
A  gall  of  heart,  but  to  a  guilty  confcience  : 
Whilft  we  ftand  fair  '4,  tho'  by  a  two-edg'd  florm 
We  find  untimely  falls,  like  early  rofes, 
Bent  to  the  earth,  we  bear  our  native  fweetnefs. 

Afe.  Good  Sir,  go  on. 

Vir.  When  we  are  little  children, 
And  cry  and  fret  for  every  toy  comes  crofs  us, 
How  fweetly  do  we  fnew  whien  fleep  Heals  on  us  ! 
When  w;j  grow  great,  but  our  affection  greater  I5, 
And  ftruggle  with  this  ftubborn  twin,  born  with  us, 
And  tug  and  pull,  yet  frill  we  find  a  giant  : 
Had  we  not  then  the  privilege  to  fleep 
Our  tverlafting  fleep,  he'd  make  us  idiots. 
The  memory  and  monuments  of  good  men 
Are  more  than  lives  •,   and  tho'  their  tombs  want 
tongues, 

u  Whiiji  ^ve  jland  fair  ;  but  b\>  a  two-edg  d  />orm.~j   So  reads  the 

firft  folio  ;  the  text  is  from  the  fecond.  -  The  im:,ge  meant  to  be  con- 

v  vcd  in  this  and  the  two  following  Tines  is  intelligible  ;  but  there  is 

:fufbn    (perhaps  corruption)  in  the  expreffion  :    How  can 

/,  v,-;,ilft  they  ftand  fair?  Tho'  is  preferable  to  but,  in  the 

ftrfent  text  ;  yet  perhaps  fomething  r,  loll,  fignifjirg,  that  '  whilft 

ve  fiourifti,  our  ft  ate  is  particularly  honourable  ;    but.  if  we  even 

*  tail,  even  our  f.ill  is    !oriop.is.' 


15   But  our  zfc&Qr.s  greater.]   Jfcftion,  35  I  read,  or  paffon^  is 

he  Jtulkorf  twiii  born  ivitb  as,  which  iwud  make  us  idiots,  if  we 

to  it,  r..ihcr  :han  free  ourielvcs  from  its  tyranny  by  the 

Se-ivarJ. 

Yet 
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Yet  have  they  eyes  that  daily  fweat  their  lofles, 
And  fuch  a  tear  from  ftone  no  time  can  value. 
To  die  both  young  and  good  are  Nature's  curfes, 
As  the  world  fays;  afk  Truth,  they're  bounteous 

blefimgs ; 

For  then  we  reach  at  Heav'n,  in  our  full  virtues, 
And   fix  ourfelves    new   ftars,    crown'd  with   our 

goodnefs. 

AJc.  You've  double  arm'd  me. — Hark !  what  noife 
is  this  ?          [Strange  mufick  within  >  hoboys. 
What  horrid  noife  ?  Is  the  fea  pleas'd  to  fmg 
A  hideous  dirge  to  our  deliverance  ? 
Vir.  Stand  faft  now. 

\_MSitbinftrange  cries y  horrid  noife 3  trumpets. 
Afc.  I  am  fix'd. 
Vir.  We  fear  ye  not ; 
Let  death  appear  in  all  fhapes,  we  fmile  on  him. 

Enter  Martia. 

AJc.  The  lady  now ! 

Vir.  The  face  o'  th'  mafque  is  alter'd, 

Afc.  What  will  fhe  do  ? 

Vir.  Do  what  flie  can,  I  care  not. 

AJc.  She  looks  on  you,  Sir, 

Vir.  Rather  Ihe  looks  thro'  me ; 
But  yet  fhe  ftirs  me  not. 

Mart.  Poor  wretched  flaves, 
Why  do  ye  live  ?  or,  if  ye  hope  for  mercy, 
Why  do  not  ye  howl  out,  and  fill  the  hold 
With  lamentations,  cries,  and  bale  fubmiflions, 
Worthy  our  fcorn  ? 

Vir.  Madam,  you  are  miftaken ; 
We  are  no  flaves  to  you,  but  to  blind  Fortune  ? 
And  if  fhe  had  her  eyes,  and  durft  be  certain, 
Certain  our  friend,  I  would  not  bow  unto  her  j 
I  would  not  cry,  nor  afk  ib  bafe  a  mercy  : 
If  you  fee  any  thing  in  our  appearance, 
Worthy  your  fex's  foftnefs  and  your  own  glory, 
Do  it  for  that,  and  let  that  °;ood  reward  it ! 

14  We 
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We  cannot  beg. 

Mart.  I'll  make  you  beg  and  bow  too. 

Vir,  Madam,  for  what  ? 

Mart.  For  life  ;  and,  when  you  hope  it, 
Then  will  I  laugh  and  triumph  on  your  bafenefs. 

A[c.  Madam,   'tis    true,    there    may  be  fuch  a 

favour, 

And  we  may  afk  it  too,  afk  it  with  honour ; 
And  thank  you  for  that  favour,  nobly  thank  you, 
Tho'  it  be  death ;  but  when  we  beg  a  bafe  life, 
And  beg  it  of  your  fcorn 

Vir.  You're  cozen 'd,  woman  ; 
Your  handfomenefs  may  do  much,  but  not  this  wayi 
But  for  your  glorious  hate 

Mart.  Are  ye  fo  flubborn  ? 
'Death,  I  will  make  you  bow  i 

Vir,  It  muft  be  in  your  bed  then  j 
There  you  may  work  me  to  humility. 

Mart.  Why,  I  can  kill  thee. 

Vir.  If  you  do  it  handfomely, 
It  may  be  I  can  thank  you  -,  elle 

Mart.  So  glorious  ? 

AJc.  Her  cruelty  now  works. 

Mart.  Yet  woot  thoy  ? 

Vir.  No. 

Mart.  Wilt  thou  for  life's  fake  ? 

Vir.  No  j  I  know  your  fubtilty. 

Mart.  For  honour  fake  ? 

Vir.  I  will  not  be  a  pageant ; 
My  mind  was  ever  firm,  and  fo  I'll  lofe  it. 

Mart.  I'll  ftarve  thee  to  it ! 

Vir.  I'll  ilarve  myfelf,  and  crofs  it. 

Mart.  I'll  lay  thee  on  fuch  miferies 

Vir.  I'll  wear  'em, 
And  with  that  wantonnefs  you  do  your  bracelets, 

Mart.  I'll  be  a  month  a-killing  thee. 
Vir.  Poor  lady ! 

I'll  be  a  month  a-dying  then :  What's  that  ? 
There's  many  a  calenture  out-does  your  cruelty. 

Mart, 
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Mart.  How  might  I  do  in  killing  of  his  body, 
To  lave  his  noble  mind  ?  Who  waits  there  ? 

Enter  a  Sailor,  with  a  rich  cap  and  mantle. 

Sailor,  Madam  ? 

Mart.  Unbolt  this  man,  and  leave  thofe  things 

behind  you  ;  \Virolet  rekafed. 

And  fo  away  ! — Now,  put  'em  on.          \JLxit  Sailor. 

Vir.  To  what  end  ? 

Mart.  To  my  end,  to  my  will. 

Vir.  I  will. 

Mart.  I  thank  you. 

Vir.  Nay,  now  you  thank  me,  I'll  do  more  ;  I'll  tell 

you, 

I  am  a  fervant  to  your  courtefy, 
And  fo  far  will  be  woo'd ;  but  if  this  triumph 
Be  only  aim'd  to  make  your  mifchief  glorious, 
Lady,  you've  put  a  richer  fhroud  upon  me, 
Which  my  ilrong  mind  mall  fuffer  in. 

Mart.  Come  hither, 

And  all  thy  brav'ry  put  into  thy  carriage  ; 
^or  I  admire  thee. 

Vir.  Whither  will  this  woman  ? 

AJc.  Take  heed,  my  friend  ! 

Mart.  Look  as  thou  icorn'dft  my  cruelty ; 
I  know  thou  doft. 

Vir.  I  never  fear'd  nor  flatter'd. 

Mart.  No ;  if  thou  hadft  th'  hadft  died,  and  I  had 

gloried. 

I  fuffer  now  -,  and  thou,  which  art  my  prifoner, 
Haft  nobly  won  the  free  power  to  defpife  me. 
I  love  thee,  and  admire  thee  for  thy  noblenefs  y 
And,  for  thy  manly  fufferance,  am  thy  fervant. 

Vir.  Good  lady,  mock  me  not. 

Mart.  By  Heav'n,  I  love  thee  ! 
And,  by  the  foul  of  love,  am  one  piece  with  thee ! 
Thy  mind,  thy  mind,  thy  brave,  thy  manly  mind, 
(That,  like  a  rock,  ftands  all  the  ftorms  of  fortune, 
And  beats  'em  roaring  back,  they  cannot  reach  thee} 

Thac 
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That  lovely  mind  I  dote  on,  not  the  body  : 

That  mind' has  robb'd  me  of  my  liberty ; 

That  mind  has  darken'd  all  my  bravery, 

And  into  poor  defpis'd  things  turn'd  my  angers. 

Receive  me  to  your  love,  Sir,  and  inftrucl:  me  j 

Receive  me  to  your  bed,  and  marry  me  ; 

I'll  wait  upon  you,  blefs  the  hour  I  knew  you  ! 

Vir.  Is  this  a  new  way  ? 

Mart    If  you  doubt  my  faith, 
Firft,  take  your  liberty,  (I'll  make  it  perfect) 
Or  any  tiling  within  my  power. 

Vir.  \  love  you  : 

But  h ow  co  recompenfe  your  love  with  marriage  ? 
AL-,,  I  have  a  wife. 

hi.irt.  Dearer  than  I  am  ? 
That  will  adventure  fo  much  for  your  fafety  ? 
}.  or ->et  rur  father's  wrongs,  quit  her  own  honour, 
Pi'1   v)Q  her,  fora  flranger's  lake,  all  curfes  ? 

Vir.  Shall  this  prince  have  his  freedom  too  ?  elfe  all 
I  love  is  gone,  all  rny  friends  perilh. 

Mart.  He  mall. 

Pir.  What  fhall  I  do  ? 

Mart.  If  thou  defpife  rny  courtefy, 
W  hen  I  am  dead  for  grief  I  am  forfaken, 
And  no  foft  hand  left  to  affuage  your  forrows, 
Too  late,  but  too  true,  curfe  your  own  cruelties  ! 

AJc.  Be  wife,  if  me  be  true!  no  thread  is  left  elfe. 
To  guide  us  from  this  labyrinth  of  mifchiefi 
Nor  no  way  for  our  friends. 

Vir.  Thus  then  I  take  you  ; 
I  bind  you  to  my  life,  my  love ! 

Mart.  \  take  you, 

And  with  the  like  bond  tie  my  heart  your  fervant. 
We're  now  almoft  at  harbour  -,  within  this  hour, 
In  the  dead  watch,  I'll  have  the  long-boat  ready, 
And  when  I  give  the  word,  be  fure  you  enter. 
I'll  fee  ye  furnifh'd  both  immediately, 
^nd  like  yourfclves  l6  •,  ibme  trufty  man  fhall  wait  you ; 

*  And  like  yourfclf.]  The  grammar  of  this   paflage  requires  a 
change  of  numbers  to  keep  Martia  from  uttering  nonfeme.  Sjmpfon. 

The 
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The  watch  I'll  make  my  own;  only  my  !ove 
Requires  a  ftronger  vow,  which  I'll  adminifter 
Before  we  go. 

Vir.  I'll  take  it,  to  confirm  you. 

Mart.  Go  in  •,  there  are  the  keys,  unlock  his  fetters, 
And  arm  ye  nobly  both.  I'll  be  with  you  prefently ; 
And  fo,  this  loving  kifs. 

AJc.  Be  conftant,  lady.  \Exeunt. 

Enter  Duke  (by  torch-light)  Mafter  and  Surgeon  ivith  him. 

Surg.  You  grow  fo  angry,  Sir,  your  wound  goes 
backward. 

Duke.  I'm  angry  at  the  time,  (at  none  of  you) 
That  fends  but  one  poor  fubjecl:  for  revenge  : 
I  would  have  all  the  court,  and  all  the  villainy 
Was  ever  praclis'd  under  that  foul  tyrant 
Ferrand  '7,  and  all  to  quench  my  wrath  ! 

Mafter.  Be  patient ; 

Your  Grace  may  find  occafion  every  hour 
(For  certain  they  will  feek  you)  to  fatisfy, 
And  to  the  full,  your  anger. 

Duke.  'Death,  they  dare  not ! 
They  know  that  I  command  Death,  feed  his  hunger, 
And  when  I  let  him  loofe 

Surg.  You'll  never  heal,  Sir, 
If  theie  extremes  dwell  in  you  ;  you  are  old, 
And  burn  your  fpirits  out  with  this  wild  anger. 

Duke.  Thou  lied  !   I  am  not  old  -,  I  am  as  lufty 
And  full  of  manly  heat  as  them,  or  thou  art 

Mafter.  No  more  of  that ! 

Duke.  And  dare  feek  out  a  danger, 
And  hold  him  at  the  fword's  point,  when  thou  trembleft 
And  creep'ft  into  thy  box  of  falves  to  fave  thee. — 
Oh,  Mafter,  I  have  had  a  dreadful  dream  to-night ! 
Methought  the  mip  was  all  on  fire,  and  my  lov'd 
daughter, 

r   Was  ever  pro  fit  fd  under  that  foul  Ferrand 

Tyrant.]  Thefe  two  laft  words  have  chnrg'd  their  places ;  we 
maft  read  as  1  have  altered  the  place.  Sympfon. 

To 
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To  fave  her  life,  leap'd  into  th'  Tea-,  where fuddenly 
A  ftranger  fnatch'd  her  up,  and  fwam  away  with  her. 

Majter.  'Twas  but  the  heat  o'  th'  fight,  Sir. 

Boatf.  [within}.  Look  out !  what;  is  that  ? 

Sailor  [within}.  The  long-boat,  as  I  live  ! 

Boatf.  Ho,  there,  i'  th*  long-boat !  ho  ! 

Sailor.  She  claps  on  all  her  oars l3. 

Duke.  What  noife  is  that  ? 

Mafter.  I  hear,  Sir ^    [Exit. 

Boatf.  The  devil,  or  his  dam.  Hail  her  again,  boys. 

Sailor.  The  long-boat !  ho,  the  long-boat ! 

Duke.  Why  the  long-boat  ? 
Where  is  the  long-boat  ? 

Boatf.  She's  ftole  off. 

Enter  Maftei\ 

Duke.  Who  ftole  her  ? 
Oh,  my  prophetick  foul ! 

Mafter.  Your  daughter's  gone,  Sir, 
The  prifoners,  and  fix  failors  :  Rogues  ! 

Duke.  Mifchief !  fix  thoufand  plagues  fail  with  'em  \ 
They're  in  her  yet •,  make  out. 

Majler.  We've  ne'er  a  boat. 

Enter  Gunner. 

Gun.  Who  knew  of  this  trick  '9  ? 

Duke.  Weigh  anchors,  and  away  ! 

Boatf.  We  ha'  no  wind,  Sir-, 
They'll  beat  us  with  their  oars. 

Duke.  Then  fink  Jem,  Gunner  ! 
Oh,  fink  'em,  fink  'em,  fink  'em,  claw  'em,  Gunner, 
As  ever  thou  hail  lov'd  me  ! 

Gun.  I'll  do  reafon  ; 

18  She  claps  OK  all  her  oars.}  Thefe  words  (land  in  the  firft  copy  as 
a  ftage-diredion  ;  but  are  not  inferted  at  all  in  the  two  following 
editions.  Sympfon,  we  think  with  judgment,  fuppofes  they  were 
originally  a  part  of  the  text. 

'?  Gun.  Who  knew  of  this  tri^?]  This  fpeech  feems,  both  from 
the  text  and  meafure,  to  b,e  (though  we  have  not  ventured  to  remove 
ir)  an  accidental  interpolation.  Ic  is  the  Du&ii  fpeech  a  little  after. 

But 
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But  I'll  be  hang'd  before  I  hurt  the  lady.  [Exit. 

Duke.  Who  knew  of  this  ?     [Apiece  or  two  go  off. 

Mafler.  We  ftand  all  clear. 

Duke.  What  devil 

Put  this  bafe  trick  into  her  tail  ?  My  daughter, 
And  run  away  with  rogues  !  I  hope  fhe's  funk, 

[A  piece  or  two  go  off. 

Or  torn  to  pieces  with  the  Ihot.     Rots  find  her ! 
The  leprofy  of  whore  flick  ever  to  her ! 
Oh,  fhe  has  ruin'd  my  revenge  ! 

Enter  Gunner. 

Gun.  She's  gone,  Sir; 
I  cannot  reach  her  with  my  mot. 

Duke.  Rife,  winds ! 

Blow  till  ye  burft  the  air,  and  fwell  the  feas, 
That  they  may  fink  the  ftars !  Oh,  dance  her,  dance 

her! 

She's  impudently  wanton  ;  dance  her,  dance  her, 
Mount  her  upon  your  furges,  cool  her,  cool  her ! 
She  runs  hot  like  a  whore;  cool  her,  cool  her  ! 
Oh,  now  a  fhot  to  fink  her ! — Come,  cut  cables ! 
1  will  away  ;  and  where  fhe  fets  her  foot, 
Altho'  it  be  in  Ferrand's  court,  I'll  follow  her  ; 
And  fuch  a  father's  vengeance  fhall  fhe  fuffer  • 
Dare  any  man  ftand  by  me  ? 

Mafler.  All,  all. 

Boat/.  All,  Sir. 

Gun.  And  the  fame  cup  you  tafte 

Duke.  Cut  cables  then  ; 

For  I  fhall  never  fleep,  nor  know  what  peace  is, 
'Till  I  have  pluck'd  her  heart  out. 

Sailor  [within].  All  o'main  there  !  [Exeunt. 


ACT 
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ACT  III. 


Enter  Ferrand,  Ronvere,  Caftruccio,  Villio>  and  guard. 
Ronv.  "\7  OU  are  too  gentle,  Sir.  [Fhurijh  cornets. 

\     Per.  You  are  too  carelefs ! 
The  creatures  I  have  made  no  way  regard  me  : 
Why  mould  I  give  you  names,  titles  of  honour, 
Rob  families  to  fill  your  private  houfes, 
For  your  advancement  draw  all  curfes  on  me, 
Wake  tedious  winter-nights  to  make  them  happy 
That  for  me  break  no  (lumber  ? 

Ronv.  What  we  can, 
We  dare  do. 

Fer.  Why  is  your  fovereign's  life  then 
(In  which  you  live,  and  in  whofe  fall  your  honours, 
Your  wealth,  your  pomp,  your  pride,  and  all  muil 

fuffer) 

No  better  guarded  ?  Oh,  my  cruel  flars, 
That  mark'd  me  out  a  king,  raifing  me  on 
This  pinnacle  of  greatnefs,  only  to  be 
The  nearer  blafting ! 

Villio.  What  think  you  now,  Caftruccio  ? 
Is  not  this  a  merry  life  ? 

Caft.  Still  thou  art  cozen'd  : 
It  is  a  glorious  royal  difcontentment ! 
How  bravely  it  becomes  him  ! 

Fer.  To  be  made 

The  common  butt,  for  every  flave  to  Ihoot  at  f 
No  peace,  no  reft  I  take,  but  their  alarms 
Beat  at  my  heart !  Why  do  I  live,  or  feek  then 
To  add  a  day  more  to  thefe  glorious  troubles  ? 
Or  to  what  end,  when  all  I  can  arrive  at, 
Is  but  the  fumming  up  of  fears  and  forrows  ? 
What  power  has  my  command,  when  from  my  bofom 
Afcanio,  my  moll  dear  and  lov'd  Afcanio, 

Was 


THE   DOUBLE   MARRIAGE.   143 

Was  fnatch'd,  fpite  of  my  will,  fpite  of  my  fuccour, 
And  by  mine  own  proud  Have  retain'd  mo(t  miferable  ? 
And  ftill  that  villain  lives  to  nip  my  pleafures, 
It  being  not  within  my  power  to  reach  him. 

Ronv.  Time  may  re  (lore  all  this :  And  would  you 

hear 
Whofe  counfel  never  fail'd  you 

Per.  Tell  me  no  more ! 
I  faint  beneath  the  burthen  of  my  cares, 
And  yield  myfelf  mod  wretched. 

Ronv.  On  my  knees 
I  beg  it,  mighty  Sir,  vouchfafe  me  hearing. 

Per.  Speak,  fpeak  >y  and  I  thus  low,  fuch  is  my 

fortune, 
Will  hear  what  thou  canft  fay. 

Villio.  Look  but  on  this ; 
Has  not  a  man  that  has  but  means  to  keep 
A  hawk,  a  greyhound,  and  a  hunting  nag, 
More  pleafure  than  this  king  ? 

Caft.  A  dull  fool  ftill ! 

Make  me  a  king,  and  let  me  fcratch  with  care, 
And  fee  who'll  have  the  better  j  give  me  rule, 
Command,  obedience,  pleafure  of  a  king, 
And  let  the  devil  roar :  The  greateft  corrofive 
A  king  can  have,  is  of  more  precious  tickling, 
And,  handled  to  the  height,  more  dear  delight, 
Than  other  mens'  whole  lives,  let  'em  be  fate  too. 

Villio.  Think  of  the  mutinous  people. 

Caft.  Hang  the  people ! 
Give  me  the  pleafure,  let  me  do  all,  awe  all, 
Enjoy  their  wives  and  ftates  at  my  difcretion, 
And  peg 'em  when  I  pleafe,  let  the  (laves  mumble. 

Villio.  But  fay  they  mould  be  vex'd,  and  rife  againuV 
thee  ? 

Caft.  Let  'em  rife,  let  'em  rife ;  give  me  the  bridle 

here, 

And  fee  if  they  can  crack  my  girths  :  Ah,  Villio, 
Under  the  fun  there's  nothing  ib  voluptuous 
As  riding  of  this  monfter,  'till  he  founder. 

Per.  Who's  that  fo  loud  ? 

Caft. 
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Cafl.  I'm  dumb. — Is  not  this  rare  ? 
Kings'  looks  make  Pythagoreans  ;  is  not  this 
A  happinefs,  Villio  ? 

Villio.  Yes,  to  put  to  filence 
A  fawning  fycophant. 

Per.  Thou  fpeak'ft  truth  in  all ;          [<To  Romjere. 
And  mercy  is  a  vice,  when  there  needs  rigor^ 
Which  I  with  all  feverity  will  practife  ; 
And  fince,  as  fubjects  they  pay  not  obedience, 
They  mail  be  forc'd  as  (laves  :  I  will  remove 
Their  means  to  hurt,  and,  with  the  means,  my  fears. 
Go  you,  the  fatal  executioners 
Of  my  commands,  and  in  our  name  proclaim, 
That  from  this  hour  I  do  forbid  all  meetings, 
All  private  conferences  in  the  city : 
To  feaft  a  neighbour,  mall  be  death ;  to  talk, 
As  they  meet  in  the  ftreets,  to  hold  difcourfe 
By  writing,  nay  by  figns.    See  this  perform'd, 
And  I  will  call  your  cruelty,  to  thofe 
That  dare  repine  at  this,  to  me  true  fervice. 

1  Guard.  This  makes  for  us. 

2  Guard.  Ay,  now  we  have  employments  -, 

If  we  grow  not  rich,  'twere  fit  we  fiiould  be  beggars. 

Per.  Ronvere !  [Exit  Guard. 

Ronv.  My  lord  ? 

Caft.  Thou  enemy  to  majefiy, 
What  think'ft  thou  of  a  king*0  ? 

Villio.  As  of  a  man 
That  hath  power  to  do  ill. 

Caft.  Of  a  thing  rather 
That  does  divide  an  empire  with  the  gods. 
Obferve  but  with  how  little  breath  he  makes 
A  populous  city,  which  would  (land  unmov'd 
Againft  a  whirlwind. 

Villio.  Then  you  make  him  more 
Than  him  that  rules  the  winds. 

Caft.  For  me,  I  do  profefs  it, 
Were  I  offer'd  to  beany  thing  on  earth, 

*°  What  thinkft  tbou  of  a  kingdom.]   Verfe  and  context  equally 
require  u>  to  read  king  for  kingdom. 

I  would 
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I  would  be  mighty  Ferrand. 

Per.  Ha  !   who  names  me  ? 

Deliver  thy  thoughts,  (lave,  thy  thoughts,  and  truly, 
Or  be  no  more  ! 

Caft.  They  rather  will  deferve 
Your  favour,  than  your  fury.     I  admire 
(As  who  does  not,  that  is  a  loyal  fubject  ?) 
Your  wifdom,  power,  your  perfect  happinefs, 
The  molt  blelVd  of  mankind. 

Per.  Did  It  thou  but  feel 
The  weighty  forrows  that  fit  on  a  crown," 
Tho'  thou  (houldft  find  one  in  the  ftreets,  Caftruccio, 
Thou  wouldft  not  think  it  worth  the  taking  up : 
But  fince  thou  art  enamour'd  of  my  fortune, 
Thou  malt  ere  long  tafte  of  it. 

Caft.  But  one  day, 
And  then  let  me  expire  ! 

Per.  Go  to  my  wardrobe, 
And  of  the  richeft  things  I  wear  cull  out 
What  thou  think'ft  fit.    Do  you  attend  him,  firrah. 

ViL   I  warrant  you  I  (hall  be  at  his  elbow  j 
The  fool  will  never  leave  him. 

Caft.  Made  for  ever  !  [Exit  with  Vil.  AJhout  within. 

Per.  What  fhout  is  that  ?  Draw  up  our  guards, 

Enter  Virolet,  Afcanio,  and  a  Servant. 

Ronv.  Thofe  rather 
Speak  joy  than  danger* 

Vir.  Bring  her  to  my  houfe  '9: 
I  would  not  have  her  feen  here* 

Per.  My  Afcanio  ! 

The  moft  defir'd  of  all  men,  let  me  die 
In  thefe  embraces.     How  wert  thou  redeem*d  ? 

AJc.  Sir,  this  is  my  preferver. 

Per.  At  more  leifure 
1  will  enquire  the  manner,  and  the  means  : 

'9  Ron.   Bring  her  to  my  boufe^ 

Inuoud  not  have  her  feen  here.]  This  is  ^vi  !ently  a  di- 
teftion  of  Virolef*  reluing  to  Marcia,  and  to  him  it  fhould  be 
reftored.  Se<ward. 

VOL.  VII.  K  1  cannot 
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I  cannot  fpare  fo  much  time  now  from  my 
More  ftricl:  embraces.     Virolet,  welcome  too  ! 
This  fervice  weighs  down  your  intended  treafon. 
You  long  have  been  mine  enemy  ;  learn  now 
To  be  my  friend,  and  loyal  •/  I  afk  no  more, 
And  live  as  free  as  Ferrand.     Let  him  have 
The  forty  thoufand  crowns  I  gladly  promis'd 
For  my  Afcanio's  freedom ;  and  deliver 
His  father  and  his  wife  to  him  in  fafety. 
Something  hath  pafs'd  which  I  am  forry  for, 
But  'twill  not  now  be  help'd.     Come,  my  Afcanio, 
And  reap  the  harveftof  my  winter-travels. 
My  bed  Afcanio,  my  moit-lov'd  Afcanio  ! 

[Flourijb  cornets.  Exe.  Per.  &  AJcanw 
Vir.  My  lord,  all  former  paflages  forgot, 
I  am  become  a  fuitor. 
Ronv.  To  me,  Virolet  ? 
Vir.  To  you  •,  yet  will  not  beg  the  courtefy, 
But  largely  pay  you  for  it. 
Ronv.  To  the  purpofe. 
Vir.  The  forty  thoufand  crowns  the  king  hath  given 

me, 

I  will  beftow  on  you,  if  by  your  means 
I  may  have  liberty  for  a  divorce 
Between  me  and  my  wife. 
Ronv:  Your  Juliana  ? 

That  for  you  hath  endur'd  fo  much,  fo  nobly  ? 
Vir.  The  more  my  forrow ;  but  it  muft  be  fo. 
Ronv.  I  will  not  hinder  it. — Without  a  bribe, 
For  mine  own  ends,  I  would  have  further'd  this. — 
I  will  ufe  all  my  power. 
Vir.  'Tis  all  I  afk.— 

Oh,  my  curs'd  fate,  that  ever  man  mould  hate 
Himfelf  for  being  belov'd  !  or  be  compell'd 
To  call  away  a  jewel  kings  would  buy, 
Tho'  with  the  lofs  of  crown  and  monarchy  !  \Exeunt. 

•   Enter  Duke,  Maftery  Boatfivain,  and  Gunner. 
Duke.  How  do  I  look  ? 

Mafter. 
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Mafter.  You  are  fo  flrangely  alter'd, 
We  icarce  can  know  you ;  fo  young  again,  and  utterly 
From  that  you  were,  figure,  or  any  favour, 
Your  friends  cannot  difcern  you. 

Duke.  I  have  none, 

None  but  my  fair  revenge,  and  let  that  know  me ! 
You're  finely  alter'd  too. 

Boatf.  To  pleafe  your  humour : 
But  we  may  pafs  without  difguife  ;  our  living 
Was  never  in  their  element. 

Gun.  This  Jew  fure, 
That  alter'd  you,  is  a  mad  knave. 

Duke.  Oh,  a  moft  excellent  fellow  ! 

Gun.  How  he  has  mew'd  your  head,  has  rubb'd  the 

fnow  off, 
And  run  your  beard  into  a  peak  of  twenty  ! 

Boatf.  Stopt  all  the  crannies  in  your  face. 

Mafter.  Moft  rarely  ! 

Boatf.  And  now  you  look  as  plump,  your  eyes  as 

fparkling, 

As  if  you  were  to  leap  into  a  lady's  faddle. 
Has  he  not  fet  your  nofe  awry  ? 

Duke.  The  better. 

Boatf.  I  think  it  be  the  better,  but  *tis  awry  fure; 
North  and  by  Eaft>  ay,  there's  the  point  it  ftands  in; 
Now  half  a  point  to  the  Southward. 

Duke,  I  could  laugh, 

But  that  my  bufmefs  requires  no  mirth  now  : 
Thou  art  a  merry  fellow. 

Boatf.  I  would  the  Jew,  Sir, 
Could  fleer  my  head  right ;  for  I've  fuch  a  fwimming 

in't, 
Ever  fince  I  went  to  fea  firft 

Mafter.  Take  wine,  and  purge  it. 

Boatf.  I've  had  a  thoufand  pills  of  fack,  a  thoufand, 
A  thoufand  pottle-pills. 

Gun.  Take  more. 

Boatf.  Good  doctor, 
Your  patient  is  eafily  perfuaded, 
K  2 


i48  THE   DOUBLE   MARRIAGE. 

Mafter.  Methinks  this  Jew *% 
If  he  were  truly  known  to  founder'd  courtiers, 
And  decay'd  ladies,  that  have  loft  their  fleeces, 
On  ev'ry  bulh,  the  next  fair  open  weather, 
He  might  pick  a  pretty  living. 

Boatf.  The  beft  of  all  our  gallants  now  be  glad  of 

him; 

For,  if  you  mark  their  marches,  they  are  tender, 
Soft,  fort,  and  tender  j  then  but  obferve  their  bodies, 
And  you  mall  find  them  cemented  by  a  furgeon, 
Or  ibme  phyfician,  for  a  year  or  two, 
And  then  to  th'  tub  again,  for  a  new  pickle. 
This  Jew  might  live  a  Gentile  here. 

Enter  two  Citizens  at  oppofite  floors,  fainting  afar  off: 

Duke.  What  are  thefe  ? 
Stand  clofe  and  mark. 

Boatf.  Thefe  are  no  men  ;  they're  motions. 

Duke.  What  fad  and  ruthful  faces ! 

Boatf.  How  they  duck  ! 
This  fenfelefs,  filent  courtefy,  methinks, 
Shews  like  two  Turks  faluting  one  another, 
Upon  two  French  porters*  backs. 

Duke.  They  are  my  countrymen, 
And  this  fome  forc'd  infliction  from  the  tyrant. 
What  are  you  ?  why  is  this  ?  why  move  thus  filent, 
As  if  you  were  wandring  fhadows  ?  why  fo  fad  ? 
Your  tongues  feal'd  up  ?  Are  ye  of  feveral  countries, 
You  underftand  not  one  another  ? 

Gun.  That's  an  Englifhman ; 
He  looks  as  tho'  h'  had  loft  his  dog. 

Duke.  Your  habits 
Shew  ye  all  Neapolitans  ;  and  your  faces 

l'J  Mafter.  The  next  fair  open  weather 
Metbitiks  this  Jew, 

If  be  were  tru.'y  known  ts  founder  a  cou>  tiers, 
jlnd  decaf  d  ladies,  that  ha*ve  lojl  thsir  fleeces 
On  every  bujh,  he  ir.igkt  pick  a  pretty  living.]  Thetranfpofition 
of  the  words,  The  next  fair  open  iveatbtr,  his  confounded  the  ieiife 
of  this  paflage  in  all  the  editions.— Sympfoa  puts  a  ptriod  at  weather. 

Deliver 
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Deliver  you  opprefTed  things  :  Speak  boldly  ! 
Do  you  groan  and  labour  under  this  ftiff  yoke  ? 

Mafter.  They  make  their  heads  and  weep. 

Duke,  Oh,  mifery  ! 

Give  plenteous  ibrrows  and  no  tongues  to  (hew  'em  ? 
This  is  a  fludied  cruelty. 

1  Cit.  Begone,  Sir, 

(It  feems  you  are  a  ftranger)  and  fave  yourfelf. 

2  Cit.  You  wonder  here  at  us ;  as  much  we  wonder 
To  hear  you  fpeak  fo  openly  and  boldly, 

The  king's  command  being  publifh'd  to  the  contrary : 
'Tis  death  here,  above  two  to  talk  together ; 
And  that  muft  be  but  common  falutation  neither, 
Short,  and  fo  part. 

Eoatf.  How  mould  a  man  buy  muflard, 
If  he  be  forc'd  to  ftay  the  making  of  it  ? 

Sold,  [within.']  Clear  all  the  Itreets  before  the  king  * 

i  Cit.  Get  off,  Sir, 
And  fhift  as  we  muft  do.  [Exeunt  Citizens. 

Duke.  I'll  fee  his  glory.  [Flourijh. 

Mafter.  Stand  faft  now,  and  like  men.       [Colours* 

Enter  Caftruccio  (as  king,  with  a  Guard)  and  Villw. 

Caft.  Begin  the  game,  Sir, 
And  pluck  me  down  the  row  of  houfes  there ! 
They  hide  the  view  o'  th'  hill ;  and  fink  thofe  merchants ; 
Their  mips  are  foul,  and  ftink. 

Mafter.  This  is  a  fweet  youth  ! 

Caft.  All  that  are  taken  in  aflemblies, 
Their  houfes,  and  their  wives,  their  wealths,  are  forfeit, 
Their  lives  at  your  devotion.     Villains,  knaves, 
I'll  make  you  bow  and  make  !   I'll  make  you  kneel, 

rogues ! — 
How  brave  'tis  to  be  a  king  ! 

Gun.  Here's  fine  tumbling  ! 

Caft.  No  man  lhall  fit  i'  th'  temple  near  another. 

EoatJ.  Nor  lie  with  his  own  wife. 

Caft.  All,  upon  pain 
Of  prefent  death,  forget  to  write  ! 

EoatJ.  That's  excellent ; 

K  3  Carriers 
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Carriers  and  footpofts  will  be  arrant  rebels. 

Cafl.  No  character,  or  ftamp,  that  may  deliver 
This  man's  intention  to  that  man  i'  th'  country. 

Gun.  Nay,  an  you  cutoff,  '  After  my  hearty  com- 
mendations, 
6  Your  friend  and  Oliver/  no  more  ! 

Cafl.  No  man  fmile, 

And  wear  a  face  of  mirth !   That  fellow's  cunning, 
And  hides  a  double  heart ;  he's  your  prize  j  fmoke  him. 

Enter  Virolet,,  Ronvere,  AJcanio^  andMartia,  faffing  over. 

Dtf/b.What  bafe  abufeisthis? — Ha!  'tis  her  face  fu re. 
My  prifonerswith  her  too  ? — By  Heav'n,  vile  whore20, 
Now  is  my  time  ! 

Mafter.  Do  what  you  will. 

Duke.  Stay,  hold  yet ! 
My  country  mall  be  ferv'd  firft  ;  let  her  go  ! 
We'll  have  an  hour  for  her,  to  make  her  tremble. 
Now  mew  ourfelves,  and  blefs  you  with  your  valours. 

Guard.  Here's  a  whole  plump  of  rogues. 

Duke.  Now  for  your  country  !      [Ext.  Virolet^  &c. 

Cafl.  Away  with 'em,  and  hang  'em !  know  no  mercy, 
I  fay  no  mercy  ! 

Duke.  Be  it  fo  \  upon  'em  ! 

Guard.  Treafon,  treafon,  treafon  ! 

Boatf.  Cut  the  (laves  to  giggets  ! 

Gun.  Down  with  the  bullbeefs  ! 

Duke.  Hold,  hold,  I  command  you !  Gods,  look  here! 

Cafl.  A  miferable  thing  ;  I  am  no  king,  Sir. 

Duke.  Sirrah,  your  fool's  face  has  preierv'd  yourjife. 
Wear  no  more  king's  coats  •,  you  havefcap'd  a  fccuring. 

Boatf.  Is't  not  the  king  ? 

Duke.  No,  'tis  a  prating  rafcal  j 
The  puppy  makes  him  mirth. 

Caji.  Yes,  Sir,  I  am 
A  puppy. 

^  Boatf.  }  befeech  you  let  met  me  hang  him  ; 
I'll  do't  in  my  belt  ftraight. 

"WiJd  •wbo.-e.'l  1  have  a  Imall  iui'picion  here  that  wide  is  the  true 
jeauing,  buc  i  hiive  not  ventured  to  dUiurb  the  text.  Synpfon. 

Cafl. 
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Caft.  As  you're  honourable  ! 
It  is  enough,  you  may  hang  me. 

Gun.  I'll  hang  a  fquib  at  his  tail 
That  friall  blow  both  his  buttocks,  like  a  petard. 

Caft.  Do  any  thing  j  but  do  not  kill  me,  gentlemen. 

Enter  Citizen. 

Boat/.  Let's  flea  him, 
And  have  him  fly-blown  ! 

Cit.  Away,  and  fave  your  live% ! 
The  king  himfelf  is  coming  on :  If  you  ftay, 
You're  loft  for  ever !  Let  not  fo  much  noblenefs 
Wilfully  perifh. 

Duke.  How  near  ? 

2  Cit.  He's  here  behind  you. 

Duke.  We  thank  you.     Vanifh !  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Ferrand  and  Ronvere.     Flourijh  Cornets. 

Per.  Double  the  guards,  and  take  in  men  that  dare ! 
Thefe  (laves  are  frighted.  Where  are  the  proud  rebels  ? 
To  what  protection  fled  ?  What  villain  leads  'em  ? 
Under  our  nofe  difturb  our  reft? 

Ronv.  We  fliall  hear ; 
For  fuch  a  fearch  I've  fent,  to  hunt  the  traitors 

Per.  Yet  better  men,  I  fay  !  We  frand  too  open. 
How  now,  Caftruccio  ?  How  d'you  like  our  glory  ? 

Caft.  I  muft  confefs,  'twas  fomewhat  more  than  my 

match,  Sir. 

This  open  glory  agrees  not  with  my  body ; 
But  if  it  were  i'th'  caftle,  or  fome  ftrength, 
Where  I  might  have  my  fwinge r 

Vil.  You  have  been  fwing'd,  brother ; 
How  thefe  delights  have  tickled  you !  You  itch  yet. 
Will  you  walk  out  again  in  pomp  ? 

Caft.  Good  fool ! 

Vil.  Thefe  rogues  muft  be  rebuk'd,    they  are  too 

faucy, 

Thefe  peremptory  knaves.  Will  you  walk  out,  Sir, 
And  take  the  remnant  of  your  coronation  ? 

K  4  The 
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The  people  flay  to  fee  it. 

per.  Do  not  vex  him ; 
H'has  grief  enough  in's  bones.     You  fhall  to  th* 

citadel, 

And  like  myfelf  command :  There  ufe  your  pleafure* 
But  take  heed  to  your  perfon. 

Vil.  The  more  danger, 
Still  the  more  honour,  brother, 

Cafi.  If  I  reign  not  then, 

And  like  a  king — And  thou  flialt  know  it,  fool, 
And  thou  flialt  feel  it,  fool. 

Vil.  Fools  ftill  are  free  men ; 
I'll  fue  for  a  protection,  'till  thy  reign's  out. 

Per.  The  people  have  abus'd  the  liberty 
I  late  allow'd  -,  I  now  proclaim  it  ftraiter : 
No  men  fhall  walk  together,  nor  falute ; 
For  they  that  do  fhall  die. 

Ronv.  You  hit  the  right41,  Sir; 
That  liberty  cut  off,  you're  free  from  practice. 

Per.  Renew  my  guards. 

Ronv.  I  fhall. 

Per.  And  keep  flricl:  watches. 
One  hour  of  joy  I  afk  ! 

Ronv.  You  ihall  have  many.  \_Exc.  Flourifij  cornets. 

Enter  Pandulpho  and  Juliana,  led  by  two  of  the  Guards, 

as  not  yet  fully  recovered. 
i  Guard.  You're  now  at  liberty,  in  your  own  houfe, 

lady, 
And  here  our  charge  takes  end. 

Pand.  'Tis  now  a  cuftom, 

We  muft  e'en  wooe  thofe  men  deferve  worft  of  us ; 
And  fo  we  thank  your  labours ;  there's  to  drink  ! 
For  that  and  mifchief  are  your  occupations, 
And  to  mean  well  to  no  man  your  chief 'ft  harvefts. 
i  Guard,  You  give  liberally;  we  hope,  Sir,  ere't 
be  long, 

"  You  kit  the  right,  Sir.]  The  moft  ufual  expreflion  is  white,  but 
I  have  been  unwilling  to  make  any  alteration.  Sjmpfon. 

To 
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To  be  oftner  acquainted  with  your  bounty  j 
And  fo  we  leave  you. 
Pand.  Do,    for  I  dote  not  on  ye . 
Jul.  But  where's  my  hufband  ?  What  fhould  I  do 

here, 

Or  what  ftiare  have  I  in  this  joy  call'd  Liberty, 
Without  his  company  ?  Why  did  you  flatter  me, 
And  tell  me  he  was  return'd,  his  fervice  honour'd  ? 
i  Guard.  He  is  fo,  and  ftands  high  in  the  king's 

favour, 

His  friends  redeem'd,  and  his  own  liberty, 
From  which  yours  is  deriv'd,  confirm'd  j  his  fervice 
To  his  own  wifti  rewarded :  So  farewell,  lady  ! 

[Exeunt  Guard. 

Pand.  Go  perfecute  the  good,  and  hunt,  ye  hell- 
hounds, 

Ye  leeches  of  the  time,  fuck  'till  ye  byrft,  flayes ! 
How  does  my  girl  ? 

Jul.  Weak  yet,  but  full  of  comfort. 
Pand.  Sit  down,  and  take  fome  reft. 
Jul.  My  heart's  whole,  father ; 
That  joys  and  leaps,  to  hear  my  Virolet, 
My  dear,  my  life,  has  conquer'd  his  afflictions. 
Pand.  Thofe  rude  hands,  and  that  bloody  will  that 

did  this, 

That  durft  upon  thy  tender  body  print 
Thefe  characters  of  cruelty,  hear  me,  Heaven !    .  . 
Jul.  Oh,  Sir,  be  fparing. 
Pand.  I'll  fpeak  it,  tho'  I  burft ; 
And  tho'  the  air  had  ears,  and  ferv'd  the  tyrant, 
Out  it  fhould  go.     Oh,  hear  me,  thou  great  juftice ! 
The  miferies  that  wait  upon  their  mifchiefs, 
Let  them  be  numberlefs !  and  no  eye  pity 
Them,  when  their  fouls  are  loaden,  and  in  labour, 
And  wounded  thro'  and  thro'  with  guilt  and  horror, 
As  mine  is  now  with  grief!  let  men  laugh  at  'em  ! 
Then,  when  their  monftrous  fins,  like  earthquakes, 

fhake  'em, 

And  thofe  eyes, that  forgot  Heav'n/would  look  upward, 

(The 
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(The  bloody  larums  of  the  confcience  beating) 
Let  Mercy  fly,  and  day,  ftruck  into  darknefs, 
Leave  their  blind  fouls,  to  hunt  out  their  own  horrors ! 

Jul.  Enough,  enough !  we  muft  forget,  dear  father; 
For  then  we're  glorious  forms  of  Heaven",  and  live, 
When  we  can  fuffer,  and  as  foon  forgive.— 
But  where's  my  lord  ?  Methinks  I've  feen  this  houfe, 
And  have  been  in't  before. 

Pand.  Thine  own  houfe,  jewel. 

^/.Mine,without  him  j  or  his,without  my  company, 
I  think  it  cannot  be  j  it  was  not  wont,  father. 

Pand.    Some  bufmefs  with  the  king    (let  it  be 

good,  Heav'n!) 
Retains  him  fure. 

Enter  Boy. 

Jul.  It  muft  be  good  and  noble ; 
For  all  men,  that  he  treats  with,  tafte  of  virtue  : 
His  words  and  actions  are  his  own,  and  Honour's, 
Not  bought,  nor  compell'd  from  him. 

Pand.  "Here's  the  Boy ; 

He  can  confirm  us  more.    How  fad  the  child  looks  ! 
Come  hither,  Lucio ;  how,  and  where's  thy  mafter  ? 

Jul.  Speak,  gentle  Boy. 

Pand.  Is  he  return'd  in  fafety  ? 

Jul.  If  not,  and  that  thou  know'ft  is  miferable, 
Our  hopes  and  happinefs  declin'd  for  ever, 

"  for  then  wire  glorious  forms  of  Hea-ifm  ;  and  live.]  If  we  are 
glorious  forms  of  Heaven,  then  we  live  fuch  to  be  fure  ;  though  by 
live  here  join'd  to  are  one  would  imagine  the  Poets  defign'd  to  affix 
different  fenfes  to  thefe  two  verfes,  and  be  underftood  thus,  —  we. 
muft  forget,  for  then  we  not  only  are,  but  continue  or  remain  to  be 
glorious  for  mi  of  Hea<v  n  when,  &c.  Yet  I  fufpeft  (and  Mr.  Seward 
too)  that  the  line  might  be  wrote  originally  thus, 

For  then  we  glorious  forms  of  tlea<vn  live  ; 

live  here  anfwering  to  the  Latin  <vi<vo,  which  oftentimes  is  no  more 
thanyiw.  Sympfoa. 

The  froj>ofed\\ne  is  a  vile  one.  Live  in  the  text  is  ufed  emphati- 
cally, and  rhe  meaning  of  this  line  and  the  next  is,  «  We  then  truly 
'  enjoy  life,  when  we  pardon  injuries,  as  Heaven  forgives  our 
'  iniquities."  , 

Study 
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Study  a  forrow  excellent  as  thy  mailer, 
Then  if  thou  canft  live,  leave  us. 

Boy.  Noble  madam, 
My  lord  is  fafe  return'dj  fafe,  to  his  friends,  and 

fortune, 

Safe  to  his  country,  entertain'd  with  honour ; 
Is  here  within  the  houfe. 

Jul.  Do  not  mock  me ! 

Boy.  But  fuch  a  melancholy  hangs  on's  mind. 
And  in  his  eyes  inhabit  fuch  fad  lhadows ! 
But  what  the  caufe  is 

Pand.  Go  tell  him  we  are  here,  Boy  j 
There  mufl  be  no  caufe  now. 

Jul.  Haft  thou  forgot  me  ? 

Boy.  No,  nobleftlady. 

Jul.  Tell  him  I  am  here ; 

Tell  him  his  wife  is  here ;  found  my  name  to  him, 
And  thou  fhalt  fee  him  ftart ;  fpeak  Juliana, 
And,  like  the  fun  that  labours  thro'  a  tempeft, 
How  fuddcnly  he  will  difperfe  his  fadnefs ! 

Pand.  Go,  I  command  thee,  inftantly  j 
And  charge  him  on  his  duty 

Jul.  On  his  love,  boy. 
I'd  fain  go  to  him. 

Pand.  Away,  away ;  you're  foolifh. 

Jul.  Bear  all  my  fervice,  fweet  Boy 

Pand.  Art  thou  here  ftill  ? 

Jul.  And  tell  him  what  thou  wilt  that  fhall  become 
thee.  [Exit  Boy. 

Pand.  I'  th'  houfe,  and  know  we're  here  ? 

Jul.  No,  no,  he  did  not ; 
I  warrant  you  he  did  not :  Could  you  think 
His  love  had  lefs  than  wings,  (had  he  but  feen  me) 
His  ftrong  affection  any  thing  but  fire, 
Confuming  all  weak  lets  and  rubs  before  it, 
'Till  he  had  met  my  flame,  and  made  one  body  ? 
If  ever  Heaven's  high  bleflings  met  in  one  man, 
And  there  creeled  to  their  holy  ufes 
A  facred  mind  fit  for  their  feryices, 

Built 
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Built  all  of  polifh'd  honour,  'twas  in  this  man  : 
Mifdoubt  him  not. 

Pand.  I  know  he's  truly  noble  ; 
But  why  this  fadnefs,  when  the  general  caufe 
Requires  a  jubilee  of  joy  ? 

Jut.  I  know  not. 

Enter  Virolet  and  Boy. 

Pand.  Pray  Heav'n  you  find  it  not ! 

Jul.  I  hope  I  fhall  not. 

Oh,  here  he  comes,  and  with  him  all  my  happinefs  I—- 
He flays  and  thinks j  we  may  be  too  unmannerly ; 
Pray  give  him  leave.  \¥bey  ftand  off. 

Pand.  I  do  not  like  this  fadnefs. 

Vir.  Oh,  hard  condition  of  my  mifery ! 
Unheard-of  plagues !  when  to  behold  that  woman, 
That  chafte   and  virtuous   woman,    that  preferv'd 

me, 

That  pious  wife,  wedded  to  my  afflictions, 
Muft  be  more  terrible  than  all  my  dangers  ! 
Oh,  Fortune,  thou  haft  robb'd  me  of  my  making, 
The  noble  building  of  a  man  demolilh'd, 
And  flung  me  headlong  on  a  fin  fo  bale 
Man  and  mankind  contemn ;  e'en  beafts  abhor  it  j 
A  fin  more  dull  than  drink,  a  fhame  beyond  it ; 
So  foul,  and  far  from  faith,  I  dare  not  name  it, 
But  it  will  cry  itfelf  out  loud,  Ingratitude. 
Your  blefling,  Sir! 

Pand.  You  have  it  in  abundance  ; 
So  is  our  joy  to  fee  you  fafc. 

Vir.  My  dear  one  ! 

Jul.  H'  has  not  forgot  me  yet :  Oh,  take  me  to 
you,  Sir! 

Fir.  Muft  this  be  added  to  encreafe  my  mifery, 
That  Ihe  rnuft  weep  for  joy,  and  lofe  that  good- 

nefs  ? 

My  Juliana,  e'en  the  beft  of  women, 
Of  wives  the  perfefteft !  Let  me  fpeak  this, 
And  with  a  modefty  declare  thy  virtues, 

Chafter 
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Charter  than  cryftal  on  the  Scythian  clifts  i;> 

The  more  the  proud  winds  court,  the  more  the  purer. 

Sweeter  in  thy  obedience  than  a  facrifice  j 

And  in  thy  mind  a  faint,  that  even  yet  living, 

Produceft  miracles ;  and  women  daily, 

With  crooked  and  lame  fouls  creep  to  thy  goodnefs, 

Which  having  touch'd  at,  they  become  examples. 

The  fortitude  of  all  their  fex  is  fable 14, 

Compar'  d  to  thine  j  and  they  that  fill'd  up  glory, 

And  admiration,  in  the  age  behind  us, 

Out  of  their  celebrated  urns  are  ftarted, 

To  ftare  upon  the  greatnefs  of  thy  fpirit ; 

Wondring  what  new  martyr  Heaven  has  begot, 

To  fill  the  times  with  truth,  and  eafe  their  ftories  : 

Being  all  thefe,  and  excellent  in  beauty, 

(For  noble  things  dwell  in  the  nobleft  buildings) 

Thou  haft  undone  thy  hufband,  made  him  wretched; 

A  miferable  man,  my  Juliana, 

Th'  haft  made  thy  Virolet. 

Jul.  Now  goodnefs  keep  me  I 
Oh,  my  dear  lord 

Pand.  She  wrong  you  ?  what's  the  meaning  ? 
Weep  not,  but  fpeak,  I  charge  you  on  obedience ; 
Your  father  charges  you  !  She  make  you  miferable  ? 
That  you  yourfelf  confefs 

Vir.  I  do,  that  kills  me ; 
And  far  lefs  I  have  fpoke  her  than  her  merit. 

Jul.  It  is  fome  fin  of  weaknefs,  or  of  ignorance ; 
For  fure  my  will 

**  Cbafler  than  cryJJal,  &c.]  Shakdpeare  has  a  paflage  fimilar  to 
this ;  fpeaking  of  Valeria  in  Coriolanus,  a£t  v.  fcene  iii.  he  fays, 

« The  ..oble  filler  of  Poplicola, 

'  The  moon  of  Rome ;  chaile  as  the  ificle, 
«  That's  curdled  by  the  froft  from  purell  fnow, 
'  And  hangs  on  Dian's  temple.'  R. 

*+  It  fable.]  Though  a  flight  corruption  has  quite  chang'd  the 
word,  yet  as  it  has  left  fome  fenfe  remaining,  it  has  efcap'd  the  ob- 
fcrvation  of  former  editors  ;  but  feeble  being  in  proper  antithefis  to 
fortitude,  is  undoubtedly  thr  tru  <•  ;-.ciing.  Steward. 

Not  fo  urdcubitdly :  To  Jill  the  timti  with  TRUTH,  a  few  lines 
lower,  items  10  confirm  fat/c  hue. 

Vir. 
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Vir.  No,  'tis  a  fin  of  excellence. 
Forgive  me,  Heav'n,  that  I  profane  thy  Wettings ! 
Sit  ftill,  I'll  ihew  you  all.  [Exit. 

Pand.  What  means  this  madnefs  ? 
(For  fure  there  is  no  tafte  of  right  man  in  it.) 
Grieves  he  our  liberty,  our  prefervation  ? 
Or  has  the  greatnefs  of  the  deed  he  has  done 
Made  him  forget  for  whom,  and  how,  he  did  itj 
And  looking  down  upon  us,  fcorn  the  benefit  ? 
Well,  Virolet,  if  thou  be'fl  proud,  or  treacherous — > 

Jul.  He  cannot,  Sir,  he  cannot ;  he  will  fhew  us, 
And  with  that  reafon  ground  his  words • 

Enter  Virolet >  Martia,  Ronvere,  and  Lawyer* 

Pand.  He  comes. — 

What  mafque  is  this  ?  what  admirable  beauty  ? 
Pray  Heav'n  his  heart  be  true  ! 

Jul.  A  goodly  woman  ! 

Vir.  Tell  me,   my  dear,   and   tell   me  without 

flattery; 

As  you  are  nobly  honeft,  fpeak  the  truth ! 
What  think  you  of  this  lady  ? 

Jul.  She's  moft  excellent. 

Vir.  Might  not  this  beauty,  tell  me,  (it's  a  fweec 

one) 

Without  more  fetting-off,  as  now  it  is, 
Thanking  no  greater  miilrefs  than  mere  Nature, 
Stagger  a  conftant  heart  ? 

Pand.  She's  full  of  wonder ! 
But  yet,  yet,  Virolet 

Vir.  Pray  by  your  leave,  Sir ! 

Jul.  She  would  amaze 

Vir.  Oh,  would  fhe  fo  ?  I  thank  you. 
Say,  to  this  beauty  fhe  have  all  additions, 
Wealth,  noble  birth 

Pand.  Oh,  hold  there! 

Vir.  All  virtues, 

A  mind  as  full  of  candor  as  the  truth  is, 
Ay,  and  a  loving  lady 

Jut. 
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Jul.  She  muft  needs 
(I'm  bound  in  confcience  to  confefs)  deferve  much. 

Vir.  Nay,  fay  beyond  all  thefe,  fhe  be  fo  pious, 
That  e'en  on  flaves  condemn'd  flie  fhowerher  benefits, 
And  melt  their  ftubborn  bolts  with  her  foft  pity; 
What  think  you  then  ? 

Pand.  For  fuch  a  noble  office, 
At  thefe  years  I  fhould  dote  myfelf.  Take  heed,  boy  ! 

Jul.  If  you  be  he  that  have  receiv'd  thefe  blefiings, 
And  this  the  lady,  love  her,  honour  her ! 
You  cannot  do  too  much  to  fhew  your  gratitude ; 
Your  greateft  fervice  will  fhew  off  too  {lender. 

Vir.  This  is  the  lady,  lady  of  that  bounty, 
That  wealth,  that  noble  name,  that  all,  I  fpoke  of; 
The  prince  Afcanio,  and  myfelf,  the  flaves 
Rcdeem'd,    brought   home,    ftill  guarded  by  her 

goodnefs ; 

And  of  our  liberties  you  tafte  the  fweetnefs. 
E'en  you  fhe  has  preferv'd  too,  lengthened  your  lives. 

Jul.  And  what  reward  d'  you  purpofe  ?  It  muft  be 

a  main  one. 
Jf  love  will  do't,  we'll  all  fo  love  her,  ferve  her 

Vir.  It  muft  be  my  love. 

Jul.  Ha! 

Vir.  Mine,  my  only  love, 
My  everlafting  love. 

Pand.  How! 

Vir.  Pray,  have  patience  ! 

The  recompenfe  fhe  afk'd,  and  I  have  render'd, 
Was  to  become  her  hufband.  Then  I  vow'd  it, 
And  fince  I've  made  it  good. 

Pand.  Thou  durft  not ! 

Vir.  Done,  Sir. 

Jul.    Be  what  you  pleafe,  this  happinefs  yet  ftays 

with  me15, 
You  have  been  mine.     Oh,  my  unhappy  fortune  ! 

Pand.  Nay,  break  and  die  ! 

**  his  hafpinefs,  &c.J  The  omifiion  of  a  iingle  letter  has 

made  nonfenfe  of  this,  in  ail  the  former  editions.  Stward. 

Jul. 
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JuL  It  cannot  yet :  I  muft  live, 
'Till  I  fee  this  man  bleft  in  his  new  love ; 
And  then 

Pand.  What  haft  thou  done  ?  thou  bafe  one>  tell  me  \ 
Thou  barren  thing  of  honefty,  and  honour, 
What  haft  thou  wrought  ?  Is  not  this  fhe,  (look  on 

her, 

Look  on  her  with  the  eyes  of  gratitude, 
And  wipe  thy  falfe  tears  off)  is  not  this  fhe, 
That  three  times  on  the  rack,  to  guard  thy  fafety, 
WThen  thou  ftood'ft  loft,  and  naked  to  the  tyrant  j 
Thy  aged  father  here,  that  fhames  to  know  thee, 
Engag'd  i'th'jaws  of  danger;  was  not  this  fhe, 
That  then  gave  up  her  body  to  the  torture, 
That  tender  body,  that  the  wind  fmgs  thro'  ? 
And  three  times,  when  her  finews,  crack'd  and  tortur'd, 
The  beauties  of  her  body  turn'd  to  ruins, 
Even  then,  within  her  patient  heart  fhe  lock'd  thee, 
Then  hid  thee  from  the  tyrant,  then  preferv'd  thee ' 
And  canft  thou  be  that  flave 

Mart.  This  was  but  duty ; 
She  did  it  for  her  hufband,  and  fhe  ought  it*6 ; 
Sh'  has  had  the  pleafure  of  him  many  an  hour; 
And  if  one  minute's  pain  cannot  be  fuffer'd— — 
Mine  was  above  all  thefe,  a  nobler  venture  ! 
(I  fpeak  it  boldly)  for  I  loft  a  father, 
"She  has  one  ftilP7 ;  I  left  my  friends,  fh'  has  many  j 
Expos'd  my  life  and  honour  to  a  cruelty, 
That  if  it  had  feiz'd  on  me — racks,  and  tortures  ? 
Alas,  they're  triumphs  to't !  and  had  it  hit, 
For  this  man's  love,  it  fhould  have  fhew'd  a  triumph. 
Twice  loft,  I  freed  him ;  RofTana  loft  before  him, 
His  fortunes  with  him,  and  his  friends  behind  him  j 
Twice  was  I  rack'd  myfelf  for  his  deliverance, 
In  honour  firft  and  name,  which  was  a  torture 

16  Ought  it.]  Ought  feems  to  be  uled  here  as  the  perfeft  tenfe  of  owe. 

*7  He  has  one  jlill — he  has  many.']  Martia  is  pleading  that  her 
rr.erita  are  fuperior  to  thofe  of  Juliana,  it  was  therefore  a  grofs  rniftak* 
;y  let  be  ftand  in  this  line.  Sward. 

The 
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The  hangman  never  heard  of ;  next  at  Tea, 

In  our  efcape,  where  the  proud  waves  took  pleafure 
To  tofs  my  little  boat  up  like  a  bubble, 
Then  like  a  meteor  in  the  air  he  hung, 
Then  catch'd  and  Aung  him  in  the  depth  of  darknefs; 
The  cannon  from  my  incenfed  father's  fhip 
Ringing  our  knell,  and  ftill  as  we  peep'd  upward 
Beating  the  raging  furge,  with  fire  and  bullet, 
And  I  ftood  fix'd  for  this  man's  fake,  and  fcorn'd  it : 
Compare  but  this ! 

Fir.  'Tis  too  true.    Oh,  my  fortune  ! 
That  I  muft  equally  be  bound  to  either  ! 

JuL  You  have  the  better,  and  the  nobler  lady ; 
And  now  I'm  forc'd  a  lover  of  her  goodnefs  : 
And  fo  far  have  you  wrought  for  his  deliverance* 
That  is  my  lord,  fo  lovingly  and  nobly, 
That  now  methinks  I  dagger  in  my  title. 
But  how  with  honefty,  (for  I'm  poor,  lady> 
In  all  my  duteous  fervice  but  your  fhadow, 
Yet  would  be  juft)  how  with  fair  fame  and  credit^ 

I  may  go  off?  I  would  not  be  a  {trumpet 

Oh,  my  dear  Sir,  you  know 

Vir.  Oh,  Truth,  thou  knoweft  too ! 

Jul.  Nor  have  the  world  fnfpecl  I  fell  to  mifchief. 

Law.  Take  you  no  care  for  that ;  here's  that  fias 

done  it  •, 
A  fair  divorce  !  'tis  honeft  too. 

Pand.  The  devil ! 
Honed  ?  to  put  her  off? 

Law.  Moft  honeft,  Sir- 
And  in  this  point  moft  ftrong. 

Pand.  The  caufe,  the  caufe,  Sir  ? 

Law.  A  juft  caufe  too- 

Pand.  As  any  is  in  Hell,  Lawyer ! 

Law.  For  barrennefs;irie  never  broughthimchildren. 

Pand.  Why  art  riot  thoil  divorc'd  ?  thou  canft  not 

get 'em; 

Thy  neighbours,   thy  rank  neighbours— Oh,    bafe 
juggling! 

VOL.  VII.  L  I* 
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Is  fhe  not  young  ? 

Jul.  Women  at  my  years,  Sir, 
Have  met  that  blefllng;  'tis  in  Heav'n's  high  power— 
Law.  You  never  can  have  any. 
pand.  Why,  quick  Lawyer  ? 
My  philofophical  Lawyer  ? 

Law.  The  rack  has  fpoil'd  her ; 
The  diftentions  of  thofe  parts  hath  flopp'd  all  frult- 

fulnefs. 

Pand.  Oh,  I  could  curfe  ! 
Jul.  And  am  I  grown  ib  miferable, 
That  mine  own  piety1*5  muft  make  me  wretched? 
No  caufe  againft  me,  but  my  love  and  duty  ? 
Farewell,  Sir  !  Like  Obedience,  thus  I  leave  you  j 
My  long  farewell ! — I  do  not  grudge;  I  grieve,  Sir  j 
And  if  that  be  offenfive,  I  can  die ; 
And  then  you're  fairly  free. — Good  lady,  love  him : 
You  have  a  noble  and  an  honeft  gentleman ; 
I  ever  found  him  fo,  the  world  has  fpoke  him, 
And  let  it  be  your  part  flill  to  deferve  him ! 
Love  him  no  lefs  than  I  have  done,  and  ferve  him, 
And  Heav'n  fhall  blefs  you  :  You  fhall  blefs  my  afhes. 
I  give  you  up  the  houfe,  the  name  of  Wife, 
Honour,  and  all  refpedl  I  borrow'd  from  him, 
And  to  my  grave  I  turn.     One  farewell  more ! 
Nothing  divide  your  loves,  not  want  of  children, 
Which  I  fhall  pray  againft,  and  make  you  fruitful ! 
Grow  like  two  equal  flames  !  rife  high  and  glorious, 
And  in  your  honour'd  age  burn  out  together ! 
To  all  I  know,  farewell ! 

Ronv.  Be  not  fo  griev'd,  lady ! 

A  nobler  fortune 

Jul.  Away,  thou  parafite ! 

Difcurb  not  my  fad  thoughts.     I  hate  thy  greatnefs  ! 
Ronv.  I  hate  not  you.     I'm  glad  fhe's  off  thefe 

hinges. 

Come,  let's  purine.  [Exe.  Ronv.  &  Law. 

Pand.  If  I  had  breath  to  curie  thee, 

*?  Mine  awn  pity.]  Coi retted  in  1750. 

Of 
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Or  could  my  great  heart  utter — Farewell,  villain  ! 
Thy  houfe  nor  face  again — —  [Exit. 

Mart.  Let  'em  all  go ; 

And  now  let  us  rejoice.  Now  freely  take  me, 
And  now  embrace  me,  Virolet !  give  the  rites 
Of  a  brave  hufband  to  his  love. 

Vir.  I'll  take  my  leave  too. 

Mart.  How !  take  yonr  leave  too  ? 

Vir.  The  houfe  is  fiirnifh'd  for  you1 ; 
You're  miftrefs,  may  command. 

Mart.  Will  you  to  bed.  Sir  ? 

Vir.  As  foon  to  Hell ;  to  any  thing  I  hate  moft  \ 
You  mu ft  excufe  me  !  I  have  kept  my  word  : 
You  are  my  wife,  you  now  enjoy  my  fortune, 
Which  I  have  done  to  recompenfe  your  bounty  : 
But  to  yield  up  thofe  chafte  delights  and  pleafures,- 
Which  are  not  mine,  but  my  firft  vow's— — 

Mart.  Youjeft! 

Vir.  You  will  not  find  it  fo. — To  give  you  thofe 
I  have  divorc'd,  and  loft  with  Juliana, 
And  all  fires  of  that  nature 

Mart.  Are  you  a  hufband  ? 

Vir.  To  queflion  hers29,  and  fatisfyyour  flame's, 
That  held  an  equal  beauty,  equal  bounty, 
Good  Heav'n  forgive  ?  No,  no,  the  ftridfe  forbearance 
Of  all  thofe  joys,  like  a  full  facrifice, 
I  offer  to  the  f Offerings  of  my  firft  love. 
Honour,  and  wealth,  attendance,  ftate,  all  duty, 

*9  To  queflion  he rs,  and fathfy  your  flamts, 

That  held  an  equal  beauty,  equal  bounty, • 

Good  Heaven,  forgive,'}  If  the  Render  can  affix  any  clear  idea 
to  the  old  text,  he  will  do  more  than  I  can.  The  fenfe  required 
feems  to  be  r.n  exclamation  at  the  thought  of  quitting  his  former  wife's 
ch:  lie  embraces,  to  f:itisfy  Martia's  fl  unes.  As  her  fuppos'd  barren- 
ncfc  was  the  caufe  aiieclg'cj,  my  conjecture  makes  good  fenfe,  and 
keeps  very  clofe  to  the  trice  of  the  letters, 

To  jell  on  hers,  and fat'nfj your flama.  Se-u-arJ. 

Any  perfon  who  conficiers  the  text  fully,  will,  we  believe,   think 
that  the  o'.d  reading,  concluded  with  a  point  of  interrogition,  is  right : 
Can  Heaven  fo'give  my  rrje&ing  her  love,  and  fruisfying  yours  ? 
No,  no,  #r.' 

I,  2  Shall 


1 64    THE  DOUBLE  MARRIAGE. 

Shall  wait  upon  your  will,  to  make  you  happy ; 
But  my  afflicted  mind,  (you  muft  give  leave,  lady) 
My  weary  trunk  muft  wander. 

Mart.  Not  enjoy  me  ? 
Go  from  me  too  ? 

Vir.  For  ever  thus  I  leave  you  : 
And,  howfoe'er  I  fare,  live  you  ftill  happy !     [Exit. 

Mart.  Since  I  am  fcorn'd,  I'll  hatethee,  fcorn  thy 

gifts  too, 

Thou  miferable  fool,  thou  fool  to  pity ! 
And  fuch  a  rude,  demolifn'd  thing,  I'll  leave  thee, 
la  my  revenge — For,  foolifh  love,  farewell  now, 
And  anger,  and  the  ipite  of  woman,  enter ! 
That  all  the  world  fhall  fay,  that  read  this  ftory, 
My  hate,  and  not  my  love,  begot  my  glory !  [Exit. 


ACT          IV. 

Enter  Duke,  Boatfwain,  Mafter>  and  Gunner. 
Duke.  T  T  E  that  fears  death,  or  tortures,  let  him 

J7i  leave  me ! 

The  ftops  that  we  have  met  with  crown  our  conquefL 
Common  attempts  are  fit  for  common  men ; 
The  rare,  the  rareft  fpirits.     Can  we  be  daunted  ? 
We  that  have  fmil'd  at  fea  at  certain  ruins, 
Which  men  on  Ihore,  but  hazarded,  would  lhake  at  ? 
We  that  have  liv'd  free,  in  defpite  of  Fortune, 
Laugh'd  at  the  out-ftretch'd  arm  of  Tyranny, 
As  ilill  too  fhort  to  reach  us,  fhall  we  faint  now  ? 
No,  my  brave  mates,  I  know  your  fiery  temper, 
And  that  you  can,  and  dare,  as  much  as  men. 
Calamity,  that  fevers  worldly  friendihips, 
Could  ne'er  divide  us ;  you  are  ftill  the  fame, 
The  conftant  followers  of  my  banilh'd  fortunes, 
The  inftruments  of  my  revenge,  the  hands- 
By  which  I  work,  and  fafhion  ail  my  projects. 

Mafter. 
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Mafter.  And  fuch  we  will  be  ever. 

Gun.  'Slight,  Sir,  cram  me 
Into  a  cannon's  mouth,  and  moot  me  at 
Proud  Ferrand's  head ;  may  only  he  fall  with  me, 
My  life  I  rate  at  nothing. 

Boatf.  Could  I  but  get 

Within  my  fword's  length  of  him,  and  if  then 
He  fcape  me,  may  th'  account  of  all  his  fins 
Be  adJ.ed  unto  mine  ! 

Mafter.  'Tis  not  to  die,  Sir, 
But  to  die  unreveng'd,  that  daggers  me: 
For  were  your  ends  ferv'd,  and  our  country  free, 
We  would  fall  willing  facrifices. 

Duke.  To  rife  up 
Mod  glorious  martyrs. 

Boatf.  But  the  reafon  why 
We  wear  thele  mapcs  ? 

Duke.  Only  to  get  accefs. 
Like  honeft  men,  \ve  never  mail  approach  him, 
vSuch  are  his  fears  ;  but  thus  attir'd  like  Switzers, 
And  faftuoning  our  language  to  our  habits, 
(Bold,  bloody,  defp'rate)  we  may  be  admitted 
Among  his  guard.    But  if  this  fail,  I'll  try 
A  dioufand  others,  out-do  Proteus 
In  various  fhapes,  but  I  will  reach  his  heart, 
And  leal  my  anger  on't. 

Enter  Ronvere  and  the  Guard. 

Mafter.  The  lord  Ronvere  ! 

Boatf.  Shall  we  begin  with  him  ? 

Duke.  He  is  not  ripe  yet, 
Nor  fit  to  fall :  As  you  fee  me  begin, 
With  all  care  imitate. 

Gun.  We  are  indrufted. 

Boatf.  'Would  we  were  at  it  once  ! 

Ronv.  Keep  a  drift  watch, 
And  let  the  guards  be  doubled  :  This  lafl  night 
The  king  had  fearful  dreams. 

Duke.  'Tis  a  good  omen 

L  3  To 
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To  our  attempts. 

Ronv.  What  men  are  thefe  ?  What  feekyou  ? 
D:tke.  Employment. 
Ronv.  Of  what  nature  ? 
Duke.  We  are  foldicrs  i 
We  have  feen  towns  and  churches  fet  on  fire, 
The  kennels  running  blood,  coy  virgins  ravifli'd, 
The  altars  ranfack'd,  and  the  holy  relicks, 
Yea,  and  the  laints  themfelves,  made  lawful  fpoils 
Unto  the  conquerors  ;  but  thefe  good  days  are  paft^ 
And  we  made  beggars  by  this  idle  peace, 
For  want  of  action.     I  am,  Sir,  no  ftranger 
To  the  government  of  this  ftate  ;  1  know  the  king 
Seedsmen,  that  only  do  what  he  commands, 
And  fearch  no  further:  It  is  the  profefiion 
Of  all  our  nation,  to  ferve  faithfully, 
Where  they're  bell  paid;  and  if  you  entertain  us, 
I  do  not  know  the  thing  you  can  command, 
Which  we'll  not  put  in  act. 
Ronv.  A  goodly  perlbnage  ! 
Mfijier.  And  if  you  have  an  enemy,  or  fo, 

That  you  would  have  difpatch'd 

Gun.  They're  here  can  fit  you. 
BoatJ.  Or  if  there  be  an  itch,  tho'  to  a  man — • — 
Duke.  Youfhalltie 
Our  confciences  in  your  purfe-ftrings. 

Rcnv.  Gentlemen, 

I  like  your  freedom.     I  am  now  in  hade; 
But  wait  for  my  return. — I  like  the  rafcals  ; 
They  may  be  uleful. 

Duke.  We'll  attend  you,  Sir. 
Ronv.  Do,  and  be  confident  of  entertainment : 
I  hope  you  will  defer ve  it.      [Exe.  Ronv.  and  Guard. 

Duke.  Oh,  ho  doubt,  Sir. 
Thus  far  we're  profperous  :  We'll  be  his  guard, 
'Till  tyranny  and  pride  rind  full  reward.        [Exeunt. 

Enter  Pandulpbo  and  Juliana. 
Pand.  My  blefiing  ?  No ;  3  father's  heavy  curfe 

Purfue 
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Purfue  and  overtake  him  ! 

Jul.  Gentle  Sir  ! 

Pand.  My  name,  and  family,  end  in  myfelf, 
Rather  than  live  in  him  ! 

Jul.  Dear  Sir^  forbear  ! 
A  father's  curies  hit  far  off,  and  kill  too ; 
And,  like  a  murdering-piece  3°,  aim  not  at  one, 
But  all  that  {land  within  the  dangerous  level. 
Some  bullet  may  return  upon  yourfelf  too, 
Tho'  againft  Nature,  if  you  ftill  go  on 
In  this  unnatural  courfe. 

Pand.  Thou  art  not  made 
Of  that  fame  fluff  as  other  women  are : 
Thy  injuries  would  teach  Patience  to  blafpheme, 
Yet  ftill  thou  art  a  dove. 

Jul.  I  know  not  malice  ; 
But,  like  an  innocent,  fuffer. 

Pand.  More  miraculous  ! 

I'll  have  a  woman  chronicled,  and  for  goodnefs, 
Which  is  the  greateft  wonder.     Let  me  fee, 
I  have  no  fon  t'  inherit  after  me  ; 
Him  I  difclaim. 

What  then  ?  I'll  make  thy  virtues  my  fole  heir : 
Thy  ftory  1*11  have  written,  and  in  gold  too, 
In  profe  and  verfe,  and  by  the  ableft  doers JI. 

3°  Murtif ring-piece.^  Such  a  piece,  Dr.  Warburton  obferves,  as 
rfi'tffins  ufe,  with  many  barrels.  So  in  Kamlet,  act  iv.  fcene  v.  the 
King  fays, 

'  Oh,  my  dear  Gertrude,  this, 

'  Like  to  a  murdering-piece,  in  many  places 
•  Gives  me  fuperfluous  death  !' 

Mr.  Steevens  remarks,  that  this  pailage  in  Fletcher  confirms  Dr.  War- 
burton's  explanation.  R. 

3'  yf%Noers.]  The  Englifh  word  doers  here,  is  a  literal  tranfla- 
tion  of  the  Greek  wAn,  which  means  not  only  fimply  a  maker  or 
doer,  but  a  maker  of  verfes ;  The  cufiom  of  ufing   Englifh  words  in 
a  Greek  and  a  Latin  fenfe,  was  highly  in  vogue  in  our  Authors'  time  ; 
Spenfer  has  not  only  taken  the  liberty  to  do  fo  with  the  one,  but  the 
other  too  :  So  Shepheid's  Calender,  June,  Colin  fays  to  Hobbinel, 
«  The  god  of  fhcpiniids  Tityrus  is  dead, 
'  Who  taught  me,  homely  as  I  can,  to  mate.'      Sympfon. 

L  4  A  word 
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A  word  or  two  of  a  kind  ftep-father 
I'll  have  put  in  -,  good  kings  and  queens  fhall  buy  it. 
And  if  the  actions' of  ill  great  women, 
And  of  the  modern  times  too,  are  remember'd, 
That  have  undone  their  hu.fbands  and  their  families, 
What  wiil  our  ftory  do  ?  It  fhall  be  fo, 
And  I  will ftraight' about  it.  [Exit* 

Jul.  Such  as' love 

Goodnels  for  glory,  have  it  for  reward ; 
I  love  mine  for  iticlf.     Let  Innocence 
Be  written  on  my  tomb,  tho'  ne'er  fo  humble, 
'Tis  all  I  am  ambitious  of.     But  I 
Forget  my  vows. 

Enter  Bay. 

Bey.  'Fore  me,  you  are  not  modeft, 
Nor  is  this  court-like  !   Would  you  take  it  well. 
If  Ihe  ihould  rudely  prefs  into  your  clofet, 
When  from  your  ieveral  boxes  you  chufe  paint, 
To  make  a  this-day's  face  with  ? 

Jul.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Boy.  Pray  know  her  pleafure  firft. 

Jul.  To  whom  fpeak  you,  Boy  ? 

Soy.  Your  ladyrfiip's  pardon. - — That  proud  ladyT 

thief, 

That  Hole  away  my  lorcj  from  your  embraces, 
(Wrinkles  at  two-and-twenty  on  her  cheeks  for't, 
Or  merc'ry  unallay'd  make  blifters  on  it!) 
Would  force  a  yilit. 

Jul.  And  dare  you  deny  her, 
Or  any  elle  that  Icall  mine  ?  No  more  ! 
Attend  her  with  all  reverence  and  refpedt : 
The  want  in  you  of  manners,  my  lord  may 
Conftrue'in  me  for  malice.      I  will  teach  you 
How  to  efteem  and  love  the  beauty  he  dotes  on. 

Enter  Martin. 

Prepare  a  banquet. — Madam,  thus  my  duty 
Moops  to  the  favour  ^ou  voucuiafe  your  iervant, 

In 
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In  honouring  her  houfe. 

Mart.  Is  this  in  fcorn  ? 

Jul.  No,  by  the  life  of  Virolet !  (Give  me  leave 
To  Iwear  by  him,  as  by  a  faint  I  worfhip, 
But  am  to  know  no  further  ;  my  heart  fpeaks  that.) 
My  fervants  have  been  rude,  and  this  boy,  doting 
Upon  my  forrows,  hath  forgot  his  duty  : 
In  which,  that  you  may  think  I  have  no  (hare, 
Sirrah,  upon  your  knees,  defire  her  pardon. 

Boy.  I  dare  not  difobey  you. 

Mart.  Prithee,  rife: 
My  anger  never  looks  fo  low.     I  thank  you, 

And  will  deferve  it ;  if  we  may  be  private 

I  came  to  fee  and  fpeak  with  you. 

Jul.  Be  gone.  [Exit  Boy. 

Good  madam,  fit. 

Mart.  I  rob  you  of  your  place  then. 

Jul.  You  have  defcrv?d  a  better,  in  my  bed ; 
Makeufeof  this  too.     Now  your  pleafure,  lady. 
If  in  your  breaft  there  be  a  worthy  pity, 
That  brings  you  for  my  comfort,  you  do  nobly  ; 
But  if  you  come  to  triumph  in  your  conqueft, 
Or  tread  on  my  calamities,  'twill  wrong 
Your  other  excellencies.     Let  it  fuffice, 
That  you  alone  enjoy  the  belt  of  men, 
And  that  I  am  forfaken. 

Mart.  He  the  belt  ? 
The  fcum  and  fhame  of  mankind  ! 

Jul.  Virolet, 
Lady  ? 

Mart.  Bleft  in  him  ?  I  would  my  youth  had 
Chofen  confuming  fevers,  bed- rid  age, 
For  my  companions,  rather  than  a  thing, 
To  lay  whofe  bafenefs  open  would  e'en  poifon 
The  tongue  that  ipeaks  it. 

Jul.  Certainly  from  you 
At  no  part  he  deferves  this  :   And  I'll  tell  you, 
Durft  I  pretend  but  the  leaft  title  to  him, 
I  fhould  not  hear  this  ! 

Mart 
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Mart.  He's  an  impudent  villain, 
Or  a  malicious  wretch ;  to  you  ungrateful, 
To  me  beyond  expreffion  barbarous. 
I  more  than  naie  him  !   From  you  he  defer ves 
A  death  moil  horr.d  ±  .ircm  me,  to  die  for  ever, 
And  know  no  end  of  torments. — Would  you  have 

comfort  ? 

World  you  warn  off  the  ftain  that  flicks  upon  you, 
In  being  r.efus'd  ?  would  you  redeem  your  fame, 
Shipwrecked  in  his  bafc  wrongs  ?  If  you  deiire  this, 
Jt  is  not  to  be  done  with  flavifh  fufFering, 

by  a  noble  anger,  making  way 
To  a'moft  brave  revenge,  we  may  call  Juftice. 
Our  injuries  are  equal ;  join  with  me  then, 
And  marc-  the  honour. 

Jul.  I  fcarce  underftand  you  j 
And  know  I  lhall  be  molt  unapt  to  learn 
To  ha;c  the  man  I  ftill  mult  love  and  honour. 

Mart.  This  fooiiih  dotage  in  foft-hearted  women 
Makes  proud  men  inlolerit :  But,  take  your  way  i 
I'll  run  another  courfe. 

Jul.  As  you  are  noble, 
Deliver  his  offence. 

Mart.  He  has  denied 
The  rites  due  to  a  wife. 

Jul.  Oh  me  mofl  happy ! 
How  largely  am  I  paid  for  all  my  fufferings ! 
Moft  honed  Virolet,  thou  juit  performer 
Or  all  thy  promifes  !   I  call  to  mind  now, 
When  I  was  happy  in  tho<b  joys  you  fpeak  of, 
In  a  chaife  bed.,  and  warranted  by  law  too, 
He  oft  would  fw.ear,  that  if  he  fhould  furvive  me, 
(Which  then  I  knew  he  willed  not)  never  woman 
Should  taftc  of  his  embraces  $  this  one  acl: 
Makes  me  again  his  debtor. 

Mart.  And  was  this 

The  caufe  my  youth  and  beauty  were  contemnM? 
If  i  fit  down  here Well! 

Jul.  I  dare  thy  wont ! 

Plot 
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Plot  what  thcu  canft,  my  piety  fhall  guard  him 
Againit  thy  malice.     Leave  my  houfe,  and  quickly ! 
Thou  wilt  infect  thefe  innocent  walls.     By  Virtue, 
I  will  inform  him  of  thy  bloody  purpofe, 
And  turn  it  on  thine  own  accurled  head  ; 
Believe't  I  will !  [Exit. 

Mart.  But  'tis  not  in  thy  power 
To  hinder  what  I  have  decreed  againft  him. 
I'll  fet  myfelf  to  fale,  and  live  a  ftrumpet, 
Forget  my  birth,  my  father,  and  his  honour,       , 
Rather  than  want  an  inftrument  to  help  me 
In  my  revenge.     The  captain  of  the  guard  ! 
Bleft  Opportunity  courts  me. 

Enter  FLcnvere. 
Ronv.  Sad  and  troubled  ? 
How  brave  her  anger  fhews  !  How  it  lets  off 
Her  natural  beauty  !  Under  what  happy  ftar 
Was  Virolet  born,  to  be  belov'd  and  ibught-to, 
By  two  incomparable  women  ? — Nobleii  lady, 
I've  heard  your  wrongs,  and  pity  them ;  and  if 
The  fervice  of  my  lite  could  give  me  hope 
To  gain  your  favour,  I  fhould  be  moft  proud 
To  be  commanded. 

Mart.  'Tis  in  you,  my  lord, 
To  make  me  your  glad  fervant. 
Ronv.  Name  the  means. 
Mart.  'Tis  not  preferment,  jewels,  gold,  or  court- 

fhip: 

He  that  defiresto  reap  the  harveft  of 
My  youth  and  beauty,  muft  begin  in  blood, 
And  right  my  wrongs. 

Ronv.  I  apprehend  you,  madam, 
And  reft  affur'd  'tis  done:  I  am  provided 
Of  inftruments  to  fit  you.     To  the  king 
Til  inftantly  prcicnt  you  j  if  I  fail, 
He  fhall  make  good  your  aims.     He's  lefs  than  man, 
That,  to  atchieve  your  favour,  would  not  do 
Deeds  fiends  would  fear  to  put  their  agents  to.  [Exeunt. 

Enter 
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Enter  Virolet,  reading. 

Vir.  Quodin™!tus  facts,  nor  cjJfcshts.  'Tis  an  axiom. 
Now  whether  willingly  I  have  departed 
With  that  I  lov'd  ;  with  that,  above  her  life 
Lov'ci  me  again,  crown'd  me  a  happy  hufband  ; 
Was  full  of  children,  her  affii&ions, 
That  I  begot  ;  that,  when  our  age  muft  perifh, 
And  ailour  painted  frailties  turn  to  aihes, 
Then  iliall  they  ftand  and  propagate  our  honours. 
Whether  this  done,  and  taking  to  protection 
A  new  ft  range  beauty,  'twas  an  ufeful  one  - 
How  ?  to  my  luft  ?  If  it  be  fo,  I'm  fmful, 
And  guilty  of  that  crime  I  would  fling  from  me. 
Was  then?  not  in  it  this  faircourfe  of  virtue, 
This  pious  courfe,  to  fave  my  friends,  my  country, 
That  e'en  then  had  put  on  a  mourning  garment, 
P          cnr  thedeiblation  of  her  children, 
Her  noblcft  children  ?  Did  not  fhe  thruft  me  on, 
And  to  my  duty  claptthe  fpur  of  honour  ? 
Was  there  a  v/ay,  without  th  is  woman,  left  me 
To  bring  'em  off  ?  the  marrying  of  this  woman  ? 
If  not,  why  am  I  ftung  thus  ?  -why  tormented  ? 
Or,  had  there  been  a  wild  delm'  join'd  with  it, 
How  eafuy  both  thefe,  and  all  their  beauties, 
Might  I  have  made  mine  own  :  Why  am  I  touch'd  thus, 
j         ..or  perfonn'd  the  great  redemption 
Been  of  my  friends  and  family  ?  fairly  clone  it, 
Without  bafe  and  lafcivious  ends  ?  Oh,  Heaven, 
Why  un  !  foil  at  war  thus  ?  why  this  a  milchief, 
That  Hosjefty  and  Honour  had  propounded, 
Ay,  and  abfolv'd  my  tender  will,  and  chid  me, 
Nay,  then  ^iivviiiingly  flung  me  on  ? 


]Lnt&r  Juliana  and  Boy. 
Bey.  He's  here,  rvK.arn; 
This  is  the  iiiclanCi.          -.ik  he  lives  in, 
And  c  holes  ever  to  encreaie  his  fadnefs, 
Jul.  Stand  byt 

Fir 
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Fir.  'Tis  me  !   How  I  fh.ike  now  and  tremble  ! 
The  virtues  of  that  mind  arc  torments  to  me. 

Ju].  Sir,  if  my  hated  face  fhall  ftir  your  anger, 
Or  this  forbidden  path  I  tread  in  vex  your 
My  love  and  fair  obedience  left  behind  me, 
Your  pardon  afk'd,  I  fhall  return  and  blefs  you. 

Vir.  Pray  itay  a  little  !  I  delight  to  fee  you. 
May  not  we  yet,  tho'  Fortune  have  divided  us, 
And  let  an  envious  flop  between  our  pleafures, 
Look  thus  one  at  another  ?  figh  and  weep  thus  ? 
And  read  in  one  another's  eyes  the  legends, 
And  wonders,  of  our  old  loves  ?  Be  not  fearful ; 
Tho'  you  be  now  a  faint,  I  may  adore  you  ! 
May  I  not  take  this  hand,  and  on  it  facrifice 
The  forrows  of  my  heart  ?  White  feal  of  virtue  ! 

Jul.  My  lord,  you  wrong  your  wedlock. 

Vir.  Were  fhe  here, 

And  with  her  all-fevere  eyes  to  behold  us, 
We  might  do  this ;  I  might  name  Juliana, 
And  to  the  reverence  of  that  name  bow  thus ; 
I  might  figh  Juliana,  fhe  was  mine  once, 
But  I  too  weak  a  guard  for  that  great  treafure  j 
And  whilft  fhe  has  a  name,  believe  me,  lady, 
This  broken  heart  fhall  never  want  a  forrow. 

Jul.  Forget  her,  Sir  j  your  honour  now  commands 

you; 

You  are  another's,  keep  thole  griefs  for  her ; 
She  richly  can  reward  'em.  I'd  have  fuoken  with  you. 

Vir.  What  is  your  will  ?  for  nothing  you  can  afk, 
So  full  of  goodnefs  are  your  words  and  meanings, 
Muft  be  denied  :  Speak  boldly. 

'Jul.  I  thank  yon,  Sir.     I  come  not 
To  beg,  or  flatter,  only  to  be  believ'd ; 
That  I  defire  :  For  I  fhall  tell  a  ftory, 
So  far  from  feeming  truth,  yet  a  moft  true  one ; 
So  horrible  in  nature,  and  fo  horrid  JZ ; 
So  beyond  wickednefs,  that,  when  you  hear  it, 

1*  So  borrllle  in  nature,  and  fa  horrid,]   1  i.'s  is  fo  wretched  and 
tautological  a  line,  that  I  can'c  chink  it  cur  authors.         Sjmf/on. 

It 
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It  muft  appear  the  practice  of  another, 

The  caft  and  malice  of  fome  one  you've  wrong'd 

much  ; 

And  me  you  may  imagine,  me  accufe  too, 
Unlefs  you  call  to  mind  my  daily  fufferings, 
The  infinite  obedience  I  have  borne  you, 
That  hates  all  name  and  nature  of  revenge, 
My  love,  that  nothing  but  my  death  can  fever., 
Rather  than  hers  I  fpeak  of. 

Vir.  Juliana, 

To  make  a  doubt  of  what  you  fhall  deliver, 
After  my  full  experience  of  your  virtues, 
Were  to  diftrufb  a  Providence ;  to  think  you  can  lie, 
Or,  being  wrong'd,  feek  after  foul  repairings, 
To  forge  a  creed  againft  my  faith. 

Jul.  I  muft  do  fo,  for  it  concerns  your  life,  Sir> 
And  if  that  word  may  ftir  you,  hear,  and  profper  ! 
I  fhould  be  dumb  elfe,  were  not  you  at  flake  here. 

Fir.  What  new  friend  have  I  found ",  that  dares 

deliver 

This  loaden  trunk  from  his  afflictions  ? 
What  pitying  hand,  of  all  that  feels  my  miferies, 
Brings  fuch  a  benefit  ? 

Jul.  Be  wife  and  manly  ; 

And  with  your  honour  fall,  when  Heav'n  fhall  call  you. 
Not  by  a  hellifh  milchief. 

Vir.  Speak,  my  bieft  one ! 
How  weak  and  poor  I  am,  now  fhe  is  from  me  I 
•  Jul.  Your  wife • 

Vir.  How's  that  ? 

Jul.  Your  wife 

Vir.  Be  tender  of  her  j 
I  fhall  believe  elfe 

Jul.  I  muft  be  true.     Your  ear,  Sir ! 
For  'tis  fo  horrible,  if  the  air  catch  it, 
Into  a  thoufand  plagues,  a  choufand  monfters, 
It  will  difperfe  itfelf,  and  fright  refiftance.  [Whiff  m.- 

What  few  friends  btt-ve  I  found,  that  dare  deliver.}  So'  reads 


THE  DOUBLE  MARRIAGE.    175 

Vtr.  Shefeek  my  lifewithyou  ?  make  you  her  agent  ? 
Another  love  ?  Oh,  Ipeak  but  truth  ! 

Jul.  Be  patient ; 
Dear  as  I  love  you,  elfe  I  leave  you  wretched. 

Vir.  Forward !  'Tis  well  •,  it  (hall  be  welcome  to  me ! 
I've  liv'd.  too  long,  number'd  too  many  days, 
Yet  never  found  the  benefit  of  living; 
Now  when  I  come  to  reap  it  with  my  fervice, 
And  hunt  for  that  my  youth  and  honour  aim  at, 
The  fun  fets  on  my  fortune,  red  and  bloody, 
And  everlafting  night  begins  to  clofe  me : 
'Tis  time  to  die. 

Enter  Martia  and  Ronvere. 

Jul.  She  comes  herfelf. 

Ronv.  Believe,  lady, 

(And  on  this  angel-hand  your  fervant  feals  it) 
You  fhall  be  miftrefs  of  your  whole  defires, 
And  what  you  fhall  command. 

Mart.  Ha,  minion ! 

My  precious  dame,  are  you  there  ?  Nay,  go  forward, 
Make  your  complaints,  and  pour  out  your  feign'd 

pities, 

Slave-like  to  him  you  ferve  u;  I'm  the  fame  ftill, 
And  what  I  purpofe,  let  the  world  take  witnefs, 
Shall  be  fo  finiih'd,  and  to  fuch  example, 
Spite  of  your  poor  preventions — My  dear  gentleman ! 
My  honourable  man,  are  you  there  too  ? 
You  and  your  hot  defire  ?  Your  mercy,  Sir ! 
I  had  forgot  your  greatnefs. 

Jul.  'Tis  not  well,  lady. 

Mart.  Lord,  how  I  hate  this  fellow  now!  how 

defp'rately 

My  ftomach  flands  againfl  him !  this  bafe  fellow, 
This  gelded  fool ! 

Jid.  Did  you  ne'er  hear  of  modefty  ? 

Mart.  Yes,  when  I  heard  of  you,  and  fo  believ'd  it; 

W  All  the  books  read,  Jla<ve,   like  to  him.  S\mpfon. 

Thou 
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Thou  bloodlefs,  brainlefs  fool ! 
Vir.  How! 

Mart.  Thou  defpis'd  fool, 
Tho11.  only  fign  of  man,  how  1  contemn  thee  1 
Thou  woven  worthy  in  a  piece  of  arras, 
Fit  only  to  enjoy  a  wall !  thou  bean: 
Beaten  to  ufe  !  Have  I  preferv'd  a  beauty, 
A  youth,  a  love,  to  have  my  wifhes  blafted  ? 
Mydotings,   and  the  joys  I  came  to  offer, 
Muft  they  be  loft,  and  flighted  by  a  dormoufe  ? 
Jul.  Ufe  more  refpect,  and,  woman,  'twill  become 

you; 
At  leaft,  lefs  tongue. 

Mart.  I'll  ufe  all  violence ; 
Let  him  look  for  it ! 

Jul.  Dare  you  ftain  thofe  beauties, 
Thofe  heav'nly  ftamps,  that  raife  men  up  to  wonder, 
With  harfh  and  crooked  motions  ?  Are  you  flie 
That  over-did  all  ages  with  your  honour, 
And  in  a  little  hour  dare  lofe  this  triumph  ? 
Is  not  this  man  your  hufband  ? 

Mart.  He's  my  halter ! 

Which  (having  fued  my  pardon)  I  fling  off  thus, 
And  with  him  all  I  brought  him,  but  my  anger; 
Which  I  \vill  nourifh,  to  the  defolation 
Not  only  of  his  folly,  but  his  friends, 
And  his  whole  name  ! 

Vir.  'Tis  well!  I  have  deferv'd  it; 
And,  if  I  were  a  woman,  I  would  rail  too. 

Mart.  Nature  ne'er  promis'd  thee  a  thing  fo  noble, 
Take  back  your  love,  your  vow;  I  give  it  freely; 
I  poorly  fcorn  it ;  graze  now  where  you  pleafe  ! 
That,  that  the  dullnefs  of  thy  foul  neglecled, 
Kings  fue  for  now.     And  mark  me,  Virolet ! 
Thou  image  of  a  man,  obferve  my  words  well ! 
At  fuch  a  bloody  rate  I'll  fell  this  beauty, 
This  handfomenefs  thou  fcorn'ft  and  fling'ft  away, 
Thy  proud  ungrateful  life  fliall  fhake  at !  Take  your 
houfe ; 

Tne 


THE   DOUBLE   MARRIAGE.  177 

The  petty  things  you  left  me,  give  another  ; 
And  laft,  take  home  your  trinket  5M  Fare  you  well, 
Sir! 

Ronv.  You    have  fpoke  like  yourfelfj  you're  a 
brave  lady  !  [Exeunt  Ronv.  and  Mart, 

Jul.  Why  do  you  fmile,  Sir  ? 

Vir.  Oh,  my  Juliana, 

The  happinefs  this  woman's  fcorn  has  giv'n  me 
Makes  me  a  man  again  j  proclaims  itfelf, 
In  fuch  a  general  joy*  thro'  all  my  miferiesj 
That  now  methinks 

Jul.  Look  to  yourfelf,  dear  Sir, 
And  trifle  not  with  danger  that  attends  you ; 
Be  joyful,  when  you're  free. 

Vir.  Did  you  not  hear  her  ? 

She  gave  me  back  my  vow,  my  love,  my  freedom  ; 
I  am  free,  free  as  air !  And  tho'  tomorrow 
Her  bloody  will  meet  with  my  life,  and  fink  it, 
And  in  her  execution  tear  me  piecemeal, 
Yet  have  I  time  once  more  to  meet  my  wilhes, 
Once  more  t'embrace  my  beft,  my  noblefl,  trueft  $ 
And  time  that's  warranted. 

Jul.  Good  Sir,  forbear  it ! 
Tho'  I  confefs,  equal  with  your  deiires 
My  wilhes  rife,  as  covetous  of  your  love, 
And  to  as  warm  alarums  ipur  my  will  too : 
Yet  pardon  me  j  the  feal  o'  th'  church  dividing  us^ 
And  hanging  like  a  threatning  flame  between  us, 
We  muft  not  meet ;  I  dare  not. 

Vir.  That  poor  disjointing, 
That  only  ftrong  necefTity  thruft  on  you, 
Not  crime,  nor  ftudied  caufe  of  mine,  how  fweetly 
And  nobly  I  will  bind  again  and  cherifh ! 
How  I  will  recompenfe  one  dear  embrace  now, 
One  free  affection  !  How  I  burn  to  meet  it ! 
Look  now  upon  me* 

JuL  I  behold  you  willingly^ 
And  willingly  would  yield,  but  for  my  credit. 

JJ  Tri»ktf\  Here  means  the  divorce  he  had  procured  a  little  above. 

fymffon. 

VOL.  VIL  M  'Th« 
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The  love  you  firft  had  was  preferv'd  with  honour, 
The  laft  mall  not  cry  whore  \  you  fhall  not  purchafe 
From  me  a  pleafure,  (that  have  equally 
Lov'd  your  fair  fame  as  you)  at  fuch  a  rate 
Your  Honefty  and  Virtue  muft  be  bankrupt. 
If  I  had  lov'd  your  luft,  and  not  your  luftre, 
The  glorious  luftre  of  your  matchlefs  goodnefs, 
I  would  compel  you  now  to  bed  ?6.  —  Forgive  me, 
Forgive  me,  Sir  !  How  fondly  ftill  I  love  you  ! 
Yet  nobly  too  :  Make  the  way  ftraight  before  me, 
And  let  but  holy  Hymen  once  more  guide  me, 
Under  the  axe,  upon  the  rack  again, 
E'en  in  the  bed  of  all  afflictions, 
Where  nothing  fings  our  nuptials  but  dire  forrows, 
With  all  my  youth  and  pleafure  I'll  embrace  you, 
Make  tyranny  and  death  (land  ftill  affrighted, 
And  at  our  meeting  fouls  amaze  our  milchiefs  : 
'Till  when,  high  Heaven  defend  you,  and  Peace  guide 

you  ! 

Be  wife  and  manly,  make  your  fate  your  own, 
By  being  mafter  of  a  providence 
That  may  control  it. 

Vir.  Stay  a  little  with  me  : 

My  thoughts  have  chid  themfelves.  May  I  not  kifs  you  ? 
Upon  my  truth  I'm  honeft. 

JuL  I  believe  you  ; 

But  yet  what  that  may  raife  in  both  our  fancies, 
What  iffues  fuch  warm  parents  breed  - 

Vir.  1  obey  you, 

And  take  my  leave  as  from  the  faint  that  keeps  me. 
I  will  be  right  again,  and  once  more  happy 
In  thy  unimitable  love. 

Jill.  I'll  pray  for  you  ; 
And  v?  hen  you  fall,  I  have  not  long  to  follow.  [Exettnf. 

EfiterDuke,  Mafter,  Eoatfwainy  and  Gunner  •,  at  one  door  j 
Martia  and  Ronvere  at  another. 

ot  free  credit  with  the  captain  —  * 


**  Would  compel  you  n&u  to  be  !]  Corredlcd  (for  a  correfllon  we  muft 
l  it,  iincc  the  be!  can  be  fuppofed  nothing  bu;  an  erratum)  in  1  750. 

Mafter. 
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Mafter.  Soft,  (oft !  he's  here  again.  Is  not  that  lady — • 
Or  have  I  loft  mine  eyes  ?  a  fait  rheum  feizes  'em  -t 
But  I  fhould  know  that  face. 

Boatf.  Make  him  not  madder  ! 
Let  him  forget  the  woman  ;  fteer  a-larboard; 
Mafter.  He  will  not  kill  her; 
Boatf.  Any  thing  he  meets ; 
He's  like  a  hornet  now,  he  hums,  and  buzzes 
Nothing  but  blood  and  horror. 
Mafter.  I  would  lave  the  lady  j 

For  fuch  another  lady 

Boatf.  There's  the  point  • 
And  you  know  there  want  women  of  her  mettle. 
Mafter.  'Tis  true}  they  bring  fuch  children  now, 

fuch  demi-lances, 

Their  father's  focks  will  make  them  chriftning  deaths* 
Gun.  No  more  !  they  view  us. 
Duke.  You  mail  play  awhile, 
And  fun  yourfelf  in  this  felicity, 
You  mail,  you  glorious  whore !   I  know  you  ftilL 
But  I  mail  pick  an  hour  when  moft  fecurely— 
I  fay  no  more. 

Ronv.  D'  you  fee  thofe  ?  thofe  are  they 
Shall  act  your  will. — -Come  hither,  my  good  fellows ! 
You're  now  the  king's. — Are  they  not  goodly  fellows  ? 
Mart.  They've  bone  enough,  if  they  have  itout 

heart  to  it. 

Mafter.  Still  the  old  wench  ! 
Duke.  Pray,  captain,  let  me  afk  you 
What  noble  lady's  that  ?  'Tis  a  rude  queftiori  3 
But  I  defire  to  know. 

Ronv.  She's  for  the  king,  Sir; 
Let  that  fuffice  for  anfwer. 

Duke.  Is  me  fo,  Sir  ? 
In  good  time  may  me  curfe  it !  Muft  I 
Breed  hacknies  for  his  Grace  ? 

Ronv.  What  would  ft  thou  do 
To  merit  fuch  a  lady's  favour— ^ 
Duke,  Any  thiog. 

M  i  jRonvt 
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Ronv.  That  can  fupply  thy  wants,  and  raife  thy 
fortunes  ? 

Duke.  Let  her  command,  and  fee  what  I  dare  execute : 
I  keep  my  confcience  here.     If  any  man 
Oppofe  her  will,  and  me  would  have  him.  humbled, 
Whole  families  between  her  and  her  wifhes 

Mafter.  We  have  feen  bleeding  throats,  Sir,  cities 

fack'd, 
And  infants  ftuck  upon  their  pikes  '7 

BoatJ.  Houfes  o'fire,  and  handfome  mothers  weeping. 

Duke.  Which  we  have  heap'd  upon  the  pile  like 

facrifices. 

Churches  and  altars,  priefts,  and  all  devotions3', 
Tumbled  together  into  one  rude  chaos. 

G«#.  We  know  no  fear,  Sir,  but  want  of  employment. 

Duke.  Nor  other  faith  but  what  our  purfes  preach. 
To  gain  our  ends  we  can  do  any  thing, 
And  turn  our  fouls  into  a  thoufand  figures ; 
But  when  we  come  to  do 

Mart.  I  like  thefe  fellows. 

Ronv.  Be  ready,  and  wait  here  ! — Within  this  hour 
I'll  mew  you  to  the  king,  and  he  mail  like  ye : 
And  if  you  can  devife  fome  entertainment 
To  fill  his  mirth,  fuch  as  your  country  ufes, 
Prefent  it,  and  I'll  fee  it  grac'd. 
After  this  comic  fcene  we  mall  employ  you  ; 
For  one  mull  die. 

Duke.  What  is  he,  Sir  ?  Speak  boldly  ! 
For  we  dare  boldly  do. 

Ronv.  This  lady's  hufband  j 
His  name  is  Virolct. 

Duke.  We  fhall dilpatch  it.     [Exe.  Mart,  and  Ronv+ 
Oh,  damned,  damned  thing  !  A  bafe  whore  firft, 
And  then  a  murderer  !  I'll  look  to  you. 

Boatf.  Can  me  be  grown  fo  ftrange  ? 

'"  And  infant*  flue*  upon  '.n^.r  pikes.']  If  I  may  be  allowed  liberty. 
I  would  prcoofe  reading  either 

—  upon  thefe,  or  the,  or  our  pikes.  Sympfon. 

j8  Priflfs  «»</<r// devotions.]  De-votians  here  means  the  fame  as 
Jevotei  ur  holy  things.  Sympfon. 

Duke. 
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Duke.  She  has  an  itch ; 

I'll  (cratch  you,  my  dear  daughter,  I'll  fo  claw  you ! 
I'll  curry  your  hot  hide  !  Married  and  honour'd  ? 
And  turn  thofe  holy  bleffings  into  brothels? 
Your  beauty  into  blood  ?  Til  hunt  your  hotnefs, 
I'll  hunt  you  like  a  train  ! 

Mafter.  We  did  all  pity  her. 

Duke.  Hang  her  !  fhe  is  not  worth  man's  memory ; 
She's  falfe  and  bafe,  and  let  her  fright  all  ftories. — 
Well,  tho*  thou  be'ft  mine  enemy,  I'll  right  thee, 
And  right  thee  nobly. 

Boatf.  Faith,  Sir,  fince  me  muft  go, 
Let's  fpare  as  few  as  may  be. 

Duke.  We'll  take  all, 

And  like  a  torrent  fweep  the  (laves  before  us. 
You  dare  endure  the  worft  ? 

Mafter.  You  know  our  hearts,  Sir ; 
And  they  mail  bleed  the  laft,  ere  we  iiart  from  you. 

Gun.  We  can  but  die ;  and  ere  we  come  to  that, 
We  mall  pick  out  fome  few  examples  for  us. 

Duke.Then  wait  the  firft  occafion  •,  and,  like  Curtius, 
Pll  leap  the  gulph  before  you,  fearlefs  leap  it : 
Then  follow  me  like  men  !  And  if  our  virtues 
May  buoy  our  country  up,  and  fet  her  mining 
In  her  firft  ftate,  our  fair  revenges  taken, 
We  have  our  noble  ends,  or  elle  our  afhes.    [Exeunt. 


ACT          V. 


Enter  AJcanio  and  Martia  above. 
Mart.     \   S  you  are  noble,  keep  me  fromdifcovery, 
/X  And  let  me  only  run  a  Granger's  fortune ! 
For  when  the  king  mall  find  1  am  his  daughter 
He  ever  holds  mod  ominous,  and  hates  mod, 
With  what  eyes  can  he  look,  how  entertain  me, 
But  with  his  fears  and  cruelties  ? 

M  3  AJc. 
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Sffc.  1  have  found  you  ; 

Sufpect  not !  I  am  bound  to  what  you  like  beft : 
"What  you  intend,  I  dare  not  be  ib  curious 
To  queftion  now  ;  and  what  you  are  lies  hid  here. 

Enter  Ferrand  and  Ronvere  above. 
The  king  comes.  Make  your  fortune-,  I  fhalljoy  in't. 

Ronv.  All  things  are  ready,  Sir,  to  make  you  merry ; 
And  fuch  a  king  !  you  fhall  behold  him  now. 

Per.  1  long  for't,  for  I've  need  of  mirth. 

Ronv.  The  lady,  Sir  ! 

Per.  Now,  as  I  am  a  king,  a  fprightly  beauty, 
A  goodly  fweet  afpe6t !  My  thanks,  Ronvere, 
My  beft  thanks  ! — On  your  lips  I  feal  your  wifhes ; 
Be  what  you  can  imagine,  mine,  and  happy. 
And  now,  lit  down  and  fmile.     Come,  my  Afcanic, 
And  let  this  monarch  enter. 

Enter  Duke3  Mafter,  JBoaffaain,  Gunnery  and  Sailors* 

Ronv.  Thefe  are  the  Switzers, 
I  told  your  Grace  of. 

Fer.  Goodly  prornifing  fellows, 
With  faces  to  keep  fools  in  awe  !   I  like  'em. 
Go  guard  the  prefence  well,  and  do  your  duties  ; 
Tomorrow  I  fhall  take  a  further  view. 

Duke.  You  fhall,  Sir, 

Or  I  fhall  lofe  my  will.     How  the  whore's  mounted  ; 
How  flie  fits  thron'd  !   Thou  blazing  muddy  meteor. 
That  fright'ft  rhe  under  world  with  lultful  flalhes, 
How  I  (hall  dcfh  thy  flames  !   Away;  no  word  more  ! 
[Exeunt  Duke  and  his  company.  "  Flour  i/b  cornets. 

Enter  Villio,  Caftruccio,  Doctor  y  and  a  Guard. 
F«\No\v,  here  he  comes  in  glory.  Be  merry,  mafters ! 
A  banquet  too  ?  |  Meat  brought  in. 

r.nnv.  Oh,  I-e  muft  fit  in  fcaiT,  Sir  ! 
Afc>.   How  rartlV  he  is  u-fhcr'd  !  Can  he  think  now 
He  is  a  kiptr  indeed  ? 

Roni}.   i\'Lirk  but  his  countenance. 
Caft.  Let  me  have  pleafurcs  infinite,  andtotheheight , 

And 
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And  women  in  abundance,  many  women ! 

Enter  Ladies. 

I  will  difport  my  Grace  j  itand  there,  and  long  forme ! 
What  have  ye  brought  me  here  ?  Is  this  a  feaft 
Fit  for  a  prince  ?  a  mighty  prince  ?  Are  thefe  things, 
Thefe  preparations,  ha  ? 

Dottor.  May't  pleafe  your  Grace 

Caft.  It  does  not  pleafe  my  Grace !  Where  are  the 

marchpanes, 

The  cuftards  double-royal,  and  the  fubtilties  ? 
Why,  what  weak  things  are  you  toferve  a  prince  thus  ? 
Where  be  the  delicates  o'  th5  earth  and  air  ? 
The  hidden  fecrets  of  the  fea  ?  Am  I  a  plow-man, 
You  pop  me  up  with  porridge  ?   Hang  the  cooks.! 
Fer.  Oh,  moft  kingly  !  what  a  majeftic  anger ! 
Caft.  Give  me  fome  wine. 
AJc.  He  cools  again  now. 
Caft.  Fool, 

Where  are  my  players  ?  Let  me  have  all  in  pomp  ! 
Let  'em  play  fome  love-matter,  to  make 
The  ladies  itch  !   I'll  be  with  you  anon,  ladies  ! 
You  black  eyes,  I'll  be  with  you ! — Give  me  fome 

wine,  I  fay ; 

And  let  me  have  a  mafque  of  cuckolds  enter, 
Of  mine  own  cuckolds ;  and  let  them  come  in, 
Peeping  and  rejoicing,  juft  as  I  kifs  their  wives, 
And  fomewhat  glorying.     Some  wine,-  I  fay! 
Then,  for  an  excellent  night-piece,  to  (hew 
My  glory  to  my  loves  and  minions, 
I  will  have  fome  great  caftle  burnt. 

Villio.  Hark  you,  brother ! 
If  that  be  to  pleafe  thefe  ladies,  ten  to  one 
The  fire  firfl  takes  upon  your  own  •,  look  to  that ! 
Then  you  may  (hew  a  night-piece. 

Caft.  Where's  this  wine? 

Why,  (hall  1  choak  ?  D'ye  long  all  to  be  tortur'd  ? 
Dottor.  Here,  Sir. 

Caft.  \taftes7]  Why,  what  is  this :   Why,  Do<Ttor ! 
M  4  DC 
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Doffor.  Wine  and  water,  Sir. 
'Tis  fovereign  for  your  heat-,  you  muft  endure  it. 

Villio.  Moll  excellent  to  cool  your  night-piece,  Sir. 

Doff  or.  You're  of  a  high  and  choleric  complexion 3?, 
And  you  ruuft  have  allays. 

Caft.  Shall  I  have  no  iheer  wine  then  ? 

Doff  or.  Not  for  a  world :  I  tender  your  dear  life,  Sir; 
And  he's  no  faithful  fubject 

Villio.  No,  by  no  means : 

Of  this  you  may  drink,  and  ne'er  hang,  nor  quarter, 
Nor  never  whip  the  fool ;  this  liquor's  merciful. 

Caft.  I'll  fit  down  and  eat  then  :  Kings,  when  they're 

hungry, 
May  eat,  I  hope  ? 

Doffor.  Yes,  but  they  eat  difcreetly. 

Caft.  Come,  tafte  this  dim,  and  cut  me  liberally^ 
I  like  fauce  well. 

Doff  or.  Fy,  it  is  too  hot,  Sir; 
Too  deeply  ieafon'd  with  the  fpice;  away  with't  ! 
You  mult  acquaint  your  ftomach  with  thofe  diets 
Are  temperately  nourilhing. 

Caft.  But  pray  ftay,  Doftor, 
And  let  me  have  my  meat  again. 

Doffor.  By  no  means : 
I  have  a  charge  concerns  my  life. 

Caft.  No  meat  neither  ? 
Do  kings  never  eat,  Doctor  ? 

Doff  or.  Very  little,  Sir, 
And  that  too  very  choice. 

Villio.  Your  king  ne'er  fleeps,  brother  ; 
He  muft  not  fleep,  his  cares  flill  keep  him  waking  : 
Now  he  that  eats  and  drinks  much  is  a  dormoufe  ; 
The  third  part  of  a  wafer's  a  week's  diet. 

Caft.  Appoint  me  fomething  then. 

Doffor.  There! 

Caft.  This  I  feel  good,  [fake  away. 

But  it  melts  top  fuddenly;  yet— how  !  that  gone  too? 

"  You  re  of  ,1  t~igb.  &c.]  The  humour  of  this  fcene  is  borrowed 
fom  one  of  the  like  kind  in  Don  Quixotic.  /?. 

Ye 


THE  DOUBLE   MARRIAGE.  185 

Ye  are  not  mad  !  I  charge  you  - 

Doftor.  For  your  health,  Sir  5 
A  little  quickens  nature,  much  depreffes. 

Caft.  Eat  nothing,  for  my  health  ?  that's  a  new  diet. 
Let  me  have  ibmething  !  ibmething  has  fome  favour! 
Why,  thou  uncourteous  Doctor,  lhall  I  hang  thee? 

Doflor.  'Tis  better,  Sir,  than  I  mould  let  you  forfeit  : 
My  death  were  nothing. 

Villio.  To  lofe  a  king  were  terrible. 

Caft.  Nay,  then  I'll  carve  myfelf  ;  I'll  flay  no  cere- 

monies. 

This  is  a  partridge-pie  •,  I'm  fure  that's  nourifhing, 
Or  Galen  is  an  afs.     'Tis  rarely  feafon'd  ! 
Ha,  Doctor,  have  I  hit  right?  a  mark,  a  mark  there! 

Villio.  What  ails  thy  Grace  ?  [Fake  away, 

Caft.  Retrieve  thofe  partridges  ; 
Or,  as  I  am  a  king 


Pray,  Sir,  be  patient; 
They're  flown  too  far. 

Villio.  Thefe  are  breath'd  pies,  an't  pleafeyou, 
And  your  hawks  are  fuch  buzzards  -- 

Caft.  A  king,  and  have  nothing, 
Nor  can  have  nothing  ? 

Villio.  What  think  you  of  a  pudding  ? 
A  pudding  royal  ? 

Caft.  To  be  royally  ftarv'd. 
Whip  me  this  fool  to  death  !  he  is  a  blockhead. 

Villio.  Let  'em  think  they  whip  me,  as  we  think  you 

a  king; 
'Twill  be  enough. 

Caft.  As  for  you,  dainty  Doctor  - 

[The  table  taken  away  4°. 

All  gone,  all  fnatch'd  away,  and  I  unfatisfied, 
Without  my  wits  4>,  being  a  king  and  hungry  ? 

*°  The  tabie  taken  away.]  Thefe  words  have  hitherto  been  printed 
as  part  of  the  text.  There  can  be  no  doubt,  we  think,  of  their  being 
merely  a  ftage-direftion. 

4-1  Without  my  wits.]  The  editors  of  I75ofuppofe  this  paflage 
corrupt,  and  for  <witt  would  read  luiil. 

Suffer 
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Suffer  but  this  thy  treafon  ?  I  tell  thee,  Doctor, 

I  tell  it  thec  in  earned,  and  in  anger, 

I  am  damnably  hungry,  my  very  Grace  is  hungry  **. 

Villio.  A  hungry  Grace  is  fitteft  to  no  meal,  Sir. 

Dofior.  Some  two  hours  hence  you  mall  fee  more  : 

Sutftill,  Sir, 
You  mn ft  retain  a  ftricl:  and  excellent  diet. 

Villio.  It  fharpens  you,  and  makes  your  wit  fb 

poignant, 
Your  very  words  will  kill. 

Differ.  A  bit  of  marmalade, 
No  bilker  than  a  pea 

Villio.  And  that  we'll  butter'd, 
The  air  thrice  purified,  and  three  times  fpirited, 
Becomes  a  king  :  Your  rare  conlerve  of  nothing 
Breeds  no  offence. 

Caft.  Am  1  turn'd  king  Camelion, 
An  ;  keep  my  court  i'  th'  air  ? 

Fer.  They  vex  him  cruelly. 

d/c.  In  two  days  more  they'll  flarve  him. 

Fer.  Now  the  women  ! 
There's  no  food  Left  but  them. 

Afc.  They'll  prove  fmall  nourifhment ; 
Yet  h'  has  another  ilomach,  and  a  great  one, 
I  fee  by's  eye. 

Caft.  I'll  have  mine  own  power  here, 
Mine  own  autnority  ;  I  neeu  no  tutor. 
Doctor,  this  is  no  diet. 

Doctor.  It  may  be,  Sir. 

Villio.  By'r  lady,  it  may  turn  to  a  dry  diet  j 
And  now  thy  Grace  will  ward  that 

Caft.  Stand  off,  Dodor  ! 
And  talk  to  thofe  that  want  faith. 

Fer.  Hot  and  mighty. 

**  I'm  damr.cbly  hungry,  txj  very  Grace  is  hungry.]   A  flight  tranf- 
pofition  will  fet  this  ptace  right. 

My  Grace  is  <very  hungry • 

Towhi.-h  anfvvers  Viliio,  right  enough, 

A  hungry  Grace  is  fiueil  to  no  meal.  Sjmpjon. 

AJC. 
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AJc.  He  will  cool  apace,  no  doubt. 
Caft.  P"air,  plump,  and  red, 

A  forehead  high,  an  eye  revives  the  dead; 
A  lip  like  ripeft  fruit,  inviting  ftill. 
Vil.  But  oh,  the  nifhy  well,  below  the  hill ! 
Take  heed  of  that,  for  tho'  it  never  fail, 
Take  heed,  I  fay,  for  thereby  hangs  a  tale. 
Cajt.  I'll  get  ye  all  with-child  ! 
Vil.  With  one  child,  brother  ? 
So  many  men  in  a  blue  coat  ? 

Cajl.  Had  I  fed  well, 

And  drunk  good  ftore  of  wine,  ye  had  been  bleft  all, 
Bleft  all  with  double  births.  Come,  kifs  me  greedily ! 
And  think  no  more  upon  your  foolifli  hufbands ; 
They're  tranfitory  things;  a  king's  flame  meets  you4'! 
Doff.  Vanilh  away !  \Exe.  women. 

Caft.  How !  they  gone  too  ?  My  guard  there  ! 
Take  me  this  devil  Doctor,  and  that  fool  there, 
And  fow  'em  in  a  fack !  Bring  back  the  women, 
The  lovely  women !  Drown  thefe  rogues,  or  hang  'em! 
AJc.  He  is  in  carneft,  Sir. 
Per.  In  ferious  earneft. 
I  muff  needs  take  him  off. 

Enter  Duke,  Majler,  Boatfwain,  Gunner,  and  Sailors. 

Duke.  Now,  now  be  free  ! 
Now  liberty  !  now,  countrymen,  fhake  from  ye 
The  tyrant's  yoke  ! 

All.  Liberty,  liberty,  liberty ! 

Guard.  Treafon,  treafon,  treafon  ! 

Per.  We  are  betray 'd !  Fly  to  the  town,  cry  treafon, 
And  raife  our  faithful  friends  !  Oh,  my  Afcanio  ! 

Afc.  Make  hafte  !  we  have  way  enough. 

Guard.  Treafon,  treafon ! 

[Exe.  Per.  AJca.  and  Guard. 

4*  A  kings  fame  meets  you.}  The  reader  is  Id't  to  interpret  fame 
here  in  what  fenfe  he  ple.ifes  ;  but  I  rather  thirik'that  flume  is  the 
true  reading  ;  the  rniitaking  of  one  for  the  other  was  ivi;.',  and  fo 
probably  gave  occafion  to  this  flight  corruption.  lympl'on. 

Duke. 
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Duke.  Spar--  none!  put  all  to  th'  fword! — A  ven- 
geance fhake  thee  ! 
Art  thou  tuni'd  king  again? 

Caft.  I  an'i  i  rafcal : 

Spare  me  but  this  time,  if  e'er  I  fee  king  more, 
Or  once  believe  in  king 

/Juke.  The  ports  are  ours, 

The  treafure  and  the  port.     Fight  bravely,  gentle- 
men ! 
Cry  to  the  town,  cry  Liberty  and  Honour  ! 

[Some  go  off  crying  Liberty  and  Freedom. 
Waken  their  perfecuted  fouls ;   cry  loudly  ! 
We'll  fhare  the  wealth  among  ye. 

Caft.  Do  you  hear,  captain  ? 
If  e'er  you  hear  me  name  a  king— — 

Duke.  You  fhall  not. 

Cafe.  Or,  tho'  I  live  under  one,  obey  him 

Gun.  This  rogue  again  ? 

Duke.  Away  with  him,  good  Gunner. 

Caft.  Why,  look  ye,  Sir ;  I'll  put  you  to  no  charge  5 
I'll  never  eat. 

Gun.  I'll  take  a  courfe  you  fliall  not, 
Come,  no  more  words. 

Caft.  Say  nothing  when  you  kill  me. 

Enter  Boatjkvain. 

EoatJ.  He's  ta'en  to  th'  tower's  ftrength  4*. 

Duke.  Now  Hand  fure,  gentlemen ! 
We  have  him  in  a  pen,  he  cannot  fcape  us  j 
The  reft  o'  th'  caftle's  ours. 

Within.   Liberty,  Liberty ! 

Duke.  What,  is  the  city  up  ? 

^   Duke,  rie's  tti'cn  to  ih'  tuvyei's  ftierrth  ; 

NO-TV  fiand  i'ure  gentlemen, 

li't'  have  him  in  a  fen,  be  cannot  fcape  ust 

'fbcrdl  dt&  caft/e's  ou>->  ;   liberty,  liberty  I 

h'i'at,is  the  city  up r']  This  ftrnnge  jumble  has  hitherto  been 
printed  asoie  fpcech,  and  given  to  the  Duke.  Sympfon  recommends 
cu  i:\.;  tho  fie  11  line  to  the  lioatf-ivain  :  And  furely  tlie  words  Liberty, 
liberty  !  in  the  fourth  line,  are  an  exclamation  within. 

Boat/. 
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Boatf.  They're  up  and  glorious, 
And  rolling  like  a  ftorm  they  come  ;  their  tents 
Ring  nothing  but  Liberty  and  Freedom. 
The  women  are  in  arms  too. 

Duke.  Let  'em  come  all. 
Honour  and  liberty ! 

All.  Honour  and  liberty  !  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Juliana. 

JuL  This  woman's  threats,  her  eyes,  e'en  red  with 

fury, 

Which,  like  prodigious  meteors,  foretold 
Aflur'd  deftruction,  are  ftill  before  me. 
Befides,  I  know  fuch  natures  unacquainted 
With  any  mean,  or  in  their  love,  or  hatred ; 
And  fhe  that  dar'd  all  dangers  to  poffefs  him, 
Will  check  at  nothing,  to  revenge  the  lofs 
Of  what  fhe  held  fo  dear.     I  firft  difcover'd 
Her  bloody  purpofes,  which  Ihe  made  good, 
And  openly  profefs'd  'em  :  That  in  me 
Was  but  a  cold  affection ;  charity 
Commands  fo  much  to  all ;  for  Virolet, 
Methinks,  I  fhould  forget  my  fex's  weaknefs, 
Rife  up,  and  dare  beyond  a  woman's  flrength ; 
Then  do,  not  counfel.     He  is  too  fecure; 
And,  in  my  judgment,  'twere  a  greater  fervice 
To  free  him  from  a  deadly  enemy, 
Than  to  get  him  a  friend.     I  undertook  too 
To  crofs  her  plots ;  oppos'd  my  piety 
Againft  her  malice  ;  and  fhall  virtue  fuffer  ? 
No,  Martia ;  wert  thou  here  equally  arm'd, 
I  have  a  caufe,  fpite  of  thy  mafculine  breeding, 
That  would  allure  the  victory.     My  angel 
Direct  and  help  me ! 

Enter  Virolet,    like  Ronvere. 
Vir.  The  ftate  in  combuftion, 
Part  of  the  citadel  forc'd,  the  treafure  feiz'd  on ; 
The  guards,  corrupted,  arm  themfelves  againft 

Their 
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Their  late  protected  mailer;  Ferrand  fled  too, 

And  with  fmall  ftrength,  into  the  cattle's  tower, 

The  only  Aventine  that  now  is  left  him  ? 

And  yet  the  undertakers,  nay,  performers, 

Of  fuch  a  brave  and  glorious  enterprize, 

Are  yet  unknown  :  They  did  proceed  like  men, 

I  like  a  child  ;  and  had  I  never  trufted 

So  deep  a  practice  unto  lhallow  fools, 

Eefides  my  foul's  peace  in  my  Juliana, 

The  honour  of  this  aclion  had  been  mine, 

In  which,  accurs'd,    I  now  can  claim  no  fhare. 

Jul.  Ronvere?  'tis  he;  a  thing,  next  to  the  devil, 
I  moft  deteft,  and  like  him  terrible  ; 
Mania's  right-hand;  the  inftrument,  I  fear  too, 
That  is  to  put  her  bloody  will  into  aft. 
Have  I  not  will  enough,  and  caufe  top  mighty  ? 
Weak  womens'  fear,  fly  from  me  \ 

Fir.  Sure  this  habit, 

This  likenefs  to  Ronvere,  which  I  have  ftudied, 
Either  admits  me  fafe  to  my  defign, 
Which  I  too  cowardly  have  halted  after, 
And  fuffer'd  to  be  ravifh'd  from  my  glory, 
Or  finks  me  and  my  miferies  together  j 
Either  concludes  me  happy. 

Jul.  He  Hands  mufmg  ; 
Some  mifchief  is  now  hatching : 
In  the  full  meditation  of  his  wickednefs, 
I'll  fink  his  curfed  foul.     Guide  my  hand,  Heaven, 
And  to  my  tender  arm  give  ftrength  and  fortune, 
That  I  may  do  a  pious  deed,  all  ages 
Shall  blefs  my  name  for,  all  remembrance  crown  me  F 
Fir.  It  fhall  be  fo. 

Jul.  It  fhall  not  1  Take  that  token,        [Stabs  him. 
And  bear  it  to  the  luflful  arms  of  Martial 
Tell  her,  for  Virolet's  dear  fake,  I  fent  it. 

Fir.  Oh,  I  am  happy  \  let  me  fee  thee,  that  I 
May  blefs  the  hand  that  gave  me  liberty  \ 
Ob, courteous  hand!  Nay,  thouhaft  done  moflnobly* 
AndHeav'n  has  guided  thee ;  'twas  their  great  juftice. 

Oh, 
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Oh,  blefled  wound,  that  I  could  come  to  kifs  thee  ! 
How  beautiful  and  fweet  thou  fhew'ft ! 

Jut.  Oh! 

Vir.  Sigh  not, 
Nor  weep  not,  dear  !  fhed  not  thofe  fovereign  bal- 

fams 

Into  my  blood,  which  muft  recover  me  ; 
Then  I  fliall  live,  again  to  do  a  mifchief 
Againft  the  mightinefs  of  love  and'virtue. 
Some  bafe  unhallow'd  hand  fliall  rob  thy  right  of — 
Help  me ;  I  faint.     So. 

Jul.  Oh,  unhappy  wench ! 

How  has  my  zeal  abus'd  me !  You  that  guard  virtue, 
Were  ye  afleep  ?  or  do  ye  laugh  at  innocence, 
You  fuffer'd  this  miftake  ?  Oh,  my  dear  Virolet ! 
An  everlafting  curfe  follow  that  form 
I  ftruck  thee  in  !  his  name  be  ever  blafted  1 
For  his  accurfed  fhadow  has  betray'd 
The  fweetnefs  of  all  youth,  the  noblenefs, 
The  honour,  and  the  valour;  wither'd  for  ever 
The  beauty  and  the  bravery  of  all  mankind  ! 
Oh,  my  dull  devil's  eyes  ! 

Vir.  I  do  forgive  you  ; 

By  this,  and  this,  I  do.     I  know  you  were  cozen'd; 
The  fhadow  of  Ronvere,  I  know,  you  aim'd  at, 
And  not  at  me ;  but  'twas  mod  neceffary 
I  fhould  be  ftruck;  fome  hand  above  directed  you; 
For  Juliana  could  not  Ihew  her  juftice, 
Without  depriving  high  Heav'n  of  his  glory, 
On  any  fubjeft  fit  for  her45,  but  Virolet. 
Forgive  me  too,  and  take  my  laft  breath,  fweet  one ! 
This  the  new  marriage46 of  our  fouls  together. 
Think  of  me,  Juliana  ;  but  not  often, 
For  fear  my  faults  ihould  burthen  your  affections. 

*5  Or  any  fu1 ljed '.]    Amended  by  Symplon. 

46  This  the  new  marriage.]  Sympfon  fays,  we  fhould  certainly 
read  'tis  for  this ;  '  or  the  fcntence  will  be  as  much  nonfenfical  as  el- 
liptical.' 1'1'is,  for  tbit  is,  is  a commoa  ellipfi?,  and  by  no  means 
Bonlcnikal. 
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Pray  for  me,  for  I  faint. 

Jul.  Oh,  flay  a  little, 
A  little,  little,  Sir !  [Offers  to  kill  herfelf; 

Vir.  Fy,  Juliana! 

Jul.  Shall  I  out-live  the  virtue  I  have  murder'd  * 

Vir.  Hold,  or  thou  hat'ft  my  peace  !  Give  me  the 

dagger ; 

On  your  obedience,  and  your  love,  deliver  it ! 
If  you  do  thus,  we  fhall  not  meet  in  Heav'n,  fweetj 
No  guilty  blood  cornes  there  :  Kill  your  intentions, 
And  then  you  conquer.     There,  where  I  am  going, 
Would  you  not  meet  me,  dear  ? 

Jul.  Yes. 

Vir.  And  ftill  love  me  ? 

Jul.  And  ftill  behold  you. 

Vir.  Live  then,  'till  Heaven  calls  you : 
Then,  ripe  and  full  of  fweetnefs,  you  rife  fainted  ; 
Then  I,  that  went  before  you  to  prepare, 
Shall  meet  and  welcome  you,  and  daily  court  you, 
With  hymns  of  holy  love 47.     Gods !  I  go  out ! 
Give  me  your  hand.     Farewell !  in  peace,  farewell ! 
Remember  me !  farewell !  [Dies, 

Jul.  Sleep  you  *8,  fweet  glafTes  ! 

4~  With  fymns  of  holy  lavs 1  go  out :]  The  colon  at  the  end  of 

the  line  feems  greatly  to  injure  the  fenfe  of  this  paffage,  as  the  — • 
to  h:>ve  fwallow'd  up  a  word  which  i?  requifite  to  complete  both  that 
and  the  meafure  :  I  imagine  we  fhou'd  fill  up  and  point  thus, 

With  hymns  of  holy  love Yore  1  to  out 

Gi<ve  me  your  band ;  &C. 
The  judicious  reader  will  eafily  fee  the  reafon  of  both.       Sympfon. 

We  rather  imagine  '  the  judicious  reader'  will  fee  no  reafoa  for 
either. — The  ideal  delicacy  of  the  firft  Editors  of  feveral  of  our 
Authors1  plays  induced  them  to  place  an  hiatus  for  many  words  at 
which  nq  real  delicacy  could  receive  the  leaft  mock  ;  and,  in  the 
prefent  inftance,  as  in  multitudes  of  others,  we  have  no  doubt  but 
Godi  was  the  original  word  for  which  an  hiatui  is  here  fubitituted. 
This  reading  appears  much  more  fpirited  than  Sympfon's, 

48  Sleep  you,  &c.]  This  paflion  of  Juliana  calls  For,  and  defervea 
our  higheti  admiration  :  'tis  drawn  with  fo  mafterly  an  hand,  that  a 
perfon  mull  be  endued  with  a  very  fmall  mare  of  tafte  not  to  be 
touch'd  at  the  reading  of  it:  Our  Poets  ftile,  in  the  pathetic,  ap- 
pears fufficiently  plain  thro'  the  body  of  their  plays,  but  here  it 
flames  out,  and  perhaps  has  not  its  fuperior  in  any  part  of  their 
mailer  Shakefpear's  compofuions.  Sympfon. 

Art 
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An  everlafting  (lumber  crown  thofe  cryftals  ! 
All  my  delight,  adieu  !  farewell,  dear  Viroler, 
Dear,  dear,  moft  dear !  Oh,  I  can  weep  no  more  ; 
My  body  now  is  fire,  and  all-confuming. 
Here  will  I  fit,  forget  the  world  and  all  things, 
And  only  wait  what  Heav'n  fhall  turn  me  to ; 
For  now  methinks  I  fhould  not  live.    [She  fits  down, 

Enter  Pandulpho. 

Pand.  Oh,  my  fweet  daughter, 
The  work  is  fmifh'd  now  I  promis'd  thee  : 
Here  are  thy  virtues  (hew'd,  here  regifter'd, 
And  here  fhall  live  for  ever. 

JuL  Blot  it,  burn  it ! 
I  have  no  virtue  ;  hateful  I  am  as  hell  is  ! 

Pand.  Is  not  this  Virolet? 

JuL  Afk  no  more  qneftions  ! 
Miflaking  him,  I  kill'd  him. 

Pand.  Oh,  my  fon ! 

Nature  turns  to  my  heart  again.     My  dear  fon  ! 
Son  of  my  age!  wouldft  thou  go  out  fo  quickly  ? 
So  poorly  take  thy  leave,  and  never  fee  me  ? 
Was  this  a  kind  ftroke,  daughter  ?  Could  you  love 

him, 

Honour  his  father,  and  fo  deadly  ftrike  him  ? 
Oh,  wither'd  timelefs  youth  !  are  all  thy  promifes, 
Thy  goodly  growth  of  honours,  come  to  this  ? 
Do  I  halt  ftill  i'th'  world,  and  trouble  Nature, 
When  her  main  pieces  founder,  and  fail  daily  ? 

Enter  Boy,  and  three  Servants. 

Boy.  He  does  weep  certain,     What  body's  thai 

lies  by  him  ? 
How  do  you,  Sir  ? 

Pand.  Oh,  look  there,  Lucio, 
Thy  mafter,  thy  bed  mafter  ! 

Boy.  Woe  is  me  ! 
They've  kill'd  him,  flain  him  bafely  !  Oh,  my  mafter ! 

VOL.  VII.  N  Pand. 
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Pand.  Well,  daughter,  well !  what  heart  you  had 

to  do  this ! 

I  know  he  did  you  wrong ;  but  'twas  his  fortune, 
And  not  his  fault :  For  my  fake,  that  have  lov'd  you— • 
But  I  fee  now  you  fcorn  me  too. 

Boy.  Oh,  miftrefs! 

Can  you  fit  there,  and  his  cold  body  breathlefs  ? 
Bafely  upon  the  earth  ? 

Pand:  Let  her  alone,  Boy : 
She  glories  in  his  end. 

Boy.  You  fhall  not  fit  here, 

And  fuffer  him  you  lov'd — Ha!  good  Sir,  come  hither, 
Ccmehitherquickly!  heave herup!  Oh,Heav'n,Sir! 
Oh,God,  my  heart!  fhe'scold,  cold,  cold,  and  ftiff  too, 
Stiff  as  a  ftaice  -,  Ihe's  dead ! 

Pand.  She's  gone  j  ne'er  bend  her49 : 
I  know  her  heart,  fhe  could  not  want  his  company, 
Bleflmg  go  with  thy  foul !  fweet  angels  Ihadow  it ! 
Oh,  that  I  were  the  third  now  !  what  a  happinefs ! 
But  I  muft  live,  to  fee  you  laid  in  earth  both  -, 
Then  build  a  chapel  to  your  memories, 
Where  all  my  wealth  fhall  fafhion  out  your  ftories ; 
Then  dig  a  little  grave  befides,  and  all  is  done. 
How  fv/eet  Hie  looks !  her  eyes  are  open  fmiling ; 
I  thought  fh'had  been  alive.  You  are  my  charge,  Sir; 
And  amongft  you  I'll  fee  his  goods  distributed. 
Take  up  the  bodies ;  mourn  in  heart,  my  friends ; 
You've  loft  two  noble  fuccours,     Follow  me ; 
And  thou,  fad  country,  weep  this  mifery !     [Exeunt. 

Enter  Duke,    Boatfwaiu,    Mafter,    Gunner^    Citizens, 

withjoldiers. 
Duke.  Keep  the  ports  ftrongly  mann'd,  and  let 

none  enter, 
But  fuch  as  are  known  patriots. 

*>  Ne'er  bend  her."]  This  expreffion  is  explained  by  our  Authors 
jn  the  Maid's  Tragedy  : 

I've  beard,  if  tvere  be  any  life,    but  bow 
'Ike  bodj  thus,  and  it  <willjhe<vj  itjeif. 

All.    i 
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AIL  Liberty,  Liberty! 

Duke.  'Tis  a  fubftantial  thing,  and  not  a  word,, 
You  men  of  Naples ;  which,  if  once  taken  from  us, 
All  other  blefllngs  leave  us ;  'tis  a  jewel 
Worth  purchafmg  at  the  dear  rate  of  life, 
And  fo  to  be  defended.     Oh,  remember 
What  you  have  fuffer'd,  fince  you  parted  with  it  j 
And  if  again  you  wilh  not  to  be  flaves, 
And  properties  to  Ferrand's  pride  and  lull, 
Take  noble  courage,  and  make  perfect  what 
Is  happily  begun. 

1  Cit.  Our  great  preferver ! 

You  have  enfranchis'd  us  from  wretched  bondage. 

2  Cit.  An't  might  be  known,  to  whom  we  owe  our 

freedom, 
We  to  the  death  would  follow  him* 

3  Cit.  Make  him  king, 
The  tyrant  once  rernov'd. 

Duke.  That's  not  my  end : 
'Twas  not  ambition  that  brought  me  hither, 
With  thefe  my  faithful  friends,  nor  hope  of  fpoil. 
For  when  we  did  poffefs  the  tyrant's  treafure, 
By  force  extorted  from  you,  and  employ'd 
To  load  you  with  moft  mifcrable  thraldom, 
We  did  not  make  it  ours ;  but  with  it  purchas'd 
The  help  of  thefe,  to  get  you  liberty, 
That  for  the  fame  price  kept  you  in  fubjection. 
Nor  are  we  Switzers,  worthy  countrymen, 
But  Neapolitans.     Now  eye  me  well ; 
And  tho'  the  reverend  emblems  of  mine  age 
(My  filver  locks)  are  fhorn,  my  beard  cut  off5*, 
Partaking  yet  of  an  adulterate  colour ; 
Tho'  fourteen  years  you  have  not  feen  this  face, 
You  may  remember  it,  and  call  to  mind 
There  was  a  Duke  of  Sefle,  a  much-wrong'd  prince, 
Wrong'd  by  this  tyrant  Ferrand. 

5°  my  bear  A  cut  off, 

Partaking  yet  of  an  adulterate  colour.'}  This  is  a  glnring  contra- 

diflion  indeed,  for  if  his  beard  was  cut  off,  the  colour  of  it  could  not 

poilibly  be  adulterate  :  If  we  do  but  remember  what  we  are  told  of 

N  2  this 
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i  Cit.  Now  I  know  him. 

2,  Cit.  'Tis  he.    Long  live  the  Duke  of  Stifle  ! 

Duke.  I  thank  you. 

The  injuries  I  receiv'd,  I  muft  confefs, 
Made  me  forget  the  love  I  ow'd  this  country, 
For  which,  I  hope,  I've  given  fatisfaction, 
In  being  the  firft  that  flirr'd  to  give  it  freedom ; 
And,  with  your  loves  and  furtherance,  will  call  back 
Long-banilh'd  Peace,  and  Plenty,  to  this  people. 

i  Cit.  Lead  wjiere  you  pleafe,  we'll  follow. 

i  Cit.  Dare  all  dangers. 

Enter  P0ndulphoy    the  lodies  of  Vlrolet  and  Juliana 

upon  a  bearje. 

Duke.  What  folemn  funeral's  this  ? 
Pand.  There  reft  a  while, 
And  if't  be  poflible  there  can  be  added 
Wings  to  your  fwift  defire  of  juft  revenge, 
Hear  (if  my  tears  will  give  way  to  my  words) 
In  brief  a  mofc  fad  {lory. 

Duks.  Speak,  what  are  they  ? 
I  knew  thee  well,  Pandulpho. 

Pand.  My  beft  lord  ! 

As  far  as  forrow  will  give  leave,  moft  welcome ! 
This  Virolet  was,  and  but  a  Ion  of  mine, 
I  might  fay,  the  moil  hopeful  of  our  gentry ; 
And,  tho'  unfortunate,  never  ignoble  : 
But  I'll  fpeak  him  no  further.     Look  on  this, 
This  face,  that  in  a  favage  would  move  pity, 
The  wonder  of  her  fex !  and  having  faid 


this  Duke's  having  his  beard  run  into  a  peak  of  twenfj,  we  may  read 
the  pafT.-ge  thus  with  Mr  Seward, 

my  beard  cut  (h?.rp, 

Or  as  I  think  nearer  the  traces  of , the  letters  thus, 

"'    •       my  beard  c\A  half. 

'Tis  well  known  that  dying  of  beards  was  a  frequent  cuftom  in  our 
Poets  time.  Syt:tpfm. 

^  The  Duke's  meaning  (more  familiarly  than  accurately  expre (Ted) 
is,  *  Though  my  beard  is  DIMINISHED,  and  in  colour  adulterated, 
*  to  hide  :ny  a-e,  yet  you  may  remember,  £c.' 

'Tis 
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TTis  Juliana,  Eloquence  will  want  words 
To  fct  out  her  defervings.     This  blefs'd  lady, 
That  did  endure  the  rack  to  fave  her  hufband> 
That  hufband,  who,  in  being  forc'd  to  leave  her, 
Endur'd  a  thoufand  tortures  j  by  what  practice 
I  know  not,  (but  'twas  lure  a  cunning  one) 
Are  made,  the  laft  I  hope,  but  fad  examples, 
Of  Ferrand's  tyranny.     Convey  the  bodies  hence ! 

Duke.  Exprefs  your  forrow 
In  your  revenge,  not  tears,  my  worthy  foldiers  ! 
That  fertile  earth,  that  teem'd  fo  many  children 
To  feed  his  cruelty,  in  her  wounded  womb 
Can  hardly  now  receive  'em. 

Boatf.  We  are  cold  \ 
Cold  walls  fha'n't  keep  him  from  us  ! 

Gun.  Were  he  cover 'd 

With  mountains,  and  room  only  for  a  bullet 
To  be  fent  level  at  him,  I  would  fpeed  him. 

Mafter.  Let's  fcale  this  petty  tower !  At  fea  we're 

falcons, 

And  fly  unto  the  main-top  in  a  moment : 
What  then  can  ftop  us  here  ? 

1  Cit.  We'll  tear  him  piece- meal ! 

2  Cit.  Or  eat  a  paflage  to  him  ! 
Duke.  Let  Difcretion 

Direct  your  anger :  That's  a  victory^ 

Which  is  got  with  leaft  lofs  ;  let  us  make  ours  fuch ! 

And  therefore,  friends,  while  we  hold  parley  here, 

Raife  your  fcalado  on  the  other  fide  -, 

But,  enter'd,  wreak  your  fuff'rings. 

1  Cit.  In  our  wrongs      {Exeunt  Sailors  &  Soldiers. 
There  Was  no  mean  — *- 

2  Cit.  Nor  in  our  full  revenge 
Will  we  know  any. 

Duke.  Be  appeas'd,  good  man  !  [fa  Pand* 

No  forrow  can  redeem  them  from  Death's  prifon; 
What  his  inevitable  hand  hath  feiz'd  on, 
The  world  cannot  recover.     All  the  comfort 
That  I  can  give  to  you,  is  to  fee  vengeance 

N  Pourtf 
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Pour'd  dreadfully  upon  the  author's  head, 

Of  which  their  allies  may  be  fenfible, 

That  have  fall'n  by  him.  [Sound  a  parley. 

Enter  Ferrand,  Martia,  Afcanicy  and  Rcnvere  above. 
Pand.  They  appear. 

Fer.  'Tis  not  that  we  efteeni  rebellious  traitors 
Worthy  an  anfwer  to  their  proudeil  fummons, 
That  we  vouchfafe  our  prefence,  or  t'  exchange 
One  fyllable  with  'em ;  but  to  let  fuch  know, 
Tho*  circled  round  with  treafon,  all  points  bent 
As  to  their  center  at  my  heart,  'tis  free, 
Free  from  fear,  villains  •,  and  in  this  weak  tower 
Ferrand  commands  as  abfolute  as  when 
He  trod  upon  your  necks,  and  as  much  fcorns  you. 
And  when  the  fun  of  majefty  mall  break  thro* 
The  clouds  of  your  rebellion,  every  beam, 
Inftead  of  comfortable  heat,  mail  fend 
Confuming  plagues  among  you,  and  you  call 
That  government  which  you  term'd  tyrannous, 
Hereafter,  gentle. 

Duke.  Flatter  not  thyfelf 
With  thefe  deluding  hopes,  thou  cruel  beaft ! 
Thou  art  i'  th'  toil,  and  the  glad  huntfman  prouder, 
By  whom  thou'rt  taken,  of  his  prey,  than  if 
(Like  thee)  he  mould  command,  and  fpoil  his  foreft. 
Fer.  What  art  thou  ? 
Duke.  To  thy  horror,  Duke  of  Sefle. 
Fer.  The  devil ! 

Duke.  Referv'd  for  thy  damnation. 
Fer.  Why  makes  my  love  ? 
Mart.  Oh,  I  am  loft  for  ever ! 
Mountains  divide  me  from  him  !  fome  kind  hand 
Prevent  our  fearful  meeting !  or  lead  me 
To  the  fteep  rock,  whofe  rugged  brows  are  bent 
Upon  the  fwelling  main  ;  there  let  me  hide  me  : 
And  as  our  bodies  then  mail  be  divided, 
May  our  fouls  never  meet ! 
Fer.-  Whence  grows  this,  fweeteft? 

Mart. 
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Mart.  There  are  a  thoufand  furies  in  his  looks ; 
And  in  his  deadly  filence  more  loud  horror, 
Than  when  in  hell  the  tortur'd  and  tormentors 
Contend  whofe  fhrieks  are  greater.     Wretched  me  ! 
It  is  my  father. 

Duke.  Yes,  and  I  will  own  her,  Sir, 
'Till  my  revenge.     It  is  my  daughter,  Ferrand> 
My  daughter  thou  haft  whor'd. 

Per.  I  triumph  in't ! 

To  know  fhe's  thine,  affords  me  more  true  pleafure 
Than  the  act  gave  me,  when  e'en  at  the  height, 
I  crack'd  her  virgin  zone.     Her  (hame  dwell  on  thee. 
And  all  thy  family  !  May  they  never  know 
A  female  iflue,  but  a  whore  t  Afcanio, 
Ronvere,  look  chearfully ;  be  thou  a  man  too^ 
And  learn  of  me  to  die  !  That  we  might  fall, 
And  in  our  ruins  fwallow  up  this  kingdom, 
Nay,  the  whole  world,  and  make  a  fecond  chaos  ! 
And  if  from  thence  a  new  beginning  rife, 
Be  it  recorded  this  did  end  with  us, 
And  from  our  dull  hath  embrion  ! 

Ron"j.  I  liv'd  with  you, 

And  will  die  with  you  j  your  example  makes  me 
Equally  bold. 

Afc.  And  I  refolv'd  to  bear 
Whate'er  my  fate  appoints  me. 

Duke.  They  are  ours : 
Now  to  the  fpoil ! 

Boatf.  Pity  the  lady  •,  to  all  elfe  be  deaf.     [Exeunf. 

Within.  Kill,  kill,  kill ! 

[Alarum,  flourijh  trumpets,  retreat. 

Enter  Duke,  tvith  Fer rand's  head;  the  Citizens,  Mafter, 
Boat/wain,  Gunner,  Soldiers  bringing  in  Afcanio  and 
Martia. 

Duke.  Cruel  beginnings  meet  with  cruel  ends ; 
And  the  bell  facritice  to  Heav'n  for  peace 
Is  tyrant's  blood,  and  thofe  that  ftuck  fait  to  him, 
Fleih'd  initruments  in  his  commands  to  milchief, 

N  4  With 
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With  him  difpatch'd. 

Boatf.  They're  all  cut  off. 

Duke.  'Tis  well. 

All.  Thanks  to  the  Duke  of  Seffe !._ 

Duke.  Pay  that  to  Heaven, 
And  for  a  general  joy  give  general  thanks : 
For  bleilings  ne'er  defcend  from  Heaven,  but  when 
A  grateful  facrifice  afcends  from  men. 
To  your  devotion  !  leave  me  :  There's  a  Icene 
Which  I  would  act  alone.     Yet  you  may  (lay-, 
For  wanting  juft  fpectators,  'twill  be  nothing. 
The  reft  forbear  me  ! 

Cif.  Liberty,  liberty,  liberty ! 

Mart.  I  would  I  were  as  far  beneath  the  center, 
As  now  I  ftand  above  it.     How  I  tremble  ! 
Thrice  happy  they  that  died  !  I  dying  live 
To  ftand  the  whirlwind  of  a  father's  fury. 
Now  it  moves  tow'rd  me. 

Duke.  Thou — I  want  a  name 
By  which  to  ftile  thee:  All  articulate  founds 
That  do  exprefs  the  mifchief  of  vile  v/oman, 
That  are,  or  have  been,  or  fhall  be,  are  weak 
To  {peak  thee  to  the  height.     Witch  !  Parricide  ! 
For  thou,  in  caking  leave  of  modefty, 
Haft  kill'd  thy  father,  and  his  honour  loft  ; 
He's  but  a  walking  fhadow  to  torment  thee, 
To  leave  and  rob  thy  father,  then  fet  free 
His  foes,  whofe  flavery  he  did  prefer 
Above  all  treafure,  was  a  ftrong  defeazance, 
To  cut  off  e'en  the  fureft  bonds  of  mercy ;     •    . 
After  all  this,  (having  given  up  thyielf, 
Like  to  a  fenfual  bead,  a  (lave  to  luft) 
To  play  the  whore,  and  then  (high  Heav'n?  it  racks 

me!) 

To  find  out  none  to  quench  thy  appetite 
But  the  moft  cruel  king,  whom  next  to  hell 
Thy  father  hated,  and  whole  black  embraces 
Thou  fhouldft  have  fled  from,  as  the  whips  of  furies  \ 
What  canft  thou  look  for  ? 

Enter 
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Enter  Pandulpbo,  and  the  bodies  borne  on  the  bearfe. 

Mart.  Death  !  and  'tis  not  in  you 
To  hurt  me  further.     My  old  refolution, 
Take  now  the  place  of  fear  !  In  this  I  liv'd, 
In  this  I'll  die,  your  daughter. 

Pand.  Look  but  here  ! 
You  had,  1  know,  a  guilty  hand  in  this ; 
Repent  it,  lady. 

Mart.  Juliana  dead  ? 
And  Virolet  ? 

Pand.  By  her  unwilling  hand. 

Mart.  Fates,  you  are  equal ! — What  can  now  fall 

on  me, 

That  I  will  fhrink  at  ?  Now  unmov*d  I  dare 
Look  on  your  anger,  and  not  bend  a  knee 
To  afk  your  pardon  :  Let  your  rage  run  higher 
Than  billows  rais'd  up  by  a  violent  tempefl, 
And  be,  as  that  is,  deaf  to  all  entreaties  ! 
They're  dead,  and  I  prepar'd ;  for  in  their  fall 
All  my  defines  are  fum'd  up. 

Duke.  Impudent  too  ? 
Die  in  it,  wretch  ! 

Boaff.  Stay,  Sir!  \BoatJwain kills  her. 

Duke.  How  dar'il  thou,  villain, 
Snatch  from  my  fword  the  honour  of  my  juftice  ? 

Boaff.  I  never  did  you  better  fervice,  Sir; 
Yet  have  been  ever  faithful.     I  confefs 
That  (he  delerv'd  to  die  j  but  by  whofe  hand  ? 
Not  by  a  father's.     Double  all  her  guilt, 
It  could  not  make  you  innocent,  had  you  done  it : 
In  me  'tis  murder,  in  you  'twere  a  crime 
Heaven  could  not  pardon.     Witnefs  that  I  love  you! 
And  in  that  love  I  did  it. 

Duke.  Thou  art  noble ; 
I  rhauk  thee  for't.     The  thought  of  her  die  with  her! 

Afc.  My  tu.n  is  next-,  fmce  fhe  could  find  no  mercy, 
Whit  am  I  to  ex  peel:  ? 

C/V.  WirK  on*  '•\><;>,  Sir, 

The 
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The  citizens  falute  you  with  the  ftile 
Of  King  of  Naples. 

Duke.  I  muft  be  excus'd  ; 
The  burden  is  too  heavy  for  my  fhoulder  -, 
Beftow  it  where  'tis  due.     Stand  forth,  Afcanio  ! 
It  does  belong  to  you  ;  live  long  and  wear  it: 
And,  warn'd  by  the  example  of  your  uncle, 
Learn  that  you  are  to  govern  men,  not  beafts ; 
And  that  it  is  a  moft  improvident  head, 
That  drives  to  hurt  the  limbs  that  do  iupport  it ! 
Give  burial  to  the  dead.     For  me,  and  mine, 
We  will  again  to  fea,  and  never  know 
The  place,  which  in  my  birth  firft  gave  me  woe. 

\Fhurift  trumpets.     Exeunt  omnes. 


THE 
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A       COMEDY. 


7be  Commendatory  Verfes  by  Gardiner  and  Hills  afcribe  ibis  Coined) 
to  Fletcher  alone.  It  was  frfi  printed  in  the  folio  of  1647. 
Langbaine  fays,  it  was  revived  by  the  Company  at  the  Duke's 
Theatre  after  the  Reparation  j  but  we  do  not  know  of  any  reprefen- 
tatlon  of  it  finct  that  period,  or  that  there  ever  w<w  any  a/teratita 
•fit. 


DRAMATIS 


DRAMATIS    PERSONS. 

MEN. 

Philippe,  king  of  Spain. 
Otrante,  a  Spanijh  count,  in  love  with  Florimel. 
Julio,  a  nobleman,  uncle  to  Antonio. 
Bellides,  father  to  Ifmenia,  enemy  to  Julio. 
Lifauro,  Brother  to  Ifmenia,  Bellides' Jon. 
Terzo,  kinfman  to  Lifauro,  and  friend  to  Bsllides. 
Antonio,  in  love  with  Ifmenia,  an  enemy  to  Bellides. 
Martino,  friend  to  Antonio,  andhisfecret  rival. 
Gerafto,  friend  to  Otrante. 

TV*  r°'  A         T  two  courtiers. 
Moncado,     J 

Goftanzo,      ~\ 

Giraldo,         f  three  gentlemen,  friends  to  Julio, 

Philippo,       3 

Vertigo,  a  French  taylor. 

Franio,  a  miller,  f upp  of ed father  to  Florimel, 

Buftopha,  Frame's  Jon,  a  clown. 

Pedro,  afongfter. 

Lords  attending  the  king  in  progrefs. 

Conftable,  officers,  andfervants. 

WOMEN. 

Ifmenia,  daughter  to  Bellides,  miftrefs  of  Antonio. 
Aminta,  c oufm  to  Ifmenia,  and  her  private  competetrix 

in  Antonio's  love. 

Florimel,  daughter  to  Julio,  ftolen  from  him  a  child. 
Gillian,  Frame's  wife. 
Country  maids. 

SCENE,    SPAIN. 

TH 
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ACT     I.        SCENE     I. 


Enter  Lifauroy  tferzo,  J/menia,  and  Aminta. 

Lifauro.  "T"      E  T  the  coach  go  round !  we'll  walk 

along  thefe  meadows, 
•  -P-    -*  And  meet  at  port  again.    Come,  my 

fair  fifter, 
Theie  cool  iliades  will  delight  you. 

jdmin.  Pray  be  merry  : 

The  birds  fmg  as  they  meant  to  entertain  you  ; 
Ev'ry  thing  fmiles  abroad  ;  methinks  the  river, 
As  he  fteals  by,  curls  up  his  head,  to  view  you  : 
Ev'ry  thing  is  in  love. 

IJm.  You'd  have  it  fo. 
You,  that  are  fair,  are  eafy  of  belief,  coufm  j 

The  theme  flides  from  your  tongue 

Amin.  I  fair  ?  I  thank  you  ! 
Mine  is  but  fhadow  when  your  fun  fhines  by  me. 
IJm.  No  more  of  thisj  you  know  your  werth, 

Aminta. 
Where  are  we  now  ? 

Amin.    Hard  by  the  town,  Ifmenia, 
<Terzo.  Clofe  by  the  gates, 
IJm.  'Tis  a  fine  air. 
Lif.  A  delicate ; 
The  way  fo  fweet  and  even,  that  the  coach 

Would 
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Would  be  a  tumbling  trouble  to  our  pleafures. 
Methinks  I'm  very  merry. 

Ifm.  I  am  fad. 

Amin.  You're  ever  fo  when  we  entreat  you,  coufin. 

IJm.  I  have  no  reafon.     Such  a  trembling  here, 
Over  my  heart  methinks 

Amin.  Sure  you  are  failing, 
Or  not  flept  well  to-night ;  fome  dream,  Ifmenia  ? 

Ifm.  My  dreams  are  like  my  thoughts,  honefl  and 

innocent ; 

Yours  are  unhappy.     Who  are  thefe  that  coaft  us '  ? 
You  told  me  the  walk  was  private. 

Enter  Antonio  and  Martina. 

Terzo-.  'Tis  moft  commonly. 

IJm.  Two  proper  men  !  It  feems  they  have  fome 

bufmefs  ; 

With  me  none  fure.     I  do  not  like  their  faces; 
They  are  not  of  our  company. 

Terzo.  No,  coufin. — 
Lifauro,  we  are  dog'd. 

LiJ.  I  find  it,  coufin. 

Ant.  What  handfome  lady  ? 

Mart.  Yes,  file's  very  handfome  ; 
They're  handfome  both. 

Ant.  Martino,  ftay;  we're  cozen'd. 

Mart.  I  will  go  up  :  A  woman  is  no  wildfire. 

Ant.  Now,  by  my  life,  fhe's  fweet.     Stay,   good 

Martino ! 

They're  of  our  enemies,  the  houfe  of  Bellides  j 
Our  mortal  enemies. 

Mart.  Let  them  be  devils, 
They  appear  fo  handfomely,  I  will  go  forward. 
If  thefe  be  enemies,  I'll  ne'er  feek  friends  more. 

Ant.  Prithee,  forbear  !  the  gentlewomen 

Mart.  That's  it,  man, 

That  moves  me  like  a  gin.     Tray  ye  ftand  off. — 
.Ladies— r — 

1  Coajl  us,  &(."]  See  note  $z  on  the  Loyal  Subject. 

Ltf. 
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Lif.  They're   both   our   enemies,    both  hate  us 

equally ; 
By  this  fair  day,  our  mortal  foes  ! 

Terzo.  (I  know  'em). 

And  come  here  to  affront !  How  they  gape  at  us ! 
They  fhall  have  gaping  work. 

Ifm.  Why  your  fwords,  gentlemen  ? 

'Terzo.  Pray  you  Hand  you  off,  coufin ; 
And  good  now  leave  your  whiftling  !  We're  abus'd 

all! 
Back,  back,  I  fay  ! 

Lif.  Go  back  ! 

Ant.  We  are  no  dogs,  Sir, 
To  run  back  on  command. 

Terzo.  We'll  make  ye  run,  Sir. 

Ant.  Having  a  civil  charge  of  handfome  ladies, 
We  are  your  fervants  !  Pray  ye  no  quarrel,  gentle- 
men. 
There's  way  enough  for  both. 

Lif.  We'll  make  it  wider. 

Ant.  If  you  will  fight,  arm'd  from  this  faint,  have 
at  ye  ! 

Ifm.  Oh,  me  unhappy  !  Are  ye  gentlemen, 
Difcreet,  and  civil,  and  in  open  view  thus 

Amin.  What  will  men  think  of  us!  Nay,  you  may 

kill  us. 

Mercy  o'me  !  thro'  my  petticoat  ?  what  bloody  gen- 
tlemen ! 

Ifm.  Make  way  thro'  me,  y'had  beft,  and  kill  an 

innocent ! 

Brother  !  why,  coufm  !  by  this  light,  I'll  die  too ! 
This  gentleman  is  temperate ;  be  you  merciful ! 
Alas,  the  fwords ! 

Amin.  You  had  beft  run  me  thro*  * ! 
'Twill  be  a  valiant  thruft. 

Ifm.  I  faint  amongft  ye. 

,/fo/.  Pray  ye  ben't  fearful !  I  have  done,  fweet  lady; 

1  You  badbtjl  run  me  thro    the  belly.]  So  firft  folio. 

My 
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My  fword's  already  aw'd,  and  fhalJ  obey  you. 
I  come  not  here  to  violate  fweet  beauty ; 
I  bow  to  that. 

IJm.  Brother,  you  fee  this  gentleman, 
This  noble  gentleman. 

Lif.  Let  him  avoid  then, 
And  leave  our  walk  ! 

Ant.  The  lady  may  command,  Sir  ; 
She  bears  an  eye  more  dreadful  than  your  weapon. 

IJm.  What  a  fweet  nature  this  man  has!  Dear  brother, 
Put  up  your  fword. 

'Terz.o.  Let  them  put  up,  and  walk  then. 

Ant.  No  more  loud  words !  there's  time  enough 

before  us. 

For  fhame  put  up !  do  honour  to  thefe  beauties. 
Mart.  Our  way  is  this;  we  will  not  be  denied  it. 
Terzo.  And  ours  is  this,  we  will  not  be  crofs'd  in  it. 
Ant.  Whate'er  your  way  is,  lady,  'tis  a  fair  one  j 
And  may  it  never  meet  with  rude  hands  more, 
Nor  rough  uncivil  tongues  !     [Exeunt  Ant.  &?  Mart. 

IJm.  I  thank  you,  Sir, 

Indeed  I  thank  you  nobly  !  A  brave  enemy ! 
Here's  a  fweet  temper  now!  This  is  a  map,  brother  j 
This  gentleman'?  anger  is  fo  nobly  feated, 
That  it  becomes  him  ;   yours  proclaim  ye  monflers.. 
What  if  he  be  our  houfe-foe  ?  we  may  brag  on't  ; 
We've  ne'er  a  friend  in  all  our  houfe  fo  honourable : 
I'd  rather  from  an  enemy,  my  brother, 
Learn  worthy  diilances  and  modeft  deference 5, 
Than  from  a  race  of  empty  friends  loud  nothings. 
I'm  hurt  between  ye. 

Amin.  So  am  I,  I  fear  too. 
I'm  fure  their  fwords  were  between  my  legs4.    Dear 

coufin, 

Why  look  you  pale?  where  are  you  hurt? 
Jfm.  I  know  not ; 

3  Jndnadfji  d-ffcrence.j  The  variation  of  orthography  was  made 
by  Sympfon;  and  though  we  have  admit  red  it,  wtjaie  net  clear  but 
fjfiroue,  in  the  okS  knfe  of  dijiinfiio.ns,  if*  right. 

+  tmfurt  tleir  faoarjs  ivere  bctiveen  my  !t£*  J  Thefe  word*  are 
letrkvcd  iicm  the  fi.lt  fclio. 

But 
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But  here  methinks. 

LiJ.  Unlace  her,  gentle  coufin. 

IJm.  My  heart,  my  heart !  and  yet  I  blefs  the  hurter. 

Amin.  Is  it  fo  dangerous  ? 

IJm.  Nay,  nay,  I  faint  not. 

Amin.  Here  is  no  blood  that  I  find ;  fure  'tis  inward. 

IJm.  Yes,  yes,  'tis  inward  ;  'twas  a  fubtle  weapon  j 
The  hurt  not  to  be  cur'd,  I  fear. 

LiJ.  The  coach  there  ! 

Amin.  May  be  a  fright. 

IJm.  Aminta,  'twas  a  fweet  one  ; 
And  yet  a  cruel. 

Amin.  Now  I  find  the  wound  plain  : 
A  wondrous  handfome  gentleman— 

IJm.  Oh,  no  deeper  ! 
Prithee  be  iilent,  wench  ;  it  may  be  thy  cafe. 

Amin.  You  muft  be  fearch'd  j  the  wound  will  rancle, 

coufin. — 
And  of  fo  fweet  a  nature 

IJm.  Dear  Aminta, 
Make  it  not  forer  ! 

Amin.   And  on  my  life  admires  you. 

IJm.  Call  the  coach,  coufin. 

Amin.  The  coach,  the  coach  ! 

'ferzo.  'Tis  ready.     Bring  the  coach  there  ! 

LiJ.  Well,  my  brave  enemies,  we  mall  yet  meet  ye, 
And  our  old  hate  mall  teftify 

T'erzo.  It  mail,  coufin.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE    II. 

Enter  Antonio  and  Martino. 
Ant.  Their  fwords !  alas,  I  weigh  'em  not,  dear 

friend  j 

The  indifcretion  of  the  owners  blunts 'em  j 
The  fury  of  the  houfe  affrights  not  me, 
It  fpends  itfelf  in  words.     Oh  me,  Martino  ! 
There  was  a  two-edg'd  eye,  a  lady  carried, 
A  weapon  that  no  valour  can  avoid? 
VOL,  VII.  O  Nor 
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Nor  art,  the  hand  of  fpirit,  put  afide. 
Oh,  friend,  it  broke  out  on  me,  like  a  bullet 
Wrapt  in  a  cloud  of  fire;  that  point,  Martino, 
Dazzled  my  fenfe 5,  and  was  too  fubtle  for  me ; 
Shot  like  a  comet  in  my  face,  and  wounded 
(To  my  eternal  ruin)  my  heart's  valour. 

Mart:  Methinks  me  was  no  fuch  piece. 

Ant.  Blafpheme  not,  Sir  ! 
She  is  fo  far  beyond  weak  commendation, 
That  Impudence  will  blufh  to  think  ill  of  her. 

Mart.  I  fee  it  not,  and  yet  I  had  both  eyes  open. 
And  I  could  judge;  I  know  there  is  no  beauty 
'Till  our  eyes  give  it  'em,  and  make  'em  handfome  : 
What's  red  and  white,  unlefs  we  do  allow  'cm  ? 
A  green  face  elfe-,  and  methinks  fuch  another 

Ant.  Peace,  thou  lewd  heretick !  thou  judge  of 

beauties  ? 

Thou  haft  an  excellent  fenfe  for  a  fign-poft,  friend. 
Didftthou  not  lee,  ( I'll  fwear  thou  art  Hone-blind  elfe6, 
As  blind  as  Ignorance)  when  (he  appear'd  firft, 
Aurora  breaking  in  the  Eaft  ?  and  thro'  her  face, 
(As  if  the  hours  and  graces  had  ftrew'd  rofes) 
A  blufh  of  wonder  flying  ?  when  me  was  frighted 
At  our  uncivil  fwords,  didft  thou  not  mark 
How  far  beyond  the  purity  of  fnow 
The  loft  wind  drives,  whitenefs  of  innocence, 
Or  any  thing  that  bears  celeftial  palenefs, 
Sh'  appear'd  o'  th'  Hidden  ?  Didft  thou  not  fee  her  tears 
When  me  entreated  ?  Oh,  thou  reprobate  ! 
Didft  thqu  not  fee  thole  orient  tears  flow'd  from  her, 
The  little  worlds  of  love  ?  A  let,  Martino, 
Of  fuch  fandlified  beads,  and  a  holy  heart  to  love, 
I  could  live  ever  a  religious  hermit. 

*  Dazzled  my  fence.]  Seward  thinks  it  would  be  keeping  dofer  to 
the  metaphor  to  read,  BAFFLED  my. FENCE  ;  but  the  old  reading 
carries  on  the  metaphor  beft.  Dazz/cJ  is  much  moft  applicable  to  tbr 
faint  of  a  tivo-tdgtd  fjc,  which  he  immediately  after  compares  to  a 
comet. 

6  Doft  tbou  Hotfet  (  Til/wear  tLcu  art  foon  UiaJelft).]  Amended 
in  i7>o. 

Mart. 
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Mart.  I  do  believe  a  little ;  and  yet,  methinks, 
She  was  o'  th'  loweit  ftature. 

Ant.  A  rich  diamond, 

Set  neat  and  deep  !  Nature's  chief  art,  Martino, 
Is  to  referve  her  models  curious, 
Not  cumberfome  and  great;  and  fuch  an  one, 
For  fear  (he  Ihould  exceed  upon  her  matter, 
Has  fhe  fram'd  this.     Oh,  'tis  a  fpark  of  beauty  ! 
And  where  they  appear  ib  excellent  in  little, 
They  will  but  flame  in  great 7 ;  extention  Ipoils  'em. 
Martino,  learn  this ;  the  narrower  that  our  eyes 
Keep  way  unto  our  object,  ftill  the  fweeter 
That  comes  unto  us  :  Great  bodies  are  like  countries, 
Diicovering  ftill,  toil  and  no  pleafure  finds  'em. 
Mart.  A  rare  cofmographer  for  a  fmall  ifiand  ! 
Now  I  believe  fhe's  handfome. 

Ant.  Believe  heartily  •, 

Let  thy  belief,  tho'  long  a-coming,  fave  thee. 
Mart.  She  was,  certain,  fair. 
Ant.  But  hark  you,  friend  Martino  ! 
Do  not  believe  yourfelf  too  far  before  me  j 
For  then  you  may  wrong  me,  Sir. 
Mart.  Who  bid  you  jeach  me  ? 
D'you  mew  me  meat,  and  Hitch  my  lips,  Antonio? 
Is  that  fair  play  ? 

Ant.  Now  if  thou  fhouldft  abufe  me- — 
And  yet  I  know  thee  for  an  arrant  wencher, 
A  moft  immod'rate  thing;  thou  canft  not  love  long. 
Mart.  A  little  ferves  my  turn  ;  I  fly  at  all  games  j 

But  I  believe 

Ant.  How  if  we  never  fee  her  more  ? 
She  is  our  enemy. 

Mart.  Why  are  you  jealous  then  ? 
As  far  as  I  conceive,  fhe  hates  our  whole  houfe. 


"  They  <wi/t  but  flame  in  great.]  If  this  be  genuine,  fame,  when 
applied  to  beauty,  muft  be  a  term  of  contempt,  whereas  it  is,  I 
believe,  univerfally  applied  to  it  as  a  term  of  excellence.  I  verily 
think  the  original  was,  not  flame ,  and  then  the  reafon  that  follows  is 
juft,  becau/e  fxttntisn  ffsi/s  'em.  Sevuard. 

O  2  Ant* 
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Ant.  Yet,  good  Martino 

Mart.  Come,  come  -,  I've  mercy  on  you  : 
You  mall  enjoy  her  in  your  dream,  Antonio, 
And  I'll  not  hinder.  Tho',  now  I  perfuade  myfelf — 

Enter  Aminta  with  a  letter. 

Ant.  Sit  with  perfuafion  down,  and  you  deal  honeftly  5 
I  will  look  better  on  her. 

Mart.  Stay ;  who's  this,  friend  ? 
Ant.  Is't  not  the  other  gentlewoman  ? 
Mart.  Yes.     A  letter  ! 

She  brings  no  challenge  lure  ?  If  me  do,  Antonio, 
I  hope  (he'll  be  a  fecond  too ;  I'm  for  her. 
Amin.  A  good  hour,  gentlemen  ! 
Ant.  You're  welcome,  lady  ! 
'Tis  like  our  late  rude  pAffage  has  pour'd  on  us 
Some  reprehenfion. 

Amin.  No,  I  bring  no  anger ; 
Tho'  fome  deferv'd  it. 

Ant.  Sure  we  were  all  to  blame,  lady  : 
But,  for  my  part,  in  all  humility, 
And  with  no  little  ihame,  I  afk  your  pardons  ! 
Indeed  1  wear  no  iword  to  fright  fweet  beauties. 
Amin.  You  have  it;  and  this  letter.    Fray  you,  Sir, 

vicw't, 
And  my  com  trillion's  done. 

Mart.  Have  you  none  for  me,  lady  ? 

Amin.  Not  at  this  time. 

Mart.  I  am  forry  for't;  I  can  read  too. 

Amin.  I'm  glad :  But,  Sir,   to  keep  you  in  your 

exercife, 
You  may  chance  meet  with  one  ill  written. 

Mart.  Thank  you ! 

So't  be  a  woman's,  I  can  pick  the  meaning ; 
For  likely  they've  but  one  end. 

Amin.  You  fay  true,  Sir.  [Exit. 

Ant.  Martin',  my  willies  are  come  home  and  loader*, 
Loadcn  with  brave  return ;  null  happy,  happy  ! 
I  am  a  blefs'd  man  !   Where's  the  gen  tie  woman  ? 

Mart. 
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Mart.  Gone,  the fpirit's  gone;  what  news? 
Ant.  'Tis  from  the  lady  -, 
From  her  we  law ;  from  that  fame  miracle ! 
I  know  her  name  now.     Read  but  thefe  three  lines ; 
Read  with  devotion,  friend  !  the  lines  are  holy. 
Mart,  {reading.}  '  I  dare  not  chide  you  in  my  letter, 

Sir; 
'  'Twill  be  too  gentle :  If  you  pleafe  to  look  me 

*  In  the  Weft-ftreet,  and  find  a  fair  ftone  window 

*  Carv'd  with  white  Cupids,   there  I'll  entertain  yon : 
4  Night  and  difcretion  guide  you.     Call  me  Ifmcnia.' 

Ant.  Give't  me  agtfin  !  Come,  come;  fly,  fly  !  I'm 
all  fire! 

Mart.  There  may  be  danger. 

Ant.  So  there  is  to  drink, 
When  men  are  thirfty  ;  to  eat  haftily, 
When  we  are  hungry ;  fo  there  is  in  deep,  friend, 
Obftructions  then  may  rife  and  fmother  us  ; 
We  may  die  laughing-choak'd  •,  e'en  at  devotions, 
An  apoplexy 8,  or  a  fudden  pally, 
May  ftrike  us  down. 

Mart.  May-be,  a  trai/i  to  catch  you. 

Ant.  Then  I  am  caught ;  and  let  Love  anfwer  for't ! 
'Tis  not  my  folly,  but  his  infamy  ; 
And  if  he  be  ador'd,  and  dare  do  vile  things 

Mart.  Well,  I  will  go. 

Ant.  She  is  a  lady,  Sir, 
A  maid,  I  think,  and  where  that  holy  fpell 
Is  flung  about  me,  I  ne'er  fear  a  villainy. 
'Tis  almoft  night ;  away,  friend  ! 

Mart.  I  am  ready  : 
I  think  I  know  the  houfe  too. 

Ant.  Then  we're  happy.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE    III. 

Enter  Ifmenia  and  Aminta. 
Ifm.  Did  you  meet  him  ? 


*   We  may  die  laughing,  ciioakAi  e'e 
An  apoplixy,  &C.J  Correfted  by  Seward. 

O  3  Am'm. 
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Amin.  Yes. 

IJm.  And  did  you  give  my  letter  : 

Amin.  To  what  end  went  I  ? 

IJm.  Are  you  fure  'twas  he  ? 
Was  it  that  gentleman  ? 

Amin.  D'you  think  I  was  blind  ? 
I  went  to  feek  no  carrier,  nor  no  midwife. 

IJm.  What  kind  of  man  was  he  ?  Thou  mayft  be 
deceiv'd,  friend. 

Amin.  A  man  with  a  nofe  on's  face ;  I  think  he  had 

eyes  too  ; 
And  hands,  for  fure  he  took  it. 

IJm.  What  an  anfwer ! 

Amin.  What  queftions  are  thefe  to  one  that's  hot  and 

troubled  ! 

Do  you  think  me  a  babe  ?  Am  I  not  able,  coufm, 
At  my  years  and  diicretion,  to  deliver 
A  letter  handfomely  ?  is  that  fuch  a  hard  thing  ? 
Why  every  wafer- woman  will  undertake  it : 
A  fempiter's  girl,  or  a  tailor's  wife,  won't  mifs  it : 
•A  Puritan  hoftefs,  coufm,  would  fcorn  thefe  queftions. 
My  legs  are  weary. 

IJm.  I'll  make  'em  well  again. 

Amin.  Are  they  at  fupper  ? 

IJm.  Yes,  and  I'm  not  well, 
Nor  defire  no  company.    Look  out !  'tis  darkim. 

Amin.  I  fee  nothing  yet.    AfTure  yourfelf,  Ifmenia. 
If  he  be  a  man,  he  will  not  mifs. 

IJm.  It  may  be  he  is  modeft, 
And  that  may  pull  him  back  from  feeing  me  •, 
Or  has  made  fome  wild  conttruction  of  my  eafmefs : 
I  bluih  to  think  what  I  writ. 

Amin.  What  mould  you  blum  at  ? 
Blufh  when  you  act  your  thoughts,  not  when  you  write 

'em  •, 

Blum  foft  between  a  pair  of  meets,  fweet  coufm. 
Tho'  he  be  a  curious-carried  gentleman,  I  can't  think 
He's  fo  unnatural  to  leave  a  woman, 
(A  young,  a  noble,  and  a  beauteous  woman) 

Leave 
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Leave  her  in  her  defines :  Men  of  this  age 
Are  rather  prone  to  come  before  they're  fent  for. 
Hark !  I  hear  fomething :  Up  to  th'  chamber,  coufm  I 
You  may  fpoil  all  elfe. 

Enter  Antonio  and  Martino. 

IJm.  Let  me  fee !  They're  gentlemen  : 
It  may  be  they. 

Amin.  They  are  they.     Get  you  up, 
And  like  a  load-ftar  draw  him  9  ! 

IJm,  I'm  fhame-fac'd  !  [Exeunt  ladies. 

Ant.  This  is  the  ftreet. 

Mart.  I'm  looking  for  the  houfe. 
Clofe,  clofe,  pray  you  clofe! — Here. 

Ant.  No  ;  this  is  a  merchant's  j 
I  know  the  man  well. 

Mart.  And  this  a  pothecary's :  I've  lain  here  many 

times, 
For  a  loofenefs  in  my  hilrs. 

Ant.  Have  you  not  paft  it  ? 

Mart.  No,  fure  : 
There  is  no  houfe  of  mark  that  we  have  fcap'd  yet. 

Ant.  What  place  is  this  ? 

Mart.  Speak  fofter  !  'may  be  fpies. 
If  any,  this  -,  a  goodly  window  too, 
Carv'd  fair  above  *° !  that  I  perceive.     'Tis  dark  -, 
But  fhe  has  fuch  a  luftre 

Enter  Ifmenia  and  Aminta  above,  with  a  tapci . 
Ant.  Yes,  Martino ; 

So  radiant  Ihe  appears 

Mart.  Elfe  we  may  mils,  Sir. 
The  night  grows  vengeance  black  :  Pray  Heav'n  flic 

fhine  clear  ! 
Hark,  hark  !  a  window,  and  a  candle  too  ? 

Ant.  Step  clofe.    'Tis  fhe!  I  fee  the  cloud  difperfe> 
And  now  the  beauteous  planet 

'•'  And  like  a  Iand-y?ar.]  Amended  in  1750. 
>0  Carvd far  above, .]   Varied  in  1750. 

O  4  Mart. 
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Mart.  Ha !  'tis  indeed. 
Now,  by  the  foul  of  love,  a  divine  creature  I 

Ifm.  Sir,  Sir! 

Ant.  Molt  bleffed  lady  ! 

Ifm.  Tray  you  ftand  out. 

Amin.  You    need    not  fear ;  there's  nobody  now 
Itirring, 

Mart.  Beyond  his  commendation  I  am  taken, 
Infinite  ftrangely  taken. 

Amin.  I  love  that  gentleman  ; 
Methinks  h.e  has  a  dainty  nimble  body  : 
I  love  him  heartily. 

Ifm.  Tis  the  right  gentleman; 
But  what  to  fay  to  him  r — Sir 

Amin.  Speak. 

Ant.  I  wait  (till ; 

And  will  do  till  I  grow  another  pillar, 
To  prop  this  houfe,  fo  it  pleafe  you. 

JJm.  Speak  foftly  ; 
And  'pray  you  fpeak  truly  too. 

Ant.  I  never  lied,  lady. 

JJm.  And  do  not  think  me  impudent  to  afk  you — 
I  know  you  are  an  enemy,  (fpeak  low  !) 
But  I  would  make  you  a  friend. 

Ant.  I'm  friend  to  beauty  ; 
There  is  no  hanciiomenefs  1  dare  be  foe  to. 

Ifm.  Are  you  married  ? 

Ant.  No. 

Ifm.  Are  you  betroth'd  ? 

Ant.  No,  neither. 

Ifm.  Indeed,  fair  Sir? 

Ant.  Indeed,  fair  fweet,  I  am  not. 
Moft  beauteous  virgin,  Z  am  free  as  you  are. 

Ifm.  That  may  be,  Sir  j  then  you  are  miferable, 
For  I  am  bound. 

Ant.  Happy  the  bonds  that  hold  you  ! 
Or  do  you  put  them  on  yourfelf  for  pleafure  ? 
Sure  they  be  fweeter  far  than  liberty  : 
l  here  is  no  bkflednefs  but  in  fuch  bondage. 

Give 
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Give  me  that  freedom,  madam,  I  befeech  you, 
(Since  you  have  queftion'd  me  fo  cunningly) 
To  afk  you  whom  you're  bound  to ;  he  muft  be  certain 
More  than  human,  that  bounds  in  fuch  a  beauty : 
Happy  that  happy  chain  !  fuch  links  are  heav'nly. 
IJm.  Pray  you  don't  mock  me,  Sir. 
Ant.  Pray  you,  lady,  tell  me. 
IJm.  Will  you  believe  ?  and  will  you  keep  it  to 

you  ? 

And  not  fcorn  what  I  fpeak  ? 
Ant.  I  dare  not,  madam ; 
As  oracle,  what  you  fay  I  dare  fwear  to. 

IJm.  I'll  fet  the  candle  by,  for  I  fhall  blufh  now, 
Fy,  how  it  doubles  in  my  mouth  !  It  mud  out. 
'Tis  you  I'm  bound  to. 

Ant.  Speak  that  word  again  ! 
I  underftand  you  not. 

IJm.  'Tis  you  I'm  bound  to. 
Ant.  Here  is  another  gentleman. 
IJm.  'Tis  you,  Sir. 
Amin.  He  may  be  lov'd  too. 
Mart.  Not  by  thee ;  firft  curfe  me  ! 
IJm.  And  if  I  knew  your  name 
Ant.  Antonio,  madam. 

IJm.  Antonio,  take  this  kifs  \  'tis  you  I'm  bound  to. 
Ant.  And  when  I  fet  you  free,  may  Heav'n  forfake 
me! 

Jfmenia 

IJm.  Yes,  now  I  perceive  you  love  me ; 
You've  learn'd  my  name. 

Ant.  Hear  but  fome  vows  I  make  to  you ; 
Hear  but  the  proteftations  of  a  true  love. ' 

IJm.  No,  no,  not  now :  Vows  fhould  be  chearful 

things, 

Done  in  the  cleareft  light,  and  noblefr  teftimony : 
No  vow,  dear  Sir  !  tie  not  my  fair  belief 
To  fuch  ftrict  terms :  Thofe  men  have  broken  credits, 
Loofe  and  difmember'd  faiths,  my  dear  Antonio, 
That  fplinter  'em  with  vows.     Am  I  not  too  bold? 

Correft 
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Correct  me  when  you  pleafe. 

Ant.  I'd  rather  hear  you, 

For  fo  fweet  mufick  never  ftruck  mine  ears  yet. 
"Will  you  believe  now  ? 

Ifm.  Yes. 

Ant.  I'm  yours. 

Ifm.  Speak  louder; 

If  you  anfwer  the  prieft  fo  low,  you'll  lofe  your 
wedding. 

Mart.  'Would  I  might  fpeak !  I'd  hollow. 

Ant.  Take  my  heart ; 
And  if  it  be  not  firm  and  honeft  to  you, 
Heav'n 

Ifm.  Peace ;  no  more  !  I'll  keep  your  heart,  and 

credit  it : 
Keep  you  your  word.     When  will  you  come  again, 

friend  ? 

For  this  time  we  have  woo'd  indifPrently : 
I  would  fain  fee  you,  when  I  dare  be  bolder. 

Ant.  Why,  any  night.  Only,  dear  noble  miftrefs, 
Pardon  three  days  !  My  uncle  Julio 
Has  bound  me  to  attend  him  upon  promife, 
Upon  expectation  too :  We  have  rare  fports  there, 
Rare  country  fports  j  I  would  you  could  but  fee  'em ! 
Dare  you  fo  honour  me  ? 

Ifm.  I  dare  not  be  there ; 
You  know  I  dare  not ;  no,  I  muft  not,  friend. 
Where  I  may  come  with  honourable  freedom- 
Alas,  I'm  ill  too ;  we  in  love 

Ant.  You  flout  me. 

Ifm.  Truft  me,  I  do  not ;  I  fpeak  truth,  I'm  fickly, 
And  am  in  love ;  but  you  muft  be  phyfician. 

Ant.  I'll  make  a  plaifter  of  my  beft  affection. 

Ifm.  Be  gone !  we've  fupp'd :  I  hear  the  people  ftir. 
Take  my  beft  wilhes !  Give  me  no  caufe,  Antonio, 
To  curfe  this  happy  night. 

Ant.  I'll  lofe  my  life  firft. 
A  thoufand  kifles ! 

Ifm.  Take  ten  thoufand  back  a<rain  ! 

Mart. 
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Mart,  i'm  dumb  with  admiration !  Shall  we  go, 
Sir?  [  Exeunt  gentlemen . 

Ifm.  Doft  thou  know  his  uncle  ? 

Amin.  No,  but  I  can  afk,  coufm. 

Ifm.  I'll  tell  thee  more  of  that.  Come,  let's  to  bed 

both; 
And  give  me  handfome  dreams,  Love,  I  befeech  thee ! 

Amin.  H'has  giv'n  you  a  handfome  fubjeft. 

Ifm.  Pluck-to  the  windows ".  -        [Exeunf. 


A  C  T     II.        SCENE!. 

Enter  Buftopha. 

.  F  I  ^  H  E  thund'ring  feas,  whofe  wat'ry  fire 

Wafhes  the  whiting-mops  '*, 
The  gentle  whale  whofe  feet  fo  fell 

Flies  o'er  the  mountains'  tops 

Fra.  [within.']  Boy ! 

Bujt.  The  thund'ring 

Fra.  Why,  boy  Buftopha ! 

Bufi.  Here  I  am.     The  gentle  whale . 

Enter  Franio. 

Fra.  Oh,  are  you  here.  Sir  ?  where's  your  fitter  ? 
/?«/?.The  gentle  whale  flies  o'er  the  mountains  tops— 
Fra.  Where's  your  fitter,  man  ? 

IT  This  fcene  naturally  reminds  us  of  a  fimilar  one  in  Shakefpeare's 
Romeo  and  Juliet;  to  which  this,  with  all  its  beautie^,  i.uJl  be  al- 
lowed to  be  much  inferior. 

11  Whit  ing- tr.opi.'}  A  fort  of  fifti  fo  called;  our  Authors  have  the 
fame  term  in  the  Martial  Maid,  aft  ii.  fcene  ii. 

• they  "Mill  tread  you  their  meafures  like 

Whiting-mops,  &c. 

So  in  the  Guardian  of  Philip  Maffenger,  Camillo  fays, 
«  If  it  were  a  fifli  day, 

*  I  have  a  ftomach  and  wou'd  content  myfelf 

*  With  this  pretty  whiting-mop?  meaning  Mirtilla.    Sympfon. 

Bujl. 
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Buft.  Waflies  the  whiting-mops 

Fra.  Thou  lieft  !  fhe  has  none  to  wafh.     Mops? 
The  boy  is  half  way  out  of  his  wits  fure. 
Sirrah,  who  am  I  ? 

Buft.  The  thund'ring  feas 

Fra.  Mad,  ftark  mad  ! 

Bifft.  Will  you  not  give  a  man  leave  to  con  ? 

Fra.  Yes,  and  Tefs  too, 
Ere  I  have  ddne  with  you,  firrah.   Am  I  your  father? 

Buft.  The  queftion  is  too  hard  for  a  child  j  afk  me 
Any  thing  that  I  have  learn 'd,  aad  I'll  anfwer  you. 

Fra.  Is  that  a  hard  queftion  ?  Sirrah,  am  not  I 
your  father  ? 

Buft.  If  I  had  my  mother-wit  I  could  tell  you. 

Fra.  Are  you 
A  thief? 

Buft.  So  far  forth  as  the  fon  of  a  miller. 

Fra.  Will  you  be  hang'd  ? 

Buft.  Let  it  go 'by  elderfhip. 
The  gentle  whale 

Fra.  Sirrah,  lay  by  your  foolifli  ftudy  there, 
And  beat  your  brains  about  your  own  affairs  ;  cr  — 

Buft.  I  thank  you  ! 

You'd, have  me  go  under  the  fails,  and  beat 
My  brains  about  your  mill  ?  a  natural  father 
You  are ! 

Fra.  I  charge  you  go  not  to  the  fports  to-day : 
Laft  night  I  gave  you  leave ;  now  I  recant. 

Buft.  Is  the  wind  turn'd  fmce  laft  night  ? 

Fra.  Marry  is  it,  Sir  : 

Go  no  further  than  my  mill ;  there's  my  command 
upon  you. 

Buft.  I  may  go  round  about  then  as  your  mill  does. 
I  will  fee  your  mill  gelded,  and  his  ftones  fried 
In  (leaks,  ere  I  deceive  the  country  fo  ! 
Have  I  not  my  part  to  ftudy  ?  How  fhall 
The  fports  go  forward,  if  I  be  not  there  ? 

I'rd.  They'll  want  their  fool  indeed,  if  thou  be'ft 
not  there, 

Buft. 
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Buft.  Confider  that,  and  go  yourfelf. 

Fra.  I  have  fears,  Sir,  that  I  cannot  utter : 
You  go  not,  nor  your  filter;  there's  my  charge. 

Buft.  The   price  of  your  golden  thumb  I}  can't 
hold  me.  [Hounds  in  fidl  cry. 

Fra.  Ay14,  this  was  fport  that  I  have  tightly  iov'd! 
I  could  have  kept  company  with  the  hounds 

Buft.  You  are  fit  for  no  other  company  yet. 

Fra.  Run  with  the  hare, 
And  been  in  the  whore's  tail  i'faith ! 

Buft.  That  was 

Before  I  was  born  :  I  did  ever  miftruft 
I  was  a  baftard,  becaufe  lapis  is 
In  the  fingular  number  with  me. 

Enter  Otr  ante  and  Geraftc. 
Otr.  Leave  thou  that  game,  Geraflo,  and  chafe 

here ; 

Do  thou  but  follow  it  with  my  defires, 
Thou'lt  not  return  home  empty. 

Ger.  I'm  prepar'd, 
My  lord,  with  advantages:  And  fee 
Yonder's  the  fubject  I  muft  work  upon. 

Otr.  Her  brother?  'tis:  Methinks  it  fhould   be 

eafy : 
That  grofs  compound'*  cannot  butdifiufe 

"  Golden  thumb .]  In  Chaucer's  chara&er  of  the  Miller  are  the 
following  lines : 

'  Wei  coude  he  ftele  corn,  and  tolle  it  twye, 
•   And  yit  he  had  a  thumb  of  gold,  parde!' 

Dr.  Moreli  and  Mr.  Tyrwhit  both  fuppofe,  that  Chaucer  alluded 
to  the  old  proverb,  '  Every  honeft  Miller  has  a  thumb  of  gold?  to 
which  they  reply  in  Somerfetihire,  '  None  but  a  cuckold  can  fee  it.* 
To  the  fame  proverb  our  Author  evidently  refers  in  Buftopha's  fpeech. 
See  Ray's  Proverbs.  R, 

'*  Fra.  /,  this  ivasffoft,  &c.]  Without  the  ftcge  direction  which 
Mr.  Seward  and  I  have  affixed  here,  this  abrupt  fpeech  would  n.o:  be 
underftood  by  any  reader.  Sjmpjan. 

's  That  grofs  comfonnJ.]  The  fenfe  and  meafure  both  fcx-m  here 
to  be  incomplete :  The  deficiency  1  wou'd  remed)  thjs, 
J''.>i -tl:is  grofs.  &c.  Mr.  St^ard  io, 

bure  this  grofs.     The  reader  ni:iy  lake  his  choice  of  either. 

n 

The 
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The  foul,  in  fuch  a  latitude  of  eafe, 
As  to  make  dull  her  faculties,  and  lazy. 
What  wit,  above  the  leaft,  can  be  in  him, 
That  reafon  ties  together  ? 

Ger.  I  have  prov'd  it,  Sir, 
And  know  the  depth  of  it :  I  have  the  way 
To  make  him  follow  me  a  hackney-pace, 
With  all  that  flefh  about  him  -,  yes,  and  drag 

[Cry  of  Hounds. 

His  fitter  after  him.     This  baits  the  old  one  ; 
Rid  you  him,  and  leave  me  to  the  other.         [Exit. 
Otr.  'Tis  well. — Oh,  Franio,  the  good  day  to  you  ! 
You  were  not  wont  to  hear  this  mufick  ftanding  j 
The  beagle  and  the  bugle  you  have  lov'd, 
In  the  firft  rank  of  huntfmen. 

Buft.  The  dogs  cry 
Out  of  him  now l6. 

Fra .  Sirrah,  leave  your  barking ; 
I'll  bite  you  elfe. 
Buft.  Cur!  cur! 
Fra.  Slave,  doft  call  me  dog  ? 
Otr.  Oh  fy,  Sir! 

He  fpeaks  Latin  to  you  i  he  would  know 
Why  you'll  bite  him. 

Buft.  Refyonds,  curl    You  fee 
His  underftanding,  my  lord. 

Fra.  I  fhall  have 

A  time  to  curry  you  for  this! — But, 
My  lord,  to  anfwer  you  ;  the  days  have  been 
I  mufl  have  footed  it  before  this  hornpipe, 
Tho'  I  had  hazarded  my  mill  a-fire, 
And  let  the  ftones  grind  empty :  But  thofe  dancings 
Are  done  with  me :  I  have  good  will  to't  ftill, 

16  Buft.  The  dogs  cry  out  of  him  now.]  I  read  for  :  Without  this 
trifling  change,  1  fee  no  humour  in  Buftapho's  anfwer.  The  'very  dogs 
cry  out  againft  him,  does  not  fuic  the  reft  of  his  drolleries;  but  tbt 
dags  cry  out  for  him  as  carrion  proper  for  them,  is  quite  in  his  ftile. 

Se'warJ. 

Franio's  anfrver,  leave  your  BARKING,  feems  to  confirm  the  old 
reading,  out  OF  him. 

And 
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And  that's  the  beft  I  can  do. 

Otr.  Come,  come,  you  fliall  be  hors'd; 
Your  company  delerves  him  ;  tho*  you  kill  him, 
Run  him  blind,  I  care  not. 

Bujt.  He  will  do  it 
O'purpofe,  my  lord,  to  bring  him  up  to  the  mill. 

Fra.  Do  not  tempt  me  too  far,  my  lord. 

Otr.  There  is 

A  foot  i'th'  ftirrop;  I'll  not  leave  you  now. — 
You  fhall  fee  the  game  fall  once  again. 

Fra.  Well,  my  lord,  I  will  make  ready 
My  legs  for  you,  and  try  'em  once  a-horfeback. 
Sirrah  !   my  charge  ;  keep  it !  [Exit. 

Bujt.  Yes; 

When  you  pare  down  your  difh  for  confcience  fake, 
When  your  thumb's  coin'd  into  bon<e  &  legalis, 
When  you  are  a  true  man-miller. 

Otr.  What's 
The  matter,  Buftopha  ? 

Biift.  My  lord,  if  you 

Have  e'er  a  drunken  jade  that  has  the  ftaggers, 
That  will  fall  twice  the  height  of  our  mill  with  him, 
Set  him  o'th'  back  on  him;  a  galled  jennet 
That  will  winch  him  out  o'th'  faddle,  and  break  one 

on's  necks, 

Or  a  fhank  of  him  (there  was  a  fool 
Going  that  way,  but  the  afs  had  better  luck) ; 
Or  one  of  your  brave  Barbaries,  that  would  pals 
The  Straits,  and  run  into  his  own  country  with  him : 
The  firft  Moor  he  met  would  cut  his  throat 
For  complexion's  fake;  there's  as  deadly  feud  between 
A  Moor  and  a  miller,  as  between  black  and  white. 

Otr.  Fy,  fy !  this  is  unnatural,  Buftopha, 
Unlefs  on  fome  ftrong  caufe. 

Buft.  Be  judge,  my  lord:  I'm  ftudied  in  my  part; 
The  Julian  feaft's  to-day,  the  country  expeds  me  ; 
I  fpeak  all  the  dumb-fhows ;  my  fifter  chofen 
For  a  nymph.    '  The  gentle  whale  whole  feetfo  fell.' 
Cry  mercy !  that   was   fome   of  my  part ;  but  his 
charge  is, 

To 
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To  keep  the  mill,  and  difappoint  the  revels. 

Ofr.  Indeed,  there  it  fpeaks  ihrewdly  for  thee,  the 

country 
Expecting. 

Buft.  Ay,  and  for  mine  own  grace  too. 

Ofr.  Yes,  and  being  ftudied  too,  and  the  main 
fpeaker  too. 

Buft.  The  main  ?  why,  all  my  fpeech  lies  in  the 

main, 

And  the  dry  ground  together :  *  The  thund'ring  feas, 
*  whofe ' 

Ofr.  Nay,  then  thou  muftgoj  thou'lt  be  much 

condemn'd  elfe. 
But  then,  o'th'  other  fide,  obedience. 

Buft.  Obedience? 

But  fpeak  your  conscience  now,  my  lord  ;  am 
Not  I  paft  afking  blefling  at  thefe  years  ? 
Speak  as  you're  a  lord  j  if  you  had  a  miller  to  your 
father1 

Ofr.  I  muit  yield  to  you,-  Buftopha ; 
Your  reafons  are  fo  ftrong,  I  cannot  contradict. 
This  I  think,  if  you  go,  your  filler  ought 
To  go  along  with  you. 

Buft.  There  I  Humble  now  : 
She  is  not  at  age. 

Otr.  Why,  fhe's  fifteen,  and  upwards. 

Buft.  Thereabouts. 

Otr.  That's  woman's  ripe  age  ;  as  full  as  thou  art 
At  one-and- twenty  :  She's  manable,  is  fhe  not  ? 

Buft.  I  think  not :  Poor  heart,  fhe  was  never  tried, 
In  my  confcience.  'Tis  a  coy  thing ;  fhe  will  not 
Kifs  you  a  clown,  not  if  he  would  kifs  her 

Otr.  What,  man? 

Buft.  Not  if  he  would  kifs  her,  I  fay. 

Otr.  Oh,'twas  cleanlier  than  I  expected.— Well,Sir, 
I'll  leave  you  to  your  own  ;  but  my  opinion 
Is,  you  may  take  her  along. — This  is  halfway ; 
The  reft,  Geraito  and  I  hunt  my  prey.  [Exit. 

.Buft.  Away  with  the  old  miller,  my  lord  ! 
And  the  mill  flrikes  fail  prefently. 

Enter 
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Enter  Pedro,  with  Gera/lo  blinded,  finging. 

SONG. 

Cer.  Come  follow  me,  you  country  lafTes  \ 
And  you  fhall  fee  fuch  fport  as  pafies : 
You  fhall  dance,  and  I  will  fing ; 
Pedro,  he  lhall  rub  the  firing ; 
Each  fhall  have  a  loofe-bodied  gown 
Of  green,  and  laugh  'till  you  lie  down. 

Come  follow  me,  come  follow,  &c. 

Enter  Florimel. 
Buft.  Oh,  fweet  Diego,  the  fwee'teft  Diego !  Stay* 

—Sifter  Florimel  ! 
Flor.  What's  that,  brother  ? 
Buft.  Didlt  not  hear  Diego  ?  Hear  him,  and  thdu'lt 

be  ravifh'd. 

Flor.  \  have  heard  him  fing,  yet  unravifh'd,  brother. 
Buft.  You  had  the  better  luck,  fitter.  I  was  ravifh'd 
By  my  own  confent.  Come  away ;  for  the  fports ! 
Flor.  I  have  the  fear  of  a  father  on  me,  brother. 
Buft.  Out !  the  thief  is  as  fafe  as  in  his  mill ;  he's 
hunting  with  Our'  great  landlord,  the  don  Otrante. 
Strike  up,  Diego. 

Flor.  But  fay  he  return'  before   us,  where's   our 

excufe  ? 
Buft.  Strike  upi  Diego  !  Haft  no  firings  to  thy 

apron  ? 

Flor.  Well,  the  fault  lie  upon  your  head,  brother. 
Buft.  My  faults  never  mount  fo  high,  girl ;  they' 

rife 
But  to  my  middle  at  moft.     Strike  up,  Diego. 

Ger.  Follow  me  by  the  ear;    I'll  lead  thee  on, 
Buftopha,  and  pretty  Florimel  thy  fifter. 
Oh,  that.  I  could  fee  her  ! 

Buft.  Oh,  Diego,  there's  two  pities  upon  thee : 
Great  pity  thou  art  blind  •>  and  as  great  a  pity, 
Thoucanft  not  fee. 
VOL.  VII.  P  S  O  N  Ga 
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SONG. 

Ger.  You  fhall  have  crowns  of  rofes,  daifies, 
Buds,  where  the  honey-maker  grazes17; 
You  fhall  tafte  the  golden  thighs, 
Such  as  in  wax-chamber  lies. 
What  fruits  pleafe  you,  tafte,  freely  pull, 
'Till  you  have  all  your  bellies  full. 

Come  follow  me,  &c. 

Bufi.  Oh,  Diego  !  the  don  was  not  fo  iweet  when 
he  perfum'd  the  fteeple.  \Exeunt. 

SCENE    II. 

Enter  Antonio  and  Martina. 

Mart.  Why,  how  now,  friend  ?  thou  art  not  lofl 
again  ? 

Ant.  Not'loft?  Why,  all  the  world's  a  wildernefs; 
Some  places  peopled  more  by  braver  beafts 
Than  others  are  j  but  faces,  faces,  man  j 
May  a  man  be  caught  with  faces  ? 

Mart.  Without  wonder, 
'Tis  odds  againft  him  :  May  not  a  good  face 
Lead  a  man  about  by  the  nofe  ?  Alas, 
The  nofe  is  but  a  part  againft  the  whole. 

Ant.  But  is  it  pofiible  that  two  faces 
Should  be  fo  twinn'd  in  form,  complexion, 
Figure,  afpe6l,  that  neither  wen,  nor  mole. 
The  table  of  the  brow,  the  eyes'  luftre, 
The  lips'  cherry  j  neither  the  blulh  nor  fmile, 
Should  give  the  one  diftinction  from  the  other  ? 
Does  Nature  work  in  moulds  ? 

Mart.  Altogether; 
We're  all  one  mould,  one  duft. 

Ant.  Thy  reafon's  mouldy  : 
1  fpeak  from  the  form,  thou  the  matter.     Why  ? 
Was  it  not  ever  one  of  Nature's  glories, 

^  Honey-maker  gazes.]  Conteled  in  1750. 

Nay., 
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Nay,  her  great  piece  of  wonder,  that  amongft 

So  many  millions  millions  of  her  works 

She  left  the  eye  diftinction,  to  cull  out 

The  one  from  other;  yet  all  one  name,  the  face  ? 

Mart.  You  mult 

Compare  'em  by  fome  other  part  of  the  body, 
If  the  face  cannot  do't. 

Ant.  Didft  afk  her  name  ? 

Mart.  Yes,  and  who  gave  it  her ; 
And  what  they  promis'd  more,  befides  a  fpoon, 
And  what  apoftle's  picture  :  She  is  chriften'd  too, 
In  token  wherefore  (he's  call'd  Ifabella; 
The  daughter  of  a  country  plow-fwain  by : 
If  this  be  not  true,  fhe  lies. 

Ant.  She  cannot : 

It  would  be  feen,  a  blifter  on  her  lip, 
Should  falfhood  touch  it,  it  is  fo  tender. 
Had  her  name  held,  't  had  been  Ifmenia, 
And  not  another  of  her  name. 

Mart.  Shall  I  fpeak  ? 

Ant.  Yes,  if  thou  wilt  fpeak  truth. 
Is  fhe  not  wondrous  like  ? 

Mart.  As  two  garments 
Of  the  fame  fafhion,  cut  from  the  fame  piece ; 
Yet,  if  any  excel,  this  has  the  firft ; 
And  in  my  judgment 'tis  fo. 

Ant.  It  is  my  opinion. 

Mart.  Were  it  the  face  where  mine  e^es  fhould  dwell, 
I  would  pleafe  both  with  this,    as  foon  as  one 
With  the  other. 

Ant.  And  yet  the  other  is 
The  cafe  of  this'8.     Had  I  not  look'd  upon 
Ifmenia,  I  ne'er  had  ftay'd  beyond 
Good  morrow's  time  in  view  of  this. 

Mart,  'Would  I  could  leave  him  here  ! 
'Twere  a  free  pafiage  to  Ifmenia. 
I  muft  now  blow,  as  to  put  out  the  fire  ; 

18  And  \et  the  other  is  the   cafe  of  tbii.]    Sevvard  propofes  tQ 
fubftituce  eaufe  for  cafe. 

P  a  Yet 
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Yet  kindle't  more. — You  not  confider,  Sir, 
The  great  difparity  is  in  their  bloods, 
Eftates  and  fortunes  :  There  is  the  rich  beauty, 
Which  this  poor  homelinefs  is  not  endow'd  with ; 
There's  difference  enough. 

Ant.  The  leaft  of  all ; 
Equality  is  no  rule  in  Love's  grammar. 
That  fole  unhappinefs  is  left  to  princes, 
To  marry  blood  :  We  are  free  difpofers, 
And  have  the  pow'r  to  equalize  their  bloods 
Up  to  our  own  ;  we  cannot  keep  it  back  •, 
'Tis  a  due  debt  from  us. 

Mart.  Ay,  Sir,  had  you 
No  father,  nor  uncle,  nor  fuch  hinderers, 
You  might  do  with  yourfelf  at  your  pleafure  j 
But  as  it  is 

Ant.  As  it  is  ?  It  is  nothing  : 
Their  pow'rs  will  come  too  late,  to  give  me  back 
The  yefterday  I  loft  '9. 

Mart.  Indeed,  to  fay  footh, 
Your  opposition  from  the  other  part 
Is  of  more  force  ;  there  you  run  the  hazard 
Of  every  hour  a  life,  had  you  fupply ; 
You  meet  your  deareft  enemy  in  love 
With  all  his  ha.te  about  him  :  'Twill  be  more  hard 
For  your  Ifmenia  to  come  home  to  you, 
Than  you  to  go  to  country  Ifabel. 

Enter  Julio. 

Ant.  Tufh !  'tis  not  fear  removes  me. 

Mart.  No  more  !  your  uncle. 

Julio.  Oh,  the  good  hour  upon  you,  gentlemen  I 
Welcome,  nephew  !  fpeak  it  to  your  friend,  Sir; 
It  may  be  happier  receiv'd  from  you, 
In  his  -acceptance. 

Ant.  I  made  bold,  uncle, 

'9  The  Yejitrday  I  toft.}  bewurd  heie  would  read, 

-i—too  late,  to  give  me  back 

Whac  Yejterday  I  loft. 

To 
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To  do't  before  ;  and  I  think  he  believes  it. 

Mart.  'Twas  never  doubted,  Sir. 

Julio.  Here  are  fports,  dons, 
That  you  muft  look  on  with  a  loving  eye, 
And  without  cenfure,  unlefs  it  be  giving 
My  country  neighbours'  loves  their  yearly  offerings, 
That  mud  not  be  refus'd ;  though't  be  more  pain 
To  the  fpe6r.ator,  than  the  painful  a<ftor  ; 
It  will  abide  no  more  teft  than  the  tiniel 
We  clad  our  mafks  in  for  an  hour's  wearing, 
Or  the  liv'ry  lace  fometimes  on  the  cloaks 
Of  a  great  don's  followers:  I  fpeak  no  further 
Than  our  own  country,  Sir. 

Mart.  For  my  part,  Sir, 
The  more  abfurd,  't  fhall  be  the  better  welcome. 

Julio.  You'll  find  the  gueft  you  look  for.  I  heard, 

cotifm, 
You  were  at  Toledo  th'  other  day. 

Ant.  Not  late,  Sir. 

Julio.  Oh  fy!  muft  I  be  plainer?  You  chang'dthc 

point 

With  Terzo  and  Lifauro,  two  o'  th'  ftock 
Of  our  antagonifts,  the  Bellides. 

Ant.  A  mere  proffer,  Sir;  the  prevention 
Was  quick  with  us  :  We  had  done  foinewhat  elfe. 
This  gentleman  was  engag'd  in't. 

Julio.  I  am  the  enemy 
To  his  foe  for  it.    That  wildfire  will  crave 
More  than  fair  water  to  quench  it,  I  fufpecl: : 
Whence  it  will  come,  I  know  not. 

Enter  two  or  three  Gentlemen. 

Ant.  I  was  about  a  gentle  reconcilement ; 
But  I  do  fear  Ilhall  go  back  again. 

Jul.  Come,  come ;  the  fports  are  coming  on  us  -, 
Nay,  I  have  more  guefts  to  grace  it :  Welcome,  don 
Goftanco,  Giraldo,  Philippe!  Seat,  feat  all!  \Mufic. 


JLnto 
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Enter  a  Cupid. 

Cupid.  Love  is  little,  and  therefore  I  prefent  him  j 
Love  is  a  fire,  therefore  you  may  lament  him  ~\ 
Mart.  Alas,  poor  Love !   who  are  they  that  can 

quench  him  ? 

Julio.  He's  not  without  thofe  members;  fear  him 
not. 

Cupid.  Love  fhoots ;  therefore  I  bear  his  bow  about ; 
And  Love  is  blind ;  therefore  my  eyes  are  out. 

Mart.  I  never  heard  Love  give  reafon  for  what  he 
did  before. 

v  Enter  Buftopha,  for  Paris. 

Cupid.  Let  fuch  as  can  fee,  fee  fuch  as  cannot.  Behold 
Our  goddefTes  all  three  fbrive  for  the  ball  of  gold  : 
And  here  fair  Paris  comes,  the  hopeful  youth  of  Troy, 
Queen  Hecuba's  darling  fon,  king  Priam's  only  joy. 

Mart.  Is  this  Paris  ? 
I  fliculd  have  taken  him  for  Heclor  rather. 

Buft.  Paris  at  this  time :  Pray  you  hold  your  prating ! 

Ant.  Paris  can  be  angry. 

Julio.  Oh,  at  this  time 
You  muft  pardon  him  j  he  comes  as  a  judge. 

Mart.  God's  mercy  on  all  that  look  upon  him,  fay!. 

Buft.  The  thund'ring  feas,  whofe  wat'ry  fire  waihes 

the  whiting-mops, 

The  gentle  whale,  whofe  feet  fo  fell   flies  o'er  the 
mountain  tops, 

'•""  'Therefore you  may  lament  him.]  The  i  by  ire  by  this  reading  is 
p-(  k.-ved  'tis  true,  bur  1  am  afraid  the  fenie  is  loll  ;  for  where  iy  the 
cor.gruity  between  Love's  being  a  fire,  and  our  lamenting  of  him  ? 
Befidcs,  the  next  line  cor.tr?.dicis  this,  which  runs  Ib, 

Ala!,  fiusr  Love,  *i>.!."}  are  tley  that  can  quti;ch  him? 
I  iirtp.gir.e  therefore  tliat  v,o  ihou'd  read  as  the  line  quoted  gives  us 
licence, 

— — — —  Therefore  you  may  f]uer.r!>  him.  Symbfon. 

dlai,  poor  Love  /    in  the  next  line  ieems  to  refer  to   lamenting  him. 
Theinock  diama  is  perhaps  purpofeJv  iii'jor^r'jouf. 

No 
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No  roars  fo  fierce,  no  throats  fo  deep,  no  howls  can 

bring  Rich  fears, 
As  Paris  can,  if  garden  from  he  call  his  dogs  and  bears. 

Mart.  Ay,thoietheywerethatlfear'dall  this  while. 

Buft.  Yes,  Jack-an-apes 

Mart.  I  thank  you,  good  Paris  ! 

Buft.  You  may  hold  your  peace,  and  Hand  further 

out  o'th'  way  then  : 
The  lines  will  fall  where  they  light. 
Yes/  Jack-an-apes,  he  hath  to  fports,  and  faces  make 

like  mirth, 

Whilft  bellowing  bulls  the  horned  beads  do  tofs  from 
ground  to  earth. 

Blind  bear  there  is  ZI,  as  Cupid  blind 

Ant.  That  bear  would  be  whipp'd  for  lofing  of  his 
eyes. 

Buft.  Be-whipped  man  may  fee, 
But  we  prefent  no  fuch  content,  but  nymphs  fuch  as 
they  be. 

Ant.  Thefe  are  long  lines. 

Mart.  Can  you  blame  him,  leading  bulls  and  bears 
in  'em  ? 

Enter  Shepherd  finging,  with  Ifmenia,  Aminta,  Florimel 

(as  Juno,  Pallas,  Venus),  and  three  nymphs  attending. 

Buft.  Go,  Cupid  blind,    condutb  the  dumb  ;    for 

ladies  muft  not  fpeak  here. 
Let  fliepherds  fmg  with  dancing  feet,  and  cords  of 

mufick  break  here ! 
Now  ladies  fight,  with  heels  fo  light; 

By  lot  your  luck  muft  fall, 
Where  Paris  pleafe,  to  do  you  eafe, 

And  give  the  golden  ball.  [Dance. 

11  Blind  bear  there  is,  &c.]  Mr.  bcward  is  of  opinion  that  a  line 
here  is  got  out  of  its  place,  and  that  Antonio  drolls  upon  whipping 
the  bear  before  the  whipping  was  fpoke  of,  and  propofes  reading  thus. 

Buit.   Blind  bear  there  is,   as  Cupid  blind  be -whipped  man  may  fee. 

Ant.  That  bear  fhould  be  luhipfdfor  lofing  of  his  eyes. 

Buit.  But  we  prefent,  &c.  Sympfon. 

P  4  Mart. 
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Mart.  If  you  play'd  Paris  now,  Antonio, 
Where  would  you  bellow  it  ? 

Ant.  I  prithee,  friend, 
Take  the  full  freedom  of  thought,  but  no  words. 

Mart.  'Prctefi  there's  a  third,  which  by  her  habit 
Should  perfonate  Venus,  and,  by  confequence 
Of  the  ftory,  receive  the  honour's  prize  : 
And  were  I  a  Paris,  there  it  iriGiild  be. 
Do  you  note  her  I 

Ant.  No ;  mine  eye's  fo  fix'd,  I  cannot  move  it. 

Cupid.  The  dance  is  ended ;  now  to  judgment,  Paris ! 

Bttft.  Here,  Juno,  here  ! — But  ftay ;  I  do  efpy 
A  pretty  gleek  corning  from  Pallas'  eye : 
Here,  Paljas,  here  I — Yet  ftay  again  ;  methinks 
I  fee  the  eye  of  lovely  Venus  winks : 
Oh,  clofe  them  both ;  fhut  in  thofe  golden  ey'n  ! 
And  I  will  kifs  thofe  fweet  blind  cheeks  of  thine. 
Juno  is  angry ;  yes,  and  Pallas  frowns : 
'Would  Paris  now  were  gone  from  Ida'b  dnvns  ! 
They  both  are  fair ;  but  Venus  has  the  mole, 
The  faireft  hair,  and  fweeteft  dimple- hple  ; 
To  her,  or  her,  or  her,  or  her,  or  neither  ; 
Can  one  man  pleafe  three  ladies  all  together  ? 
No  ;  take  it,  Venus  !  tofs  it  at  thy  pleafure  ; 
Thou  art  the  lover's  friend  beyond  his  meafure. 

Julio.  Paris  has  done  what  man  can  do,  pleas'd  ono : 
Who-  can  do  more  ? 

Mart.  Stay ;  here's  another  perfon. 

Enter  Gerajlo^  as  Mars. 

f'-er.  Come,  lovely  Venus  ;  leave  this  lower  orb, 
And  mount  with  Mars  up  to  his  glorious  fphere. 
Bitft.  How  now  ?  what's  he  ? 
J-ior.  I'm  ignorant  what  to  do,  Sir. 

Ger.  Thy  Giver  yoke  of  doves  are  in  the  team, 
And  thou  fhah  fiy  thorough  Apollo's  beam  : 
I'll  fee  thee  ftated  in  thy  golden ; throne, 
And  holdwitHMars  a  fweet  con]'un£tidn.[ExitwitbFlor. 

Baft.  I  Li !  wliat  fellow's  this  ?  h'has  carried  away 
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My  fitter  Venus  :  He  never  rehears'd 
His  part  with  me  before. 

Julio.  What  follows  now, 
Prince  Paris  ? 

Flor.  [within.']  Help,  help,  help  ! 

Bttft.  Hue  and  cry,  I  think,  Sir  ; 
This  is  Venus'  voice,  mine  own  fifter  Florimel's. 

Mart.  What,  is  there  fome  tragick  act  behind  ? 

Buft.  No,  no;  altogether  comical;  Mars' andVenus 
Are  in  the  old  conjunction,  it  feems. 

Mart.  'Tis  very  improper  then  j  for  Venus 
Never  cries  out  when  Ihe  conjoins  with  Mars. 

Buft.  That's  true  indeed;  they  are  out  of  their  parts 

fure : 
It  may  be  'tis  the  book-holder's  fault ;  I'll  go  fee. 

[Exit. 

'Julio.  How  like  you  our  country  revels,  gentlemen  ? 

All  Gent.  Oh,  they  commend  themfelves,  Sir. 

Ant.  Methinks  now  Juno  and  Minerva  fhould  take 
Revenge  on  Paris ;  it  can't  end  without  it. 

Mart.  I  did  expect, 

Jnftead  of  Mars,  the  florm-gaoler  ./Eolus ; 
And  Juno  proff'ring  her  deiopeia 
As  fatisfaction  to  the  bluftring  god, 
To  fend  his  totters  forth. 

Julio.  It  may  fo  follow  ; 
Let's  not  prejudicate  the  hiflory  ! 

Enter  Bitftopha. 

Bujt.  Oh,  oh,  oh,  oh! 

Julio.  So,  here's  a  pafllon  towards. 

Buft.  Help,  help,  if  you  be  gentlemen !  my  lifter,  . 
My  Venus !  fhe's  ftot'n  away. 

Julio.  The  ftory  changes 
From  our  expectation. 

Buft.  Help  !  my  father 
The  miller  will  hang  me  elfe  :  God  Mars 
Is  a  bawdy  villain !  he  faid  fhe  fhould  ride  upon  doves : 
She's  hors'd,  fhe's  hors'd,  whether  fhe  will  or  no. 

Mart. 
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Mart.  Sure,  I  think  he's  ferious. 

Buji.  She's  hors'd  upon 
A  double  gelding,  and  a  ftone-horfe  in 
The  breech  of  her  :  The  poor  wench  cries  belp, 
And  I  cry  help,  and  none  of  you  will  help. 

Julio.  Speak,  is  it  the  fhow  ?  or  doft  thou  bawl  ? 

Buft.  A  pox  on  the  ball !  my  fifter  bawls,  and  I  bawl ! 
Either  bridle  horfe  and  follow,  or  give  me  a  halter 
To  hang  myfeif :  I  cannot  run  fo  fad 
As  a  hog. 

Julio.  Why,  follow  me  !  I'll  fill 
The  country  with  purfuit,  but  I  will  find 
The  thief!  My  houfe  thus  abus'd  ?  [Exit. 

Eiifl.  'Tis  my  houfe  that's 
Abus'd ;  the  fifter  of  my  fiefh  and  blood  ! 
Oh,  oh!  [Exit. 

j  Wench.  'Tis  time  we  all  fhift  for  ourfelves, 
If  this  be  ferious. 

2  Wench.  Howe'er,  I'll  be  gone. 

3  Wench.  And  I.  [Exeunt. 
yf#/.  You  need  not  fright  yourbeauties,  pretty  fouls, 

With  the  lead  pale  complexion  of  a  fear.     - 

Mart.   Juno  has  better  courage,  and  Minerva's 
more  difcreet. 

Ifm.  Alas,  my  courage  was  fo  counterfeit, 
It  might  have  been  ftruck  from  me  with  a  feather  : 
Juno  never  had  fo  weak  a  preienter. 

Amin.  Sure  I  was  ne'er  the  wifer  for  Minerva ; 
That  I  find  yet  about  me. 

Ifm.  My  dwelling,  Sir  ?  [Ant.  whijpers  Ifm. 

'Tis  a  poor  yeorrian's  roof,  fcarce  a  league  off, 
That  never  iham'd  me  yet. 

Ant.  Your  gentle  pardon  !    * 
I  vow  my  erring  eyes  had-almofl  caft  you 
For  one  of  the  moil  mortal  enemies 
That  our  family,  has. 

Ijm.  I'm  forty,  Sir, 

I  am  fo  l»ke  vour  foe  :  'Twerc  nt  I  hailed 
From  vour  o£cndcd  {is;!;:. 

Ant. 
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Ant.  Oh,  miftake  not ;  • 
It  was  my  error,  and  I  do  confefs  it. 
You'll  not  believe  you're  welcome;  nor  can  I  fpeakitj 
But  there's  my  friend  can  tell  you;  pray  hear  him  ! 

Mart.    Shall   I  tell  her,    Sir  ?   I'm  glad  of  the 
employment. 

Ant.  A  kinfwoman  to  that  beauty  ? 

Amin.  A  kin  to  her,  Sir ; 
But  nothing  to  her  beauty. 

Ant.  Do  not  wrong  it  j 
It  is  not  far  behind  her. 

Amin.  Her  hinder  parts 
Are  not  far  off,  indeed,  Sir. 

Mart.  Let  me  but  kifs  you  with  his  ardour  now, 
You  fliall  feel  how  he  loves  you. 

Ifm.  Qh,  forbear  ! 

'Tis  not  the  faftiion  with  us.     But  would  you 
Perfuade  me  that  he  loves  me  ? 

Mart.  I'll  warrant  you 
He  dies  in't ;  and  that  were  witnefs  enough  on't. 

Ifm.  Love  me,  Sir  ?  Can  you  tell  me  for  what  reafon  ? 

Mart.  Fy  !  will  you  afk  me  ?  That  which  you've 
about  you. 

Ifm.  I  know  nothing,  Sir. 

Mart.  Let  him  find  it  then  ! 
He  conftantly  believes  you  have  the  thing 
That  he  muft  love  you  for ;  much  is  apparent, 
A  fweet  and  lovely  beauty. 

Ifm.  So,  Sir ;  pray  you 

Shew  me  one  thing  :  Did  he  ne'er  love  before  ? 
(I  know  you  are  his  bofom  counfellor.) 
Nay  then,  I  fee  your  anfwer  is  not  ready ; 
I'll  not  believe  you,  if  you  ftudy  further. 

Ivlflrt.  Shall  I  fpeak  truth  to  you  ? 

Jfm.  Or  fpeak  no  more. 

Mart.  There  was  a  fmile  thrown  at  him,  from  a  lady, 
Whofe  deferts  might  buy  him  treble,  and  lately 
He  receiv'd  it,  and  I  know  where  he  loft  it ; 
In  this  face  of  yours :  I  know  his  heart's  within  you. 

Ifm. 
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Ifm.  May  I  know  her  name  ? 

Mart.  In  your  ear  you  may, 
With  vow  of  filence. 

Amin.  He'll  not  give  over,  Sir; 
If  he-fpeak  for  you,  he'll  lure  fpced  for  you. 

Ant.  But  that  is  not  the  anfwer  to  my  queltion. 

Amin.  You  are  the  firft,  in  rny  virgin-confcience, 
That  ever  fpoke  love  to  her :  Oh,  my  heart ! 

Ant.  How  do  you  ? 

Amin.  Nothing,  Sir;  but 'would  I  had 
A  better  face !  How  well  your  pulfe  beats  ! 

Ant.  Healthfully  -, 
Does  it  not  ? 

Amin.  It  thumps  prettily,  methinks. 

Ifm.  Alack,  I  hear  it  with  much  pity  :  How  great 
Is  your  fault  too,  in  wrong  to  the  good  lady  ? 

Mart.  You  forget  the  difficult  pafiage  he  has  to 

her ; 
A  hell  of  feud's  between  the  families. 

Ifm.  And  that  has  often  Love  wrought  by  advantage 
To  peaceful  reconcilement. 

Mart.  There  impoflible, 

Ifm.  This  way  'tis  worfer;  it  may  feed  again 
In  her  unto  another  generation  : 
For  where,  poor  lady,  is  her  fatisfaclion  ? 

Mart.  It  comes  in  me.     To  be  truth,  I  love  her 
(I'll  go  no  further  for  companion) 
As  dear  as  he  loves  you. 

Ifm.  How  if  fhe  love  not  ? 

Mart.  Tufli,  be  that  my  pains !  You  know  not  what 

art 
"I  have  thofc  ways. 

Ifm.  Beihrew  you  !  you  have  practised  upon  me; 
Well,  fpeed  me  here,  and  you  with  your  Ifmenia. 

Mart.  Go,  the  condition's  drawn,  and  ready  dated; 
There  wants  but  your  hand  to't. 

Amin.  Truly  you  have  taken 
Great  pains,  Sir. 

Mart.   A  friendly  part,  no  moire,  f\veet  beauty, 

Am  in. 
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Amin.  They're  happy,  Sir,  have  fuch  friends  as  you 

are : 

But  do  you  know  you  have  done  well  in  this  ? 
How  will  his  allies  receive  it  ?  She,  tho'  I  fay't, 
Is  of  no  better  blood  than  I  am. 

Mart.  There 
I  leave  it;  I  am  at  furtheft  that  way. 

Ifm.  You  lhall  extend  your  vows  no  larger  now: 
My  heart  calls  you  mine  own,  and  that's  enough. 
Reafon,  I  know,  would  have  all  yet  conccal'd.  • 
I  fhall  not  leave  you  unfaluted  long 
Either  by  pen  or  perlbn. 

Ant.  You  may  diicourfe 

With  me,  when  you  think  you're  alone;  I  {hall 
Be  preftnt  with  you. 

Ifm.  Come,  coufin,  will  you  walk  ? 

Amin.  Alas,  I  was  ready  long  fince.     In  confcience, 
You  would  with  better  will  yet  flay  behind. 

Ifm.  Oh,  Love  !   i  never  thought  th'  hadfl  been  fo 
blind.  \Exeunt. 

Mart.  You'll  anfwer  this,  Sir. 

Ant.  If  e'er  it  befpokf  on: 
I  purpofe  not  to  propound  the  queflion. 

Enter  'Julio. 

Julio.  'Tjs  true  the  poor  knave  faid  :  Some  ravifher, 
Some  of  Luffs  blood-hounds,  have  feiz'd  upon  her^ 
The  girl  is  hurried,  as  the  devil  were  with  'em 
And  help'd  their  fpeed. 

Mart.   It  may  be  not  fo  ill,  Sir. 
A  well-prepared  lover  may  do  as  much 
In  hot  blood  as  this,  and  perform  it  honeftly. 

Julio.  What  ?  fteal  away  a  virgin  'gainft  her  will  ? 

Mart.  It  may  be  any  man's  cafe  \  aefpife  nothing : 
And  that's  a  thief  of  a  good  quality, 
Moft  commonly  he  brings  his  theft  home  again, 
Tho'  with  a  little  mame. 

Julio.  There's  a  charge  by'c 
Fall'n  upon  me:  Paris  (the  miller's  fon) 

Her 
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Her  brother,  dares  n:>t  venture  home  again, 
'Till  better  things  follow  of  his  fitter. 

Ant.  You're  the  more  beholding  to  the  mifchance, 

Sir: 

Had  I  gone  a  boot-haling  **,  I  mould  as  foon 
Have  ftol'n  him  as  his  filter  :  Marry  then, 
To  render  him  back  in  the  fame  plight  he  is 
May  be  coftly  •,  his  flefti  is  not  maintain'd  with  little. 

Julio.  I  think  the  poor  knave  will  pine  away  ^  he  cries 
All-to-be-pitied  yonder. 

Mart.  Pray  you,  Sir, 
Let's  go  fee  him  :  I  mould  laugh  to  fee  him  cry,  fure. 

Julio.  Well,  you're  merry,  Sir. 
Antonio,  keep  this  charge  ;  (I  have  fears 
Move  me  to  lay  it  on  you)  pray  forbear 
The  ways  of  your  enemies,  the  Bellides. 
I  have  reafon  for  my  injunction,  Sir.  [Exit. 

Enter  Aminta  as  a  page,  ivitb  a  letter. 

Ant.  To  me,  Sir  ?  from  whom  ? 

Amin.  A  friend,  I  dare  vow,  Sir, 
Tho'  on  the  enemies'  part :  The  lady  Ifmenia. 

Mart.  Take  heed ;  biufh  not  too  deep.  Let  me  advifc 

you 
In  your  anfwer  •,  it  muft  be  done  needfully. 

Ant.  I  mould  not  fee  a  mafculine,  in  peace, 
Out  of  that  houfe. 

Amin.  Alas,  I  am  a  child,  Sir ; 
Your  hates  cannot  laft  'till  I  wear  a  fword. 

Ant.  Await  me  for  your  anfwer. 

Mart.  He  muft  fee  her, 
To  manifeft  his  fhame  •,  'tis  my  advantage : 
While  our  blood's  under  us,  we  keep  above; 
Bin  then  we  fall,  when  we  do  fall  in  love.     [Exeunt. 

11  Bsot-l>aling.~\  See  coce  2  on  the  Chance;, 


ACT 
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ACT      III.        SCENE       I. 

Enter  Julio  and  Franio. 
Fra.  TV  yT  Y  lord,  my  lord,  your  houfe  hath  injured 

IVl  me, 

Robb'd  me  of  all  the  joys  I  had  on  earth. 

Julio.  Where  wert  thou  brought  up,  fellow  ? 

Fra.  In  a  mill  : 

You  may  perceive  it  by  my  loud  exclaims, 
AVhich  mull  rile  higher  yet. 

Julio.  Obitrep'rous  carle  z;, 
If  thy  throat's  tempeft  could  o'er-turn  my  houlc, 
What  fatisfacHon  were  it  for  thy  child  ? 
Turn  thee  the  right  way  to  thy  journey's  end  : 
Wilt  have  her  where  fne's  not  ? 

Fra.  Here  was  fhe  loir, 
And  here  muft  1  begin  my  footing  after-, 
From  whence,  until  I  meet  a  pow'rto  punilh, 
I  will  not  reil.     You  are  not  quick  to  grief; 
Your  hearing's  a  dead  fenle  !   Were  your's  the  lofs, 
Had  you  a  daughter  rtol'n,  perhaps  be-whor'd, 
(For  to  what  other  end  mould  come  the  thief?) 
You'd  play  the  miller  then,  be  loud  and  high; 
But  being  not  a  ibrrow  of  your  own, 
You  have  no  help  nor  pity  for  another. 

Julio.  Oh,  thou  haft  op'd  a  fluice  was  long  fhuc  up, 
And  let  a  flood  of  grief  in  ;  a  buried  grief 
Thy  voice  hath  wak'd  again,  a  grief  as  old 
As  likely  'tis  thy  child  is  !  Friend,  I  tell  thee, 
J  did  once  lofe  a  daughter. 

Fra.  Did  you,  Sir  ? 
Befeech  you  then,  how  did  you  bear  her  lofs  ? 

Jidio.  With  thy  grief  trebled. 

*'  Acarlt.]  A  churl,  a  clown.  Percy. 

Fra 
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Fra.  But  was  fhe  ftolen  from  you  ? 

Julio.  Yes,  by  devouring  thieves,  from  whom  cannot 
Ever  return  a  fatisfadtion  : 
The  wild  beafts  had  her  in  her  fwathing  death's. 
'  Fra.  Oh,  much  good  do  'em  with  her  ! 

Julio.  Away,  rough  churl  ** ! 

Fra.  Why,  me  was  better,  eaten,  than  my  child, 
Better  by  bcafts,  than  beaftly  men  devour'd  : 
They  took  away  a  life,  no  honour,  from  her  ; 
Thofe  beafts  might  make  a  faint  of  her  ;  but  thefe 
Will  make  my  child  a  devil.     But  was  fhe,  Sir, 
Your  only  daughter  ? 

Enter  Gillian. 

Julio.  I  ne'er  had  other,  friend. 

Gil.  Where  are  you,  man  ?  Your  bufmefs  lies  not 

here  ! 

Your  daughter's  in  the  pound  ;  I've  found  where: 
'Twill  coft  you  dear,  her  freedom. 

Fra.  I'll  break  it  down,  and  free  her  without  pay  ! 
Horfe-locks  nor  chains  (ball  hold  her  from  me. 

Julio.  I'll  take  this  relief: 

I  now  have  time  to  fpeak  alone  with  grief.        [Exit. 

[Gil.  whifpers  him. 

Fra.  How  !  my  landlord  ?  he  is  lord  of  my  lands, 
But  not  my  cattle  :  I'll  have  her  again,  Gil. 

Gil.  You  are  not  mad  upon  the  fudden  now  ? 

Fra.  No,  Gil; 

I  have  been  mad  thefe  five  hours  !  I'll  fell  my  mill 
And  buy  a  roaring — I'll  batter  down  his  hcule, 
And  make  a  (lews  on't. 

Gil.  Will  you  gather  up 
Your  wits  a  little,  and  hear  me  ?  The  king's  near  byr 

in  progrefs ; 

Here  I  have  got  our  fupplication  drawn, 
And  there's  the  way  to  help  us. 

Tough  t.WA]  Seward  propofes  reading  rough,  which  Sympfon 

Fra.- 
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Fra.  Give  it  me,  Gil: 
I  will  not  fear  to  give  it  to  the  king. 
To  his  own  hinds,  God  blefs  him,  will  I  give  itj 
And  he  (hall  let  the  law  upon  their  fhoulders, 
And  hang  'em  all  that  had  a  hand  in  it. 

Gil.  Where  is  your  fon  ? 

Fra.  He  (hall  be  hang'd  in  flitches  ! 
The  dogs  fhall  eat  him  in  Lent  j 
There's  cats'  meat  and  dogs'  meat  enough  about  him. 

Gil.  Sure  the  poor  girl  is  the  count's  whore  by  this 
time. 

Fra.  If  me  be  the  count's  whore,  the  whore's  count 
Shall  pay  for't  ;  he  fhall  pay  for  a  new  maidenhead  ! 

Gil.  You  are  fo  violous!  —  This  I'm  refolv'dj 
If  me  be  a  whore  once,  I'll  renounce  her. 
You  know,  if  every  man  had  his  right,  fhe's 
None  of  our  child,  but  a  mere  foundling  j 
(And  I  can  guefs  the  owner  for  a  need  too) 
We  have  but  fofter'd  her. 

Fra.  Gil,  no  more  of  that  ! 
I'll  cut  your  tongue  out,  if  you  tell  thofe  tales. 
.Hark,  hark  !   thele  toaters  tell  us  the  king's  coming. 
Get  you  gone  j  I'll  fee  if  I  can  find  him.       [ 


Enter  Lifauro,  Terzo,  Pedro,  and  Moncado. 

Lif.  Does  the  king  remove  to  day  ? 

Ferzo.  So  fay  the  harbingers, 
And  keeps  his  way  on  to  Valentia  ; 
There  ends  the  progrefs. 

Pedro.  He  hunts  this  morning,  gentlemen, 
And  dines  i'th'  fields  :  The  court  is  all  in  readinefr. 

Lif.  Pedro,  did  you  fend  for  this  taylor  ?  or  you, 

Moncado? 
This  light  French  demi-lance  that  follows  us  ? 

Pedro.  No,  I  allure  ye  on  my  word,  I'm  guiltlefsj 
I  owe  him  too  much  to  be  inward  with  him. 

Monc.  I  am  not  quit,  I'm  fure  :  There  is  a  reck'ning 
(Of  ibrre  four  fcarlet  cloaks,  and  two  lac'd  fuits) 
Hangs  on  the  file  ftill,  like  a  fearful  comet, 

.  VII.  Q^  Make! 
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Makes  me  keep  off. 

Lif.  I'm  in  too,  gentlemen, 
I  thank  his  faith,  for  a  matter  of  three  hundred. 

Terzo.  And  I  for  two.     What  a  devil  makes  he 

this  way  ? 
I  do  not  love  to  fee  my  fins  before  me. 

Pedro.  'Tis  the  vacation, and  thefe  things  breakout 
To  fee  the  court,  and  glory  in  their  debtors. 

Terzo.  What  do  you  call  him45  ?  for  I  never  love 
To  remember  their  names  that  I  owe  money  to  ; 
'Tis  not  genteel ;  I  fhun  'em  like  the  plague  ever. 

Lif.  His  name's  Vertigo,  (hold  your  heads,  and 

wonder  !) 

A  Frenchman,  and  a  founder  of  new  fafhions: 
The  revolutions  of  all  fhapes  and  habits 
Run  madding  thro'  his  brains. 

Enter  Vertigo. 

Monc.  He's  very  brave  ! 

Lif.  The  Ihreds  of  what  he  fleals  from  us,  believe  if, 
Make  him  a  mighty  man.     He  comes  ;  have  at  ye  ! 

Vert.  Save  ye  together,  my  fvveet  gentlemen  ! 
I  have  been  looking 

Terzo.  Not  for  money,  Sir  ? 
You  know  the  hard  time. 

Vert.  Pardon  me,  fweet  fignor  ! 
Good  faith,  the  leait  thought  in  my  heart;  yourlovcr 

gentlemen, 

Your  love's  enough  for  me.     Money  ?  hang  money  ! 
Let  me  prefer ve  your  love. 

Lif.  Yes,  marry  mall  you, 
And  we  our  credit.     You  would  fee  the  court  ? 

Monc.  He  mail  fee  ev'ry  place. 

Vert.  Shall  I,  i'faith,  gentlemen  ? 

Pedro.  The  cellar,  and  the  butt'ry,  and  the  kitchen, 
The  paftry,  and  the  pantry. 

ferzo.  Ay,  and  tafte  too 

**  What  did  you  call  him  fir?   I  ntver  lovt-1    Correfted  by 
Synipfon. 

Of 
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Of  ev'ry  office,  and  be  free  of  all  too  ; 
That  he  may  fay,  when  he  comes  home  in  glory 

Vert.   And  I  will  fay,  i'faith,  and  fay  it  openly, 
And  fay  it  home  too.     Shall  I  fee  the  king  alfo  ? 

Lif.  Shalt  fee  him  every  day  ;  fhah  fee  the  ladies16 
In  their  French  cloaths  j  (halt  ride  a-hunting  with  him  ; 
Shalt  have  a  miitrefs  too* — We  muft  fool  handibmely 
To  keep  him  in  belief  we  honour  him; 
He  may  call  on  us  elfe. 

Pedro.   A  pox  upon  him  ! 
Let  him  call  at  home  in's  own  houfe  for  fait  butter. 

Vert.  And  when  the  king  puts  on  a  new  fuit — — 

Terzo.  Thou  fhall  fee  it  firll, 
And  diffc£  his  doublets,  that  thou  mayft  be  perfed. 

Vert.  The  wardrobe  I  would  fain  view,  gentlemen, 
Fain  come  to  fee  the  wardrobe* 

Lif.  Thou  fhalt  fee  it, 
And  fee  the  iecrct  of  it,  dive  into  it; 
Sleep  in  the  wardrobe,  and  have  revelations 
Of  fafhions  five  years  hence. 

Vert,  Ye  honour  me, 
Ye  infinitely  honour  me  ! 

Terzo.  Any  thing  i'  th'  court,  Sir, 
Or  within  the  compafs  of  a  courtier - 

Vert.  My  wife  lhall  give  ye  thanks. 

^erzo.  You  lhall  fee  any  thing  ! 
The  privat'ft  place,  the  ftool,  and  where  'tis  emptied, 

Vert.  Ye  make  me  blufh,  ye  pour  your  bounties^ 

gentlemen, 
In  fuch  abundance. 

Lif.  I  will  fhew  thee  prefently 
The  order  that  the  king  keeps  when  he  comes 
To  open  view,  that  thou  mayft  tell  thy  neighbours 
Over  a  Ihoulder  of  muttonj  th'haft  feen  fomethingj 

a6  Shalt  fet  the  ladiet 

Shalt  ridi  a  bunting  with  him.]   As  him  has  nothing 

to  refer  to  but  ladies,  I  would  alter  the  number,  and  read, 

— a  bunting  with  them.  Sympfon. 

Him  may  refer  to  the  king,  and  molt  probably  was  fo  intended. 

Q.*  Nay, 
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Nay,  thou  fhalt  prefentthe  king  for  this  time • 

Vert.  Nay,  I  pray,  Sir  ! 

Lif.  That  thou  may  ft  know  what  ftate  there  docs 

belong  to't, 

Stand  there,  I  fay  !  and  put  on  a  fad  countenance, 
Mingled  with  height !  Be  cover'd,  and  referv'd; 
Move  like  the  fun,  byfoft  degrees,  and  glorious.    - 
Into  your  order,  gentlemen,  uncover'd  ! 
The  king  appears.    We'll  fport  with  you  a  while, 

Sir; 

I'm  fure  you're  merry  with  us  all  the  year  long,  taylor. 
Move  fofter  ftill;    keep  in  that  fencing  leg,  mon- 

fieur; 
Turn  to  no  fide. 

Enter  Pronto  out  of  breath, 
tferzo.  What's  this  that  appears  to  him  ? 
Lif.  H'has  a  petition,  and  he  looks  moft  lamentably, 
Miftake  him,  and  we're  made. 
Fra.  This  is  the  king  fure, 

The  glorious  king!  I  know  him  by  his  gay  cloaths. 
Lif.  Now  bear  yourfelf,  that  you  may  fay  here- 
after  

Fra.  I  have  recover'd  breath;  I'll  fpeak  unto  him 

prefently. 

May  it  pleafe.yqur  gracious  majefty  to  confider 
A  poor  man's  cafe  ! 

Vert.  What's  your  will,  Sir  ? 

Lif.  Ypu  mufl  accept,  and  read  it. 

Ferzo.  The  taylor  will  run  mad  upon  my  life  for't, 

Pedro,  How  he  mumps  and  bridles !  He'll  ne'er  cut 

cloaths  again. 

Vert.  And  what's  your  grief? 
Monc,  He  fpeaks  i'th'  nofe  like  his  goofe. 
Fra.  I  pray  you  read  there ;  I'm  abus'd  and  frump'd, 

Sir, 

By  a  great  man,  that  may  do  ill  by  authority  : 
Poor  honeft  men  are  hang'cl  fordoing  Icls,  Sir. 
My  child  is  ftol'ii,  the  count  Otrante  Hole  her  ! 

A  pretty 
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A  pretty  child  fhe  is17,  altho*  I  fay  it, 
A  handfome  mother;  he  means  to  make  a  whore  of  her, 
A  filken  whore ;  his  knaves  have  filch'd  her  from  me ; 
He  keeps  lewd  knaves,  that  do  him  bealtly  offices. 
I  kneel  for  juftice :    Shall  I  have  it,  Sir? 

Enter  Philippo  and  Lords. 

Phil.  What  pageant's  this  ? 

Lif.  The  king  ! 

Taylor,  (land  off!  Here  ends  your  apparition. 
Miller,  turn  round,  and  there  addrefs  your  paper  ; 
There,  there's  the  king  indeed. 

Fra.  May't  pleafe  your  majefty  ! 

Phil.  Why  didft  thou  kneel  to  that  fellow  ? 

Fra.  In  good  faith,  Sir, 

I  thought  h'had  been  a  king,  he  was  fo  gallant ; 
There's  none  here  wears  fuch  gold. 

Phil.  So  fbolifhly  ? 

You've  golden  bufmefs  fure !  Becaufe  I'm  homely 
Clad,  in  no  glitt'ring  fuit,  I  am  not  look'd  on. 
Ye  fools,  that  wear  gay  cloaths,  love  to  be  gap'd  at,  ' 
What  are  you  better  when  your  end  calls  on  you  ? 
Will  gold  preferve  ye  from  the  grave  ?  or  jewels  ? 
Get  golden  minds,  and  fling  away  your  trappings ; 
Unto  your  bodies  minifler  warm  raiments, 
Wholefome  and  good ;  glitter  within,  and  fpare  not! 
Let  my  court  have  rich  fouls  !  their  fuits  I  weigh  not. 
And  what  are  you  that  took  fuch  ftate  upon  you  ? 
Are  you  a  prince  ? 

Lif.  The  prince  of  taylors,  Sir : 
We  owe  fome  money  to  him,  an't  like  your  majefty. 
»    Phil.  If  it  like  him, 'would  ye  ow'd  more!  Be  mo- 
defter: 

And  you  lefs  faucy,  Sir ;  and  leave  this  place : 
Your  prefTmg-iron  will  make  no  perfect  courtier. 

*7  A  pretty  child ' Jhe  is. 

A  handj'ome  mother.]  Mr.  Theobald  propofes  changing  mother 
for  mouther,  a  word  us'd  now  in  Suffolk  for  a  girl.  But  there  is  no 
occafion  at  all  for  this  change.  Sir  Henry  Spelman  in  his  ;.<>.. u.try 
tells  us  mother  is  a  corruption  of  the  Daniih  word  moer,  which  figni- 
fies  a  £/?•/.  Vide  in  voce  moer.  Sjmfftn. 

cu  Go 
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Go  flitch  at  home,  and  cozen  your  poor  neighbours  : 
Shewfuch  another  pride,  I'll  have  you  whipt  for't! 
And  get  worfe  cloaths ;  thefe  but  proclaim  your  felony. 
And  what's  your  paper  ? 

Frc.  I  befeech  you  read  it. 

Phil.  What's  here  ?  the  count  Otrante  talk'd  for  a 

baf~  villainy  ? 
For  Healing  of  a  maid  ? 

Lord.  The  count  Otrante  ? 
Is  not  the  fellow  mad,  Sir  ? 

Fra.  No,  no,  my  lord ; 
I'm  in  my  wits:  I  am  a  labouring  man, 
And  we  have  feldom  leifure  to  run  mad: 
We've  other  bufmefs  to  employ  our  heads  inj 
We've  little  wit  to  lofe  too.     If  we  complain, 
And  if  a  heavy  lord  lie  on  our  fhoulders, 
Worfe  than  a  fack  of  meal,  and  opprefs  our  poverties, 
We  are  mad  flraight,  and  whop'd**,  and  tied  in  fetters, 
Able  to  make  a  horfe  mad,  as  you  ufe  us. 
You're  mad  for  nothing,  and  no  man  dare  proclaim  it; 
In  you  a  wildnefs  is  a  noble  trick, 
And  cherifh'd  in  ye,  and  all  men  muft  love  it ; 
Oppreflions  of  all  forts  fit  like  new  cloaths, 
Neatly  and  handfomely,  upon  your  lordfhips: 
And  if  we  kick,  when  ycur  honours  fpur  us, 
We're  knaves  and  jades,  and  ready  for  thejuftice. 
•  I'm  a  true  miller. 

Phil.  Then  thou  art  a  wonder. 
2  Lord.  I  know  the  man  reputed  for  a  good  man. 
An  honeft  and  fubftantial  fellow. 

Phil.  He  fpeaks  fenfe, 

And  to  the  point :  Greatnefs  begets  much  rudenefs. 
How  dare  you,  firrah,  'gainft  fo  main  a  perfon, 
A  man  of  ib  much  noble  note  and  honour, 
Put  up  chis  bafe  complaint?  muft  ev'ry  peafant 

*"  H 'e  are  m<*dftraigkt,  rt-,v/uhop'd.  j  This  High:  corruption  here 
piy  tnend  fclu-n  and  anier.di  thii>'witn  me, 

li'earemadjiraigkt,  ^Wwhip'd.  Sjmffon. 

Whop"d.  ui  vulgar  language,   fach  as  the  Miller  might  uie,  might 
bsatt*. 

Upon 
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Upon  a  faucy  will  affront  great  lords? 
All  fellows,  miller? 

Fra.  I  have  my  reward,  Sir  : 
I  was  told,  one  greatnefs  would  protect  another, 
As  beams  fupport  their  fellows;  now  I  find  n 
If  't  pleafe  your  Grace  to  have  me  hang  d,  I  m  ready  , 
'Tis  but  a  miller,  and  a  thief  difpatch  d. 
Tho'  I  fteal  bread,  I  fteal  no  Befh  to  tempt  me. 
I  have  a  wife,  an't  pleafe  him  to  have  her  too, 
With  all  my  heart  >  'twill  make  my  charge  the  bfs, 

Sir; 

She'll  hold  him  play  awhile.     I  have  a  boy  too  ; 
He's  able  to  inftruft  his  honour's  hogs    , 
Or  rub  his  horfes'  heels;  when't  pleafe  his  lordfhip, 
He  may  make  him  his  Have  too,  or  his  bawd  : 
The  boy  is  well  bred,  can  exhort  his  lifter. 
For  me,  the  prifon,  or  the  pillory, 
To  lofe  my  goods,  and  have  mine  ears  cropt  off, 
Whipt  like  a  top,  and  have  a  paper  ftuck 
Refore  me    for  abominable  honeity 
Tc  ,  h?s  own  daughter!  I  can  endure,  Sir;  the  miller 
Has  a  ftout  heart,  tough  as  his  toll-pm. 

Phil.  I  fufpea  this  fhrewdly 
Is  it  his  daughter  that  the  people  call 
The  miller's  fair  maid  ? 

2  Lord.  It  fhould  feem  fo,  Sir. 

Phil.  Be  fure  you  be  i'th'  right,  firrah. 

Fra    If  I  be  i'th'  wrong,  Sir, 


Stol'n  from  your  loving  care  -- 


That  min£  in  at  this  hour.  HI  affure  your  grace, 
«»,,.]   Symplon's  anonymous  correfpondent  propofcs  read-ng 
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The  lord  wants  a  water-mill,  and  means  to  grind 

with  her : 

'Would  I'd  his  ftones  to  fet!  I'd  fit  him  for  it. 
Phil.  Follow  me,  miller,  and  let  me  talk  with 

you  further ; 

And  keep  this  private  all,  upon  your  loyalties! 
Tomorrow  morning,    tho'  I'm  now  beyond  him, 
And  the  lefs  look'd  for,  I'll  break  my  faft  with  the 

good  count. 

No  more  j  away!  all  to  our  fports;  befilent!     [Ext. 
Vert.  What  grace  fhall  I  have  now  ? 
Lif.  Chute  thine  own  grace, 
And  go  to  dinner  when  thou  wilt,  Vertigo  j 
We  muft  needs  follow  the  king. 
'ferxo.  You  heard  the  fentence. 
Mcnc.  If  you  flay  here,   I'll  fend  thee  a  fhoulder 

of  venifon. 

Go  home,  go  home  ;  or,  if  thou  wilt  difguife, 
I'll  help  thee  to  a  place  to  feed  the  dogs. 

Pedro,  Or  thou  fhalt  be  fpecial  taylor  to  the  king's 

monkey  -, 
'Tis  a  fine  place.     We  cannot  ftay. 

Vert.  No  money, 
Nor  no  grace,  gentlemen  ? 

Terzo.  'Tis  too  early,  taylor ; 
The  king  hasn't  broke  his  faft  yet, 

Vert.  I  fhall  look  for  you 
The  next  term,  gentlemen. 

.  Pedro.  Thou  fhalt  not  mifs  us  : 
Prithee  provide  fome  cloaths.    And,  doft  thou  hear, 

Vertigo  ?         > 

Commend  me  to  thy  wife :  I  want  fome  fhirts  too. 
Vert.  I've  chambers  for  you  all. 
Lif.  They  are  too  mufty  j 
\Vhcn  they  are  clear,  we'll  come. 
Vert.  I  muft  be  patient 
d  provident ;  \  {hall  ne'er  get  home  elfe.      [Exf. 

SCENE 
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SCENE    II. 

Enter  Otrante  and  Florimel. 

%)tr.    Prithee  be  wifer,    wench!    tliou  canil  not 

fcape  me :      V 

*Let  me  with  love  and  gentlenefs  enjoy  that 
That  may  be  ftill  preferv'd  with  love,  and  long'd  for. 
If  violence  lay  rough  hold,  I  fliall  hate  thee  j 
And  after  I've  enjoy'd  thy  maidenhead, 
Thou  wilt  appear  fo  ftale  and  ugly  to  me 
I  fhall  defpife  thee,  caft  thee  off 

Flor.  I  pray  yon,  Sir, 
Begin  it  now,  and  open  your  doors  to  me. 
I  do  confefs  I'm  ugly ;  let  me  go,  Sir ! 
A  gipfey-girl ;  why  would  your  lordfhip  touch  me  f 
Fy,  'tis  not  noble !  I  am  homely  bred, 
Coarfe,  and  unfit  for  you  •,  why  do  you  flatter  me  ? 
There  be  young  ladies  many,  that  will  Jove  you,    . 
That  will  dote  on  you :  You're  a  handfome  genrleman. 
What  will  they  fay  when  once  they  know  your  quality  ? 

*  A  lord,  a  miller  ?  Take  your  toll-diiii  with  you  ! 

*  You  that  can  deal  with  gurgeons  5°,  and  coaric  flour, 

*  'Tis  pity  you  fhould  tafte  what  manchet  means.' 
Is  this  fit,  Sir,  for  your  repute  and  honour  ? 

Otr.  I'll  love  thee  ftill. 

Flor.  You  cannot  -,  there's  no  fympathy 
Between  our  births,  our  breeding,  arts,  conditions  j 
.And  where  thefe  are  at  difference,  there's  no  liking. 
This  hour  it  may  be  I  feem  handfome  to  you, 
And  you  are,  taken  with  variety 
More  than  with  beauty  j 
Tomorrow,  when  you  have  enjoyed  me, 
Your  heat  and  luft  affuag'd,  and  come  t*  examine, 
Out  of  a  cold  and  penitent  condition, 

50  Gudgeons.]  beward  wouid   read  tut/ins,    *  a  word  ufed  in  tho 

*  Weil  foi  greets  cr  oats  cleared  of  the  huflcs ;'  and  Symplon,  gur- 
geons,  '  which  is  explained  by  the  Wtfrdr,  that  immediately  follow.1 
We  think  the  latter  right. 

Whtt 
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:  AVhat  you  have  done,  whom  you  have  lhar'd  your 

love  with, 

Made  partner  of  'your  bed,  how  it  will  vex  you, 
How  you  will  curfe  the  devil  that  betray 'd  you  ! 
And  what  fhail  become  of  me  then  ? 

Otr.  Wilt  thou  hear  me  ? 

Flor.  As  hafty  as  you  were  then  to  enjoy  me, 
As  precious  as  this  beauty  fhew'd  unto  you, 
You'll  kick  me  out  of  doors,   you'll  whore,  and 

ban  me  -, 

And  if  I  prove  with-child  with  your  fair  ifTue, 
Give  me  a  penfion  of  five  pound  a-year 
To  breed  your  heir  withal,  and  fo  good  fpeed  me! 

Otr.  I'll  keep  thee  like  a  woman. 

Flor.  Til  keep  myfelf,  Sir, 

Keep  myfelf  honeft,  Sir;  there's  the  brave  keeping! 
If  you  will  marry  me 

Otr.  Alas,  poor  Florimel ! 

Flor.  I  do  confefs  I  am  too  coarfe  and  bafe,  Sir, 
To  be  your  wife  ;  and  it  is  fit  you  fcorn  me ; 
Yet  fuch  as  I  have  crown 'd  the  lives  of  great  ones : 
To  be  your  whore  I'm  fure  I  am  too  worthy, 
(For,  by  my  troth,  Sir,  I  am  truly  honeft) 
And  that's  an  honour  equal  to  your  greatnefs  ! 

Otr.  I'll  give  thee  what  thou  wilt. 

Flor.  Tempt  me  n6  more  then  : 
Give  me  that  peace,  and  then  you  give  abundance. 
I  know  you  do  but  try  me ;  you  are  noble ; 
All  thefe  are  but  to  try  my  modefty : 
If  you  fhould  find  me  eafy,  and  once  coming, 
I  fee  your  eyes  already,  how  they'd  fright  me  j 
I  fee  your  honeft  heart,  how  it  would  fwell, 
And  burft  itfelf  into  a  grief  againft  me ; 
Your  tongue  in  noble  anger,  now,  e'en  now,  Sir, 
Ready'  to  rip  my  loofe  thoughts  to  the  bottom, 
And  lay  my  fhame  unto  myfelf  wide  open. 
You  are  a  noble  lord ;  you  pity  poor  maids. 
The  people  are  rniftaken  in  your  courfes : 
You,  like  a  father,  try  'em  to  the  uttermoft ; 

As 
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As  they  do  gold,  you  purge  the  drofs  from  them, 
And  make  them  fhine. 

Ofr.  This  cunning  cannot  help  you  ! 
I  love  you  to  enjoy  you ;  I  have  ftol'n  you, 
T'  enjoy  you  now,  not  to  be  fool'd  with  circumftance. 
Yield  willingly,  or  elfe 

Flor.  What? 

Ofr.  I  will  force  you  : 
I  will  not  be  delay 'd !  A  poor  bafe  wench, 
That  I,  in  courtefy,  make  offer  to, 
Argue  with  me  ? 

Flor.  Do  not ;   you'll  lofe  your  labour : 
Do  not,  my  lord  }  it  will  become  you  poorly. 
Your  courtefy  may  do  much  on  my  nature, 
For  I  am  kind  as  you  are,  and  as  tender. 
If  you  compel,  I  have  my  ftrengths  to  fly  to, 
My  honeft  thoughts,  and  thofe  are  guards  about  me: 
I  can  cry  too,  and  noife  enough  I  dare  make, 
And  I  have  curfes,  that  will  call  down  thunder; 
For  all  I  am  a  poor  wench,  Heav'n  will  hear  me. 
My  body  you  may  force,  but  my  will  never! 
And  be  fure  I  do  not  live,  if  you  do  force  me, 
Or  have  no  tongue  to  tell  your  beaftly  ftory  j 
For  if  I  have,  and  if  there  be  ajuftice 

Otr.  Pray  ye  go  in  here  !  I'll  calm  myfelf.for  this 

time, 
And  be  your  friend  again. 

Flor.  I  am  commanded.  [Exit. 

Otr.  You  cannot  fcape  me  yet ;  I  muft  enjoy  you ! 
I'll  lie  with  thy  wit,  tho'  I  mifs  thy  honefty. 
Is  this  a  wench  for  a  boor's  hungry  bofom  ? 
A  morfel  for  a  peafant's  bafe  embraces  ? 
And  muft  I  ftarve,  and  the  meat  in  my  mouth? 
I'll  none  of  that. 

Enter  Gerafto. 

Ger.  How  now,  my  lord?  howfpedyou? 
Have  you  done  the  deed  ? 

Otr.  No,  pox  upon't,  (lie's  honeft. 

Ger 
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Ger.  Honeft  ?  what's  that  ?  You    take  her   bare 

denial'1  ? 

Was  there  ever  wench  brought  up  in  a  mill,  and  honeft  ? 
That  were  a  wonder  worth  a  chronicle. 
Is  your  belief  fo  large  ?  What  did  fhe  fay  to  you  ? 

Otr.  She  faid  her  honefty  was  all  her  dowry ; 
And  preach'd  unto  me,  how  unfit,  and  homely, 
Nay,  how  difhonourable,  it  would  feem  in  me 
To  aft  my  will ;  popt  me  i'th'  mouth  with  modeffy — 

Ger.  What  an  impudent  quean  was  that !    That's 
their  trick  ever. 

Otr.  And  then  difcourfed  to  me  very  learnedly, 
What  fame  and  loud  opinion  would  tell  of  me. 
A  wife  fhe  touch'd  at 

Ger.  Out  upon  her,  varlet ! 

Was  fhe  fo  bold  ?  thefe  home-fpun  things  are  devils ! 
They'll  tell  you  a  thoufand  lies,  if  you'll  believe  'em, 
And  ftand  upon  their  honours  like  great  ladies  •> 
They'll  fpeak  unhappily  too  good  words  to  cozen  you. 
And  outwardly  feem  faints  ;  they'll  cry  down- right 

alfo, 

But  'tis  for  anger  that  you  do  not  crufh  'em. 
.Pid  {he  not  talk  of  being  with-child  ? 

Otr.  She  touch'd  at  it. 

Ger.  The  trick  of  an  errant  whore,  to  milk  your 

lordfhip ! 
And  then  a  penfion  nam'd  ? 

Otr.  No,  no,  fhe  fcorn'd  it : 
I  offer' d  any  thing  ;  but  fhe  refus'd  all, 
Refus'd  it  with  a  confident  hate. 

Ger.  You  thought  fo  ; 
You  fhould  have  ta'en  her  then,  turn'd  her,  and 

tew'd  her 

Fth'  ftrength  of  all  her  refolution,  flatter'd  her, 
And   fhak'd  her   ftubborn   will  5    fhe   would  have 

thank 'd  you, 

She  would  have  lov'd  you  infinitely  :  They  muft  feem 
modeft, 

**  T«u  take  btr  lore  denial.}  SympfoQ  reads  /«a/4. 

It 
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It  is  their  parts;  if  you  had  play  'd  yonr  part,  Sir, 
And  handled  her  as  men  do  unman'd  hawks  5% 
Caft  her,  and  mail'd  her  up  in  good  clean  linen, 
And  there  have  coy'd  her,  you  had  caught  her  heart- 

-ftrings. 

Thefe  tough  virginities,  they  blow  like  white  thorns, 
In  ftorms  and  tempefts. 

Otr.  She's  beyond  all  this  ; 
As  cold,  and  harden'd,  as  the  virgin  cryftai. 

Ger.  Oh,  force  her,  force  her,  Sir !  fhe  longs  to 

be  ravifh'd  j 

Some  have  no  pleafure  but  in  violence; 
To  be  torn  in  pieces  is  their  paradife : 
'Tis  ord'nary  in  our  country,  Sir,  toravifhallj 
They  will  not  give  a  penny  for  their  fport 
Unlefs they  be  put  to't,  and  terribly; 
And  then  they  fwear  they'll  hang  the  man  comes 

near  'em, 
And  fwear  it  on  his  lips  too. 

Otr.  No,  no  forcing; 
I  have  another  courfe,  and  I  will  follow  it. 
I  command  you,  and  do  you  command  your  fellows, 
That  when  ye  fee  her  next,   ye  difgrace  and  fcorn  her; 
I'll  feem  to  put  her  out  o'th*  doors  o'th'  fudden,    • 
And  leave  her  to  conjecture,  then  feize  on  her. 
Away  !  be  ready  flraight. 

Ger.  We  fhall  not  fail,  Sir.  {Exit. 

Otr.  Florimel! 

Enter  Florimel. 

Fkr.  My  lord. 

Otr.  I'm  fure  you've  now  confider'd, 
And  like  a  wife  wench  weigh'd  a  friend's  difpleafure, 
Repented yourproud  thoughts,  and  caftyourfcorn off. 
•   Flor.  My  lord,  I  am  not  proud ;    I  was  ne'er 

beautiful, 
Nor  fcorn  I  any  thing  that's  juft  and  honeft. 

J*  Metaphors  from  Falconry.  ~~  Theobald. 

Otr. 
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Otr.  Come,  to  be  fhort,  can  you  love  yet  ?  You 

told  me 

Kindnefs  would  far  compel  you  :  I'm  kind  to  your 
And  mean  t'  exceed  that  way. 

Flor.  I  told  you  too,  Sir, 
As  far  as  it  agreed  with  modefty, 
With  honour,  and  with  honefty,  I'd  yield  to  you. 
Good  my  lord,  take  fome  other  theme ;  for  love, 
Alas,  I  never  knew  yet  what  it  meant, 
And  on  the  fudden,  Sir,  to  run  thro'  volumes 
Of  his  moft  myftick  art,  'tis  moft  impoffible  -, 
Nay,  to  begin  with  lu ft,  which  is  an  herefy, 
A  foul  one  too  j  to  learn  that  in  my  childhood— 
Oh,  good  my  lord  ! 

Otr.  You  will  not  out  of  this  fong  ? 
Your  modefty,  and  honefty  ?  is  that  all  ? 
I  will  not  force  you. 

Flor.  You're  too  noble,  Sir. 

Otr. ,  Nor  play  the  childilh  fool,  and  marry  you  : 
I'm  yet  not  mad. 

Flor.  If  you  did,  men  would  imagine 

Otr.  Nor  will  I  wooe  you  at  that  infinite  price 
It  may  be  you  expect. 

Flor.  I  expect  your  pardon, 
And  a  difcharge,  my  lord ;  that's  all  I  look  for. 

Otr.  No,  nor  fall  fick  for  love. 

Flor.  'Tis  a  healthful  year,  Sir. 

Otr.  Look  ye;  I'll  turn  ye  out  o'cloors,  and  fcorn  yc. 

Flor.  Thank  you,  my  lord. 

Otr.  A  proud  flight  peat  I  found  ye, 
A  fool,  it  may  be  too 

Flor.  An  honeft  woman, 
Good  my  lord,  think  me. 

Otr.  And  a  bafe  I  leave  you ; 
So,  fare  you  well !  [Exit, 

Flor.  Blefling  attend  your  lordfliip  ! 
This  is  hot  love,  that  vanifheth  like  vapours  j 
J[-Iis  ague's  off,  his  burning  fits  are  well  quench'd, 
I  thank.  Heav'n  for't. — His   men  !  They  will  not 
force  me  ? 

Enter 
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Enter  Gerc.fto  and  Servants. 

Ger.  What  doftthou  flay  for?  doft  them  not  know 

the  way, 
Thou  baft-  improvident  whore  ? 

Flor.  Good  words,  pray  ye,  gentlemen  ! 

1  Serv.  Has  my  lord  fmoak'd  ye  over,  good-wife 

miller  ? 
Is  your  mill  broken,  that  you  (land  fo  ufelefs  ? 

2  Serv.  An  impudent  quean  !  upon  my  life,  flic's 

umvhclefoir.e ! 

Some  bafe  difcarded  thing  my  lord  has  found  her ; 
He'd  not  have  turn'cl  her  offo'th'  fudden  elfe. 
Ger.  Now  againft  every  fack,  my  honed  fweet- 

heart, 

With  every  Smig  and  Smug  JJ— — — 
Flor.-  I  muft  be  patient. 

Ger.  And  every  greafy  gn eft,  and  fweaty  rafcal, 
For  his  royal  hire  between  his  fingers,  gentlewoman  ! 

1  Serv.  I  fear  th'haft  giv'n  my  lord  the  pox,  thoii 

damned  thing. 

2  Serv.  I've  feen  her  in  the  flews. 
Ger.  The  knave  her  father 

Was  bawd  to  her  there,  and  kept  a  tippling-houfe. 
You  mufl  e'en  to't  again  :  A  modefl  function  ! 

Flor.  If  ye  had  honefly,  ye  would  not  ufe  me 
Thus  bafely,  wretchedly,  tho'  your  lord  bid  ye ; 
But  he  that  knows 

Ger.  Away,  thou  carted  impudence, 
You  meat  for  every  man  !  A  little  meal 
Flung  in  your  face,  makes  ye  appear  fo  proud — — — 

Flor.  This  is  inhuman.  Let  thefe  tears  perfuadeyou 
(If  ye  be  men)  to  ufe  a  poor  girl  better  ! 
I  wrong  not  you,  I'm  fure ;  I  call  you  gentlemen. 

Enter  Otrante. 

Otr.  What  bufmefs  is  here?  Away!   Aren't  you 
gone  yet  ?  \_Exeurt  Servants. 

*J  Smig  andSw.g.~\  'i  /:<_•  opy  of  1679,  and  the  octavo  read 

fo,  but  the  oideft  folio,  Him  and  Stnug  :  Perhaps  the  reader  might  not 
think  the  various  reading  worth  a  note.  Sjmfjoa. 

Flor. 
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Flor.  My  lord,  this  is  not  well,  altho'  you  hate  me, 
(For  what  I  know  not)  to  let  your  people  wrong  me, 
Wrong  me  malicioufly,  and  call  me 

Ofr.  Peace, 

And  mark  me  what  we  fay,  advifedly, 
Mark,  as  you  love  that  that  you  call  your  credit ! 
Tield  now,  or  you're  undone;  your  good  name's 

perifh'd ; 

Not  all  the  world  can  buoy  your  reputation  u  j 
'Tis  funk  for  ever  elfe :  Thefe  peoples'  tongues  will 

poifon  you  j 

Tho*  you  be  white  as  innocence,  they'll  taint  you  5 
They  will  fpeak  terrible  and  hideous  things  j 
And  people  in  this  age  are  prone  to  credit ; 
They'll  let  fall  nothing  that  may  brand  a  woman  : 
Confider  this,  and  then  be  wife  and  tremble  ! 
Yield  yet,  and  yet  I'll  fave  you. 

Flor.  How? 

Ofr.  I'll  (hew  you ; 

Their  mouths  I'll  feal  up,  they  lhall  fpeak  no  more 
But  what  is  hon'rable  and  honeft  of  you, 
And  faint-like  they  fhall  worfhip  you :  They're  mine, 
And  what  I  charge  them,  Florimel 

Flor.  I'm  ruin'd  ! 
Heav'n   will   regard    me    yet,    they're   barbarous 

wretches. 
Let  me  not  fall,  my  lord  ! 

Ofr.  You  lhall  not,  Florimel : 
Mark  how  I'll  workyourpeace,  andhow  I  honour  you. 
Who  waits  there  ?  come  all  in. 

Enter  Gerafto  and  Servants. 

Ger.  Your  pleafure,  Sir  ? 

Ofr.  Who  dare  fay  this  fweet  beauty  is  not  heav'nly  ? 
This  virgin,  the  moft  pure,  the  moft  untainted, 
The  holiefi  thing 

Ger.  We  know  it,  my  dear  lord,: 

**  Can  buy  mj  refutation.]  Corretttd  67  S^mpfou. 

We 
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We  are  her  flaves ;  and  that  proud  impudence 
That  dares  difparage  her,  this  fword,  my  lord 

1  Serv.  They  are  rafcals  bafe,  the  fons  of  common 

women, 

That  wrong  this  virtue,  or  dare  own  a  thought 
But  fair  and  honourable  of  her :  When  we  flight  her,] 
Hang  us,  or  cut's  in  pieces;  let's  tug  i'th'  gallics 

2  Serv.  Brand  us  for  villains  ! 

Flor.  Why,  fure  I  dream  !  thefe  are  all  faints. 

Ofr.  Go,  and  live  all  her  flaves. 

Ger.  We're  proud  to  do  it.          [Exeunt  Servants. 

Ofr.  What  think  you  now  ?  Am  not  I  able,  Florimel , 
Yet  to  preferve  you  ? 

Flor.  I'm  bound  to  your  lordfhip  ; 
You  are   all   honour !    And,  good   my   lord,    but 

grant  me, 

Until  tomorrow,  leave  to  weigh  my  fortunes, 
I'll  give  you  a  free  anfwer,  perhaps  apleafing  j 
Indeed  I'll  do  the  bed  I  can  to  fatisfyyou. 

Otr.  Take  your  good  time.   This  kifs  !  'till  then, 
farewell,  fweet !  [Exeunt. 


A  C  T     IV.        SCENE!. 

Enter  Antonio,  Martino>  and  Buftopha. 
Mart.  TJ  Y  all  means  difcharge  your  followed. 

IJI  Ant.  If  we  can  get  him  off. 
Sirrah,  Buftopha,  thou  muft  needs  run  back. 

Buft.  But  I  muft  not,  unlefs  you  fend  a  bier, 
Or  a  liftor  at  my  back  :  I  do  not  ufe 
To  run  from  my  friends. 

Ant.  Well,  go  !  will  ferve  turn  ;  I  have  forgot— 

Buft.  What,  Sir  ? 

Ant.  See,  if  I  cart  think  on't  now  ! 

Buft.  I  know  what  'tis  now* 

Ant.  A  piftolet  of  that ! 

Buft.  Done  !   You've  forgot 
A  device  to  fend  me  away.     You're  going 
A-fmocking  perhaps  ? 

VOL.  VII.  '  R       v  Marf. 
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Mart.  His  own  !  due,  due  i'faith,  Antonio  j 
The  piftolet  is  his  own  ! 

Ant.  I  confefs  it : 

There  .'tis  !  Now  :f  you  could  afford  out  of  it 
A  reafonable  excufe  to  mine  uncle • 

Bujt.  Yes,  I  can  ; 

But  an  excufe  will  not  ferve  your  turn  :  It  muft  be 
A  lie,  a  full  lie;  'twill  do  no  good  elfe. 
If  you'll  go  to  the  price  of  that 

Ar.t.  Is  a  lie 
Dearer  than  an  excufe  ?' 

Enfi.  Oh,  treble ;  this  is 
The  price  of  an  excufe;  but  a  lie  is  two  more. 
Look,  how  many  foils  go  to  a  fair  fall, 
So  many  excufes  to  a  full  lie;  and  lefs 
Cannot  ferve  your  turn,  let  any  taylor  i'th'   town 
make  it.  • 

Mart.  Why,  'tis  reafonable ;  give  him  his  price : 
Let  it  be  large  enough  now  ! 

Bi'Jl.  I'll  warrant  you ; 
Cover  him  all  over. 

Ant.  I  would  have  proof  of  one  now. 

Buft.  What,  fkale  u  my  invention  beforehand  ?  You 

fliall 
Pardon  me  for  that!  Well,  I'll  commend  you  to 

your  uncle, 
And  tell  him  you'll  be  at  home  at  fupper  with  him. 

Ant.  By  no  means;    I  cannot  come  to-night,  man. 

Bujt.  I  know  that  too :  You  do  not  know  a  lie 
When  you  fee  it. 

Mart.  Remember 
It  muft  ftretch  for  all  night. 

Buji.  I  fliall  want  fluff: 

i+  Scale  my  invention.]  Sympfon  fubftitutes  Jlale  for/cafe;  whici 
word  we  have  reftored  on  the  following  authority,  quoted  by  Steevens 
in  a  note  on  Coriolanus  :  '  In  the  Gloflary  toGawin  Douglas's  Tranf- 
4  lation  of  Virgil  the  following  account  of  the  word  is  given.  Skail, 

*  Jkale,  tofcaiter,  tofpread,  perhaps  from  the  Fr.  efcbfveler,  Ital. 

*  /capigtiart*  crines  palfos,  feu  fparfos  habere.     All  from  the  Latin 

*  capillus.     Thus  tfcbevelsr,  Jcbvuel,  fiail ;    but  of  a  more  general 
'.  fignihcation.' 

I  doubt 
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I  doubt  'twill  come  to  th'  other  piftolet. 

Ant.  Well,  lay  out;  you  lhall  be  no  lofer,  Sir. 

Buft:  It  mu ft  be  fac'd,    you  knowj  there  will  be 

a  yard 

Of  diffimulation  at  leaft,  city-meafure, 
And  cut  upon  an  untroth  or  two ;  lin'd  with  fables, 
That  muft  needs  be,  cold  weather's  coming;  if  it  had 

a  galloon 

Of  hypocrify,  'twould  do  well ;  and  hook'd  together 
With  a  couple  of  conceits,  that's  necefiity. 
Well,  I'll  bring  in  my  bill :  I'll  warrant  you 
As  fair  a  lie  by  that  time  I  have  done  with  it, 
As  any  gentleman  i'th'  town  can  fwear  to, 
If  he  would  betray  his  lord  and  mafter.  [Exit. 

Ant.  So,  fo,  this  neceffary  trouble's  over. 

Mart.  I  would  you  had  bought  an  excufe-of  him 
Before  he  went ;  you'll  want  one  for  Ifmenia. 

Ant.  Tufh,  there  needs  none,  there's  no  fufpicion 

.   yet; 

And  I'll  be  arm'd  before  the  next  encounter, 
In  a  faft  tie  with  my  fair  Ifabel  ? 

Enter  Buftopha. 

Mart.  Yes, 
You'll  find  your  errand  is  before  you  now. 

Biift.  Oh,  gentlemen,  look  to  yourfelves !  ye  arc 
Men  of  another  world  elfe :  Your  enemies 
Are  upon  you !  the  old  houfe  of  the  Bellides 
Will  fall  upon  your  heads.  Sigrior  Lifauro— 

Ant.  Lifauro  ? 

Buft.  And  don  what  call  you  him  ?  he's  a  gentleman, 
Yet  he  has  but  a  yeoman's  name.     Don  Tarfo, 
Tarfo,  and  a  dozen  at  their  heels. 

Ant.  Lifauro,  Terzo,  nor  a  dozen  more, 
Shall  fright  me  from  my  ground,  nor  Ihun  my  path, 
Let  'em  come  on  in  their  ableft  fury. 

Mart.  'Tis  worthily  refolved ;  I'll  (land  by  you,  Sir. 
This  way!  I  am  thy  true  friend* 

Buft.  I'll  be  gone,  Sir, 

R  a  That 


i6o        THE  MAID  IN  THE  MILL. 

That  one  may  live  to  tell  what  is  become  of  you.— 
Put  up,  put  up  !  Will  you  never  learn  to  know 
A  lie  from  an  JEfop's  fables  ?  There's  a  tafte  for  you 
now !  [Exit. 

Enter  IJmenia  and  Aminta. 

Mart.  Look,  Sir !  what  time  of  day  is  it  ? 

Ant.  I  know  not ; 

My  eyes  go  falfe,  I  dare  not  truft  'em  now  ! 
I  prithee  tell  me,  Martin',  if  thou  canft, 
Is  that  Ifmenia  or  Ifabella  ? 

Mart.  This  is  the  lady ;  forget  not  Ifabella. 

Ant.  If  this  face  may  be  borrow'd  and  lent  out, 
If't  can  ftiift  flioulders,  and  take  other  tires, 
So,  'tis  mine  where-e'er  I  find  it 

IJm.  Be  fudden : 
I  cannot  hold  out  long.  [Exit  Aminta. 

Mart.  Believe't,  fhe  frowns. 

Ant.  Let  it  come,  fhe  cannot  frown  me  off  on't. 
How  prettily  it  wooes  me  to  come  nearer  ! 
How  do  you,  lady,  fmce  yeiterday's  pains  ? 
Were  you  not  weary?  of  my  faith 

JJm.  I  think  you  were. 

Ant.  What,  lady? 

IJm.  Weary  of  your  faith;  it  is  a  burthen 
That  men  faint  under,  tho'  they  bear  little  of  it. 

Mart.  So !  this  is  to  the  purpofe. 

Ant.  You  came  home 
In  a  fair  hour,  I  hope. 

IJm.  From  whence,  Sir  ? 

Enter  Aminta. 

Amln.  Sir,  there\a  gentlewoman  without  defires 
To  fpeak  with  you. 

Ant.  They  were 

Pretty  homely  toys ;  but  your  prefencc 
Made  them  illuftrious. 

Ifm.  My  coufin  fpeaks  to  you. 

Amin,  A  gentlewoman,  Sir ;  Ifabella 

She 
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She  names  herfelf. 

Mart.  So,  fo !  it  hits  finely  now. 

Ant.  Name  yourfelf  how  you  pleafe,  fpeak  whit 

you  pleale, 
I'll  hear  you  chearfully. 

Ifm.  You  are  not  well ; 

Requeft  her  in,  (he  may  have  more  acquaintance 
With  his  paffions,  and  better  cure  for  'em. 

Amin.  She's  nice  in  that,  madam :  Poor  foul,  itfeems 
She's  fearful  of  your  difpleaiure. 

Ifm.  I'll  quit  her 
From  that  prefently,  and  bring  her  in  myfelf.   [E.vrY. 

Mart.  How  carelefly  do  you  behave  yourfelf, 
When  you  fhould  call  all  your  beft  faculties 
To  counfel  in  you  !  How  will  you  anfwer 
The  breach  you  made  with  fair  Ifmenia  ? 
Have  you  forgot  the  retrograde  vow  you  took 
With  her,  that  now  is  come  in  evidence  ? 
You'll  die  upon  your  lhame  ;  you  need  no  more 
Enemies  of  the  houfe,  but  the  lady  now  : 
You  fhall  have  your  difpatch. 

Enter  Ifmenia  like  Juno. 

Ant.  Give  me  that  face, 
And  I  am  fatisfied,  upon  whofe  fhoulders 
Soe'er  it  grows.     Juno,  deliver  us 
Out  of  this  amazement !  Befeech  you,  goddefs, 
Tell  us  of  our  friends ;  how  does  Ifmenia  ? 
And  how  does  Ifabella  ?  Both  in  good  health 
I  hope,  as  you  yourfelf  are. 

Ifm.  I'm  at  furtheft  \AJide. 

In  my  counterfeit. — My  Antonio, 
I've  matter  againft  you  may  need  pardon, 
As  I  muft  crave  of  you. 

Ant.  Obferve  you,  Sir, 

What  evidence  is  come  againft  me !  What  think  you 
The  Hydra-headed  jury  will  fay  to't  ? 

Mart.  'Tis  I  am  fool'd  ; 
My  hopes  are  pour'd  into  the  bottomlefs  tubs. 
R  3 
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*T?s  labour  for  the  houic  of  Bellides ; 

I  muft  not  feem  fo  yet.— But  in  fcoth,  lady, 

Did  you  imagine  your  changeable  face 

Hid  you  from  me  ?  By  this  hand,  I  knew  you  ! 

Ant.  1  v/ent  by  th'  face :  And  by  thefe  eyes  I  might 
Have  been  deceiv'd. 

IJm.  You  might  indeed,  Antonio  ; 
For  this  gentleman  did  vow  to  Ifabella, 
That  he  it  was  that  lov'd  Ifmenia, 
And  not  Antonio. 

Mart.  Good  !  and  was  not  that 
A  manifeft  confeffion  that  I  knew  you  ? 
1  elfe  had  been  unjuft  unto  my  friend. 
'Twas  well  remember'd  !  there  I  found  you  outj 
And  fpeak  your  confcience  now. 

Ant.  But  did  he  fo  proteft  ? 

IJm.  Yes,  I  vow  to  you,  had  Antonio 
Wedded  Ifabella,  Ifmenia 
Had  not  been  loft  ;  there  had  been  her  lover. 

Ant.  Why,much  good  do  you/riend!  take  her  to  you ; 
I  crave  but  one ;  here  have  I  my  wifh  full : 
I  am  glad  we  fhall  be  fo  near  neighbours. 

Mart.  Take  both,  Sir;  Juno  to  boot,  three  parts  in 

one  ; 

St.  Hilarie  blefs  you  "  !  New  opportunity 
Beware  to  meet  with  falfhood,  if  thou  canft 
Shun  it,  my  friend's  faith's  turning  from  him. 

IJm.  Might  I  not  juftly  accufe  Antonio 
For  a  love* -wanderer  ?  You  know  no  other 
But  me,  for  another,  and  confefs  troth  now  ? 

Ant.  Here  was  my  guide ;  where-e'er  I  find  this  face 
I  am  a  lover.     Marry,  I  muft  not  mifs 
This  freckle  then,  (I  have  the  number  of 'em) 
Nor  this  dimple;  not  a  fiik  from  this  brow ; 

55  St.  Hilarie  bltfs  you.]  Here  I  think  Martino's  fpeech  {hould 
end,  and  Antonio  ipeak  the  remainder. 

My  friend s  faith'' s  turning  from  himt 
plainly  appears  to  be  Antonio's  upbraiding  to  Martino. 

StiqarJ. 

I  carry 
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I  carry  the  full  idea  ever  with  me. 
If  nature  can  fo  punctually  parallel, 
I  may  be  cozen'd. 

IJm.  Well,  all  this  is  even : 
But  now,  to  perfect  all,  our  love  muft  now 
Come  to  our  enemies'  hands,  where  neither  part 
Will  ever  give  confent  to  it. 

Ant.  Moft  certain  : 

For  which  reafon  it  mult  not  be  put  to 'em. 
Have  we  not  prevention  in  our  own  hands  ? 
Shall  I  walk  by  the  tree,  defire  the  fruit, 
Yet  be  fo  nice }6  to  pull,  'till  I  aik  leave 
O'th'  churlifh  gardener,  that  will  deny  me  ? 

IJm.  Oh,  Antonio  ! 

Ant.  'Tis  manners  to  fall  to 
When  grace  is  faid. 

IJm.  That  holy  act's  to  come. 

fifart.  You  may  ope  an  oyfter  or  two  before  grace. 

Ant.  Are  there  not  double  vows,  as  valuable 
And  as  well  fpoke  as  any  friar  utters  ? 
Heaven  has  heard  all. 

IJm.  Yes;  but  (lays  the  blefimg, 
'Till  all  dues  be  done :  HeavVs  not  fcrv'd  by  halves : 
We  fliall  have  ne'er  a  father's  blefling  here ; 
Let  us  not  lofe  the  better  from  above  ! 

Ant.  You  take  up  weapons  of  unequal  force ; 
It  Ihews  you  cowardly.     Hark  in  your  ear ! 

Amin.  Have  I  loft  all  employment  ?  'Would  thi*. 

proffer 

Had  been  to  me,  tho'  I  had  paid  it  with 
A  reafonable  penance ! 

Mart.  Have  I  paft 

All  thy  fore-lock,  Time  ?  I'll  ftretch  a  long  arm 
But  I'll  catch  hold  again,  (do  but  look  back  « 

Over  thy  fhoulder)  and  have  a  pull  at  thee. 

IJm.  I  hear  you,  Sir ;  nor  can  I  hear  too  much 

j6  Tet  be  fo  nice  to  full, ,]  Sympfon  thinks  we  fhould  read,  Tet  be 
fa  nice  as  not  to  pull.  So  nice  to  pull  means  to  fcruf/e  pulling,  bi  Jt 
mce  about  it ;  and  is  right. 

R4  -While 
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Whileyou  fpeak  well :  You  know  th'  accuftom'd  place 
Of  our  night-parley  ;  if  you  can  afcend, 
The  window  lhall  receive  you  j  you  may  find  there 
A  corrupted  churchman  to  bid  you  welcome. 

Ant.  I'd  meet  no  other  man. 

Ijm.  Aminta,  you  hear  this. 

Ami*.  With  joy,  madam,  'caufe  it  pleafes  you  : 
It  may  be  mine  own  cafe  another  time.' 
F  ow  you  go  the  right  way,  afk  the  bans  out  j 
Put  it  pafl  father,  or  friends,  to  forbid  it, 
A:  d  then  you're  fure.     Sir,  your  Hymen  taper 
I'li  light  up  for  you  5  the  window  ihall  ihew  you 
The  way  to  Seftos. 

Ant.  I  will  venture  drowning. 

Mart.  The  fimile  holds  not ;  'tis  hanging  rather. 
You  mufl  afcend  your  caftle  by  a  ladder ; 
To  the  foot  I'll  bring  you. 

Ant.  Leave  me  to  climb  it. 

Mart.  If  I  do  turn  you  off? 

Ayit.  'Till  night,  farewell !  then  better. 

Ifm.  Eeft  it  ftould  be  ; 
But  peeyifh  hatred  keeps  back  that  decree.  [Exeunt. 

Mart.  I  never  look'd  fo  fmooth  as  now  I  purpofe: 
And  then,  beware  !  Knave  is  at  worft  of  knave 
When  he  fmiles  beft,  and  the  moflfeems  to  faye.  [Exit. 

S  C  E  N  E    II. 

Enter  Julio. 

Julio.  My  mind's  unquiet ;  while  Antonio 
My  nephew's  abroad,  my  heart's  not  at  home ; 
Only  my  fears  ftay  with  me  ;  bad  company  ! 
But  I  cannot  fhift  'em  off.     This  hatred 
Betwixt  the  houfe  of  Bellides  and  us 
Is  not  fair  war  ;  'tis  civil,  but  uncivil. 
We  are  near  neighbours  ;  were  of  love  as  near, 
'Till  a  crofs  mifconfrruclion  ('twas  no  more, 
In  confcience)  put  us  fo  far  afunder : 

I  would 
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J  would  'twere  reconciled  !  it  has  lafted 
Too  many  fun-fets.    If  grace  might  moderate, 
Man  'fhould  not  lofe  fo  many  days  of  peace, 
To  fatisfy  the  anger  of  one  minute. 
I  could  repent  it  heartily.     I  fent 
The  knave  to  attend  my  Antonio  too, 
Yet  he  returns  no  comfort  to  me  neither. 

Enter  Buftopha. 

Buft.  No,  I  muft  not 
Julio.  Ha!  he  is  come. 
Buft.  I  muft  not ; 
Twill  break  his  heart  to  hear  it. 

Julio.  How  1  there's  bad  tidings  : 
I  muft  obfcure  and  hear  it  j  he'll  not  tell  me, 
For  breaking  of  my  heart ;  it  is  half  fplit  already. 

Buft.  I  have  fpied  him  :  Now  to  knock  down  a  don 
With  a  lie,  a  filly  harmlefs  lie !  'twill  be 
Valiantly  done,  and  nobly  perhaps. 
Julio.  I  cannot  hear  him  now. 
Buft.  Oh,  the  bloody  days  that  we  live  in  ! 
The  envious,  malicious,  deadly  days 
That  we  draw  breath  in. 

Julio.  Now  I  hear  too  loud. 

Buft,  The  children  that  never  fhall  be  born  may 

rue  it  j 

For  men  that  are  (lain  now,  might  have  liv'd 
To  have  got  children,  that  might  have  curs'd 
Their  fathers, 

Julio.  Oh,  my  pofterity  is  ruin'd  ! 

Buft.  Qh,  fweet  Antonio  ! 

Julio.  Oh,  dear  Antonio  ! 

Buft.  Yet  it  was  nobly  done  of  both  parts  : 

When  he  and  Lifauro  met 

Julio.  Oh,  death  has  parted  'em  ! 
Buft. Welcome,  my  mortal  foe,  fays  one!  Welcome, 
My  deadly  enemy,  fays  t'other!  Off  go  their  doublets, 
They  in  their  fhirts,  and  their  fwords  ftark  naked  j 
Here  lies  Antonio,  here  lies  Lifauro  j 

He 
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He  comes  upon  him  with  an  embroccado, 
That  he  puts  by  with  a  •punfta  reverfa  ;  Lifauro 
Recoils  me  two  paces,  and  fome  fix  inches  back, 
Takes  his  career,  and  then,  oh — — 
Julio.  Oh! 
Buft.  Runs  Antonio 

Quite  thro'-^ 

Julio.  Oh,  villain  ! 
Buft.  Quite  thro'  between  the  arm 
And  the  body  j  fo  that  he  had  no  hurt  at  that  bout, 
Julio.  Goodnefs  be  prais'd  ! 
Buft.  But  then,  at  next  encounter, 
He  fetches  me  up  Lifauro  3   Lifauro 
Makes  out  a  lunge  at  him,  which  he  thinking 
To  be  a  pafTado,  Antonio's  foot 

Slipping  down,  oh,  down 

Julio.  Oh,  now  thou  art  loft  ! 
j5#/?.Oh,butthequalityof  the  thing;  bothgentlemen, 

Both  Spanifh  Chriftians  :  Yet  one  man  to  Ihed - 

Julio.  Say  his  enemies'  blood, 
Bv.ft.  His  hair,  may  come 
By  divers  cafualties,  tho'  he  never  go 
Into  the  field  with  his  foe  -,  but  a  man 
To  lofe  nine  ounces  and  two  drams  of  blood 
At  one  wound,  thirteen  and  a  fcruple  at  another, 
And  to  live  'till  he  die  in  cold  blood — Yet  the  furgeon, 
That  cur'd  him,  faid  if  pia  mater  had  not 
Been  perilh'd,  he  had  been  a  lives  man 
Till  this  day. 

Julio.  There  he  concludes  he  is  gone. 
Buft.  But  all  this  is  nothing  :  Now  I  come  to  the 

point 

Julio.  Ay,  the  point,  that's  deadly;  the  ancient  blow 
Over  the  buckler  ne'er  went  half  fo  deep. 

Buft.  Yet  pity  bids  me  keep  in  my  charity; 
For  me  to  pull  an  old  man's  ears  from  his  head 
With  telling  ofa  tale — Oh,  foul  tale !  No ;  be  filent3tale. 
Furthermore,   there  is  the  charge  of  burial ; 
Every  one  will  cry  blacks,  blacks,  that  had 

But 
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But  the  leaft  finger  dipt  in  his  blood,  tho*  ten 
Degrees  remov'd  when  'twas  done.     Moreover, 
The  furgeon  (that  made  an  end  of  him)  will  be  paid : 
Sugar-plums  and  fweet-breads !  yet,  I  fay, 
The  man  may  recover  again,  and  die  in  his  bed. 

Julio.  What  motley  fluff  is  this  ?  Sirrah,fpeak  truth, 
What  hath  befall'n  my  dear  Antonio  ? 
Reftrain  your  pity  in  concealing  it ! 
Tell  me  the  danger  full ;  take  off  your  care 
Of  my  receiving  it ;  kill  me»that  way, 
I'll  forgive  my  death  !  what  thou  keep'ft  back  from 

truth 

Thou  (halt  fpeak  in  pain  ;  do  not  look  to  find 
A  limb  in  his  right  place,  a  bone  unbroke. 
Nor  fo  much  flem  unbroil'd  of  all  that  mountain, 
As  a  worm  might  fup  on  ;  difpatch,  or  be  difpatch'd ! 

Buft.  Alas,  Sir,  I  know  nothing,  but  that  Antonio, 
Is  a  man  of  God's  making  to  this  hour  j 
•Tis  not  two  fince  I  left  him  fo. 

Julio.  Where  didft  thou  leave  him  ? 

Buft.  In  the  fame  cloaths  he  had  on  when  he  went 
from  you. 

Julio.  Does  he  live  ? 

Buft.  I  faw  him  drink. 

Julio.  Is  he  not  wounded  ? 

Buft.  He  may  have  a  cut  i'  th'  leg  by  this  time ; 
For  don  Martino  and  he  were  at  whole  flames. 

Julio.  Met  he  not  with  Lifauro  ? 

Buft.  I  do  not  know  her. 

Julio.  Her  ?  Lifauro  is  a  man,  as  he  is. 

Buft.  I  faw 
Ne'er  a  man  like  him. 

Julio.  Didft  thou  not  difcourfe 
A  fight  betwixt  Antonio  and  Lifauro  ? 

Buft.  Ay,  to  myfelf ; 
I  hope  a  man  may  give  himfelf  the  lie 
If  it  pleafe  him. 

Julio.  Didft  thou  lie  then  ? 

Buft.  As  fure  as  you  live  now. 

Julio. 
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Julio.  I  live 
The  happier  by  it.     When  will  he  return  ? 

Eufl.  That  he  lent  me  to  tell  you  j  within  thefc 
Ten  days  at  furtheft. 

Julio.  Ten  days  ?  he's  not  wont 
To  be  abfent  two. 

Eufl.  Nor  I  think  he  will  not  •,  he  faid  he  would  be 

at  home 

Tomorrow-;  but  I  love  to  fpeak  within 
My  compafs. 

Julio.  You  mall  fpeak  within  mine,  Sir,  now. 
Within  there  !  Take  this  fellow  into  cuftody  ! 

Enter  Servants. 
Keep  him  fafe,  I  charge  you  ! 

Eufl.  Safe  ?  Do  you  hear  ?  take  notice 
What  plight  you  find  me  inj  if  there  want  but  a 

collop, 
Or  a  (leak  o'  me,  look  to't ! 

Julio.  If  my  nephew 

Return  not  in  his  health  tomorrow,  thou  goeft 
To  the  rack. 

Eufl.  Let  me  go  to  th'  manger  firft  -, 
I  had  rather  eat  oats  than  hay.  {Exeunt. 

Enter  Bellides  with  a  letter. 

Eel  By  your  leave,  Sir. 

Julio.  For  aught  I  know  yet,  you  are  welcome,  Sir. 

Eel.  Read  that,  and  tell  me  ib  -,  or  if  thy  fpectaclcs 
Be  not  eafy,  keep  thy  nofe  unfadled,  and  ope 
Thine  ears:  I  can  fpeak  thee  the  contents-,  I  made'em. 
'Tis  a  challenge,  a  fair  one,  I'll  maintain't : 
I  fcorn  to  hire  my  fecond  to  deliver't, 
I  bring't  myfelf.     Dort  know  me,  Julio  ? 

Julio.  Bcllides? 

Bel.  Yes ;  is  not  thy  hair  on  end  now  ? 

Julio.  Somewhat  amaz'd  at  thy  ram  hardinefs: 
How  durft  thou  con:e  ib  near  thine  enemy  ? 

Bel.  Durft  ? 

I  dare 
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I  dare  come  nearer :  Thou  art  a  fool,  Julio. 

Julio.  Take  it  home  to  thee,  with  a  knave  to  boot. 
Eel.  Knave  to  thy  teeth  again  !  and  all  that's  quit. 
Give  me  not  a  fool  more  than  I  give  thee, 
Or,  if  thou  doft,  look  to  hear  on't  again. 
Julio.  What  an  encounter's  this  ! 
Bel.  A  noble  one  ! 

My  hand  is  to  my  words ;  thou  haft  it  there : 
There  I  do  challenge  thee,  if  thou  dar'ft,  be 
Good  friends  with  me-,  or  I'll  proclaim  thee  coward. 
Julio.  Be  friends  with  thee  ? 
Bel.  I'll  mew  thee  realbns  for't : 
A  pair  of  old  coxcombs,  (now  we  go  together) 
Such  as  mould  ftand  examples  of  difcretion, 
The  rules  of  grammar  to  unwilling  youth 
To  take  out  leflbns  by ;  we,  that  mould  check 
And  quench  the  raging  fire  in  others'  bloods, 
We  ftrike  the  battle  to  deftruction  ? 
Read  'em  the  black  art  ?  and  make  'em  believe; 
It  is  divinity  ?  Heathens,  are  we  not  ? 
Speak  thy  confcience ;  how  haft  thou  flept  this  month, 
Since  this  fiend  haunted  us  ? 

Julio.  Sure  fome  good  angel 

Was  with  us  both  laft  night !  Speak  thou  truth  now  •, 
Was  it  not  laft  night's  motion  ? 

Eel.  Doft  not  think 

I  would  not  lay  hold  of  it  at  firft  proffer  ? 
Should  1  ne'er  fleep  again  ? 

Julio.  Take  not  all  from  me ; 
I'll  tell  the  doctrine  of  my  viiion. 
Say  that  Antonio,  beft  of  thy  blood, 
Or  any  one,  the  leait  allied  to  thee, 
Should  be  the  prey  unto  Lifauro's  fword, 

Or  any  of  the  houie  of  Bellides 

Eel.  Mine  was  the  juft  invcrfion  ;  on,  on  ! 

Julio.  How  would  thine  eyes  have  emptied  thee  in 

forrow, 

And  left  the  conduit  of  Nature  dry  !. 
Thy  hands  have  turn'd  rebellious  to  the  b  al  l.c, 

And 
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And  broke  the  glaffes  !  with  thine  own  curfes 
Have  torn  thy  foul,  left  thee  a  ftatue 
To  propagate  thy  next  pofterity  ! 

Bel.  Yes,  and  thou  caufer  !  (fo  it  faid  to  me,) 
They  fight  but  your  milchiefs ;  the  young  men  were 

friends, 

As  is  the  life  and  blood  coagulate, 
And  curded  in  one  bodyj  but  this  is  yours, 
An  inheritance  that  you  have  gather'd  for  'em, 
A  legacy  of  blood  to  kill  each  other 
Throughout  your  generations.     Was't  not  fo  ? 
Julio.  Word  for  word. 
Bel.  Nay,  1  can  go  further  yet. 
Julio.  'Tis  far  enough  :  Let  us  atone  it  here, 
And  in  a  reconciled  circle  fold 
Our  friendfhip  new  again. 

Bel.  The  fign's  in  Gemini ; 

An  aufpicious  houfe  !  'thas  join'd  both  ours  again. 
Julio.  You   can't  proclaim  me  coward  now,  don 

Bellides. 

Bel.  No  ;  thou'rt  a  valiant  fellow  ;  fo  am  I  : 
I'll  fight  with  thee  at  this  hug,  to  the  laft  leg 
I  have  to  (land  on,  or  breath  or  life  left. 
Julio.  This  is  the  fait  unto  humanity, 
And  keeps  it  fweet. 

Bel.  Love!  oh,  life  ftinks  without  it. — 
I  can  tell  you  news. 

Julio.  Good  has  long  been  wanting. 
Bel.  I  do  fufpect,  and  I  have  fome  proof  on't, 
(So  far  as  a  love-epiftle  comes  to) 
That  Antonio  (your  nephew)  and  my  daughter 
Ifmeniaare  very  good  friends  before  us. 

Julio.  That  were  a  double  wall  about  our  houfes, 
"Which  I  could  with  were  builded. 

Bel.  I  had  it  from 
Antonio's  intimate,  don  Martino  : 
And  yet,  methought,  it  was  no  friendly  part 
To  (hew  it  me. 

Julio.  Perhaps  'twa^  his  confent: 

Lovers 
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Lovers  have  policies  as  well  as  ftatefmen  ; 
They  look  not  always  at  the  mark  they  aim  at. 

Bel.  We'll  take  up  cudgels,  and  have  one  bout  with 

'em. 

They  mall  know  nothing  of  this  union ; 
And,  'till  they  find  themfelves  moft  defperate, 
Succour  (hall  never  fee  'em. 

Julio.  I'll  take  your  part,  Sir. 

Bel.  It  grows  late  •,  there's  a  happy  day  paft  us. 

Julio.  The  example  I  hope  to  all  behind  it.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     III. 

Enter  Aminta  above,  with  a  taper. 
Amin.  Stand  fair,  light  of  Love37 !   which  epithet 

and  place 

Adds  to  thee  honour,  to  me  'twould  be  fhame. 
We  mutt  be  weight  in  love,  no  grain  too  light ; 
Thou  art  the  land-mark  •,  but  if  Love  be  blind, 
(As  many  that  can  fee  have  fo  reported) 
What  benefit  canft  thou  be  to  his  darknefs  ? 
Love  is  a  jewel  (fome  fay)  ineitimable j8, 
But  hung  at  the  ear,  deprives  our  own  fight, 
And  fo  it  mines  to  others,  not  ourfelves. 
I  fpeak  my  Ikill ;  I  have  only  heard  on't, 
But  I  could  wifh  a  nearer  document. 
Alas,  the  ignorant  defire  to  know ! 

37  Light  of  love."]  Theobald  is  for  reading,  light  love. 

38  Love  is  a  jewel  (fome  fay)  inejlimable, 

But  bung  at  the  ear,  deprives  our  own  fight."]  What  the  Poets 
defigned  to  fay  feems  to  be  this,  viz.  Tt>at  the  jewel  of  love  being 
bung  at  the  eart  is  unfeen  by  them  that  affixed  it  there  ;  but  as  this  is 
not  pofllble  to  be  made  of  the  words  as  they  ftand,  I  imagine  the 
line  might  originally  run  thus, 

Love  is  a  jewel 

But  bung  at  ttf  ear  is  depriv'd  our  own  fight.  Sy'mpfon. 

We  think  the  Poets  defigned  to  compare  love  to  a  jewel,  whofe 
luftre  is  feen  by  the  reft  of  the  world,  and  not  by  the  wearer.  The 
mode  of  phrafe  in  the  text  is  peculiar,  but  we  believe  genuine ;  and 
what  editor  has  a  right  to  alter  it  ? 

Some 
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Some  fay,  Love's  but  a  toy,  and  with  a  but 

Now,  methinks,  I  fhould  love  it  ne'er  the  worfe ; 

A  toy  is  harmlefs  fure,  and  may  be  play'd  with  ; 

It  feldom  goes  without  his  adjunct,  pretty, 

'  A  pretty  toy,*  we  fay  j  'tis  metre  to  joy  too. 

Well,  here  may  be  a  mad  night  yet,  for  all  this  ! 

Here's  a  prieft  ready,  and  a  lady  ready  j 

A  chamber  ready,  and  a  bed  ready  ; 

'Tis  then  but  making  unready,  and  that's  foon  done; 

My  lady  is  my  coufm  ;  I  myfelf ; 

Which  is  neareft  then  ?  My  defires  are  mine ; 

Say  they  be  hers  too,  is't  a  hanging  matter  ? 

It  may  be  ventur'd  in  a  worfer  caufe. 

I  muft  go  queftion  with  my  confcience: 

I  have  the  word  ;  centinel,  do  thou  ftand  ; 

Thou  malt  not  need  to  call,  I'll  be  at  hand.      [Exit. 

Enter  Antonio  and  Martina. 

Ant.  Are  we  not  dog'd  behind  us,  think'ft  thoa, 
friend  ? 

Mart.  I  heard  not  one  bark,  Sir. 

Ant.  There  are  that  bite 

And  bark  not,  man  ;  methought  I  fpied  two  fellow* 
That  thro*  two  ftreets  together  walk'd  aloof, 
And  wore  their  eyes  fufpicioufly  upon  us; 

Mart.  Your  jealoufy,  nothing  elfe  •,  or  fuch  perhaps 
As  are  afraid  as  much  of  us  \  who  knows 
But  about  the  like  buftnefs  ?  but,  for  your  fear's  fake, 
I'll  advife  and  entreat  one  courtefy. 

Ant.  What  is  that,  friend  ? 

Mart.  I  will  not  be  denied,  Sir; 
Change  your  upper  garments  with  me* 

Ant.  It  needs  not. 

Mart.  I  think  fo  too ;  but  I  will  have  it  fof 
If  you  dare  truft  me  with  the  better,  Sir. 

Ant.  Nay  then 

Mart.  If  there  mould  be  danger  towards, 
There  will  be  the  main  mark,  Pm  fure. 

Ant.  Here  thou  tak'ft  from  me- — - 

Mart*    . 
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Mart.  Turn  !  the  general 
Muft  be  late,  howe'er  the  battle  goes. 
See  you  the  beacon  yonder  ? 

Ant.  Yes ;  we're  near  fhore. 

Enter  two  Gentlemen,    with  weapons  drawn ;  they  Jet 

upon  Martino  ;  Antonio  purfues  them  out  in  refcue  of 

Martina. 

Mart.  Come,  land,  land  !  you  mud  clamber  by  the 

cliff; 
Here  are  no  (lairs  to  rile  by. 

Ant.  Ay  !  are  you  there  ?          \Fight,  and  Exeunt. 

Enter  Aminta  above,  and  Martino  returned  again  afcends. 
Amin.  Antonio  ? 
Mart.  Yes.     Ilmenia  ? 
Amin.  Thine  own. 
Mart.  Quench  the  light;  thine  eyes  are  guides  il- 

luftrious. 
Amin.  'Tis  necefTary.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Antonio. 

Ant.  Your  legs  have  fav'd  your  lives 39,  whoe'er  ye  are. 
Friend  !  Martin' !  where  art  thou  ?  not  hurt,  I  hope! 
Sure  I  was  furtheft  i'  th'  purluit  of  'em. 
My  pleafures  are  forgotten  thro'  my  fears  ! 
The  light's  extinct !   it  was  difcreetly  done; 
They  could  not  but  have  notice  of  the  broil, 
And  fearing  that  might  call  up  company, 
Have  carefully  prevented,  and  clos'd  up  : 
I  do  commend  the  heed.     Oh,  but  my  friend, 
I  fear  he's  hurt !  Friend  !  friend  !   It  cannot  be 
So  mortal,  that  I  mould  loie  thee  quite,  friend  !, 
A  groan  !  any  thing  that  may  difcover  thee ! 
Thou  art  not  funk  fo  far,  but  I  might  hear  thee. 
I'll  lay  mine  ear  as  low  as  thou  canlt  fall: 
Friend  !  don  Martino  !   I  muft  anlwer  for  thee, 
('  Twas  in  my  caufe  thou  fell'ft)  if  thou  be'ft  down. 

59  Mart.  To  .r  leg:  have  favct,  &c.]  The  error   of  giving  this 
fpeech  to  Martino  corrected  by  Sympfoa, 

VOL.  VII.  &  Such 
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Such  dangers  ftand  betwixt  us  and  our  joys, 
That,  fhould  we  forethink  ere  we  undertake, 
We'd  fit  at  home,  and  fave. — What  a  night's  here! 
Purpos'd  for  fo  much  joy,  and  now  difpos'd 
To  fo  much  wretchednefs  !  I  fhall  not  reft  in't ! 
If  I  had  all  my  pleafures  there  v/ithin, 
I  ihould  not  entertain  'em  with  a  fmile. 
Good-night  to  you  !   Mine  will  be  black  and  fad; 
A  friend  cannot,  a  woman  may  be  bad.  [Exit. 


ACT     V.        SCENE      I. 


Enter  IJmenia  and  Aminta. 

IJm.  f~^  H,  thou  falfe  - 

\^J  Amln.  Do  your  daring'ft  !  he's  mine  own, 
Soul  and  body  mine,  church  and  chamber  mine, 
Totally  mine. 

IJm.  Dareft  thou  face  thy  falfhood  ? 

Amin.  Shall  I  not  give  a  welcome  to  my  wifhes, 
Come  home  fo  fweetly  ?  Farewell,  your  company, 
'Till  you  be  calmer,  woman  !  '[Exit. 

IJm.  Oh,  what  a  heap 
Of  mifery  has  one  night  brought  with  it  I 

Enter  Antonio. 

Ant.  Where  is  he  ?  Do  you  turn  your  mame  from  me  ? 
You're  a  blind  adulterefs  !  you  know  you  are. 

IJm.  How's  that,  Antonio  ? 

Ant.  'Till  1  have  vengeance, 
Your  fin's  not  pardonable  !  I  will  have  him, 
If  hell  hide  him  not  !  you've  had  your  laft  of  him.  [Ex. 

IJm.  What  did  he  fpeak  ?  I  underftood  him  not  ! 
He  call'd  me  a  foul  name  ;  it  was  not  mine  ; 
He  took  me  for  another  fure. 

Enter 
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Enter  Bellides. 

Eel.  Ha  !  are  you  there  ? 

Where  is  your  fweetheart  ?  I  have  found  you,  traytor 
To  my  houfe  !  wilt  league  with  mine  enemy  ?x 
You'll  (heel  his  blood,  you'll  fay  :  Ha  !  will  you  fo  ? 
And  fight  with  your  heels  upwards  ?  No,  minion  j 
I  have  a  hufband  for  you,  (lince  you're  fo  rank) 
And  fuch  a  hufband  as  thou  malt  like  him, 
Whether  thou  wilt  or  no  :  Antonio  ? 

Ifm.  It  thunders  with  the  ftorm  now. 

Bel.  And  to-night 

I'll  have  it  difpatch'd ;  I'll  make  it  fure,  I ! 
By  tomorrow  this  time  thy  maidenhead 
Shall  not  be  worth  a  chicken40,  if  it  were 
Knock'd  at  an  out-cry.     Go  !  I'll  ha'  you  before  me: 
Shough,  mough  !  up  to  your  coop,  pea-hen  ! 

Ifm.  Then  I'll  try  my  wings.  [Exif. 

Bel.  Ay?  are  you  good  at  that?  ftop,  ftop  thief! 
ftop  there !  [Exif. 

SCENE    II. 

Enter  Qtrants,  and  Florimel  finding: 
Flor.  Now  having  leifure,  and  a  happy  wind, 
Thou  mayft  at  pleafure  caufe  the  itones  to  grind  •, 
Sails  fpread,  and  grift  here  ready  to  be  ground  i 
Fy,  ftand  not  idly,  but  let  the  mill  go  round ! 

*°  Shall  not  le  ^ortb  a  chicken.]  In  tins  plats  the  unknown 
gentleman  reads  thus, 

— luorth  a  chcquin, 

And  adds  that  Sir  Ifaac  Newton  in  his  tables  of  gold  and  filver  coins 
fays,  Jequiti,  chcquin,  or  zacletn  is  a  gold  Venetian  coin,  worth  nine 
and  fixpence.  Jt  may  be  lo,  but  yet  my  friend  will,  I  hope,  pardon 
nu  if  I  have  not  altered  the  line  according  to  his  direction,  for  I  am 
not  fure,  that  there  is  not  a  double  entendre  couched  under  this  wyrd, 
\vhich  will  be  loitby  his  prupoi'd  coneclion  of  the  text.  Sjmpfon. 

We  apprehend  the  old  man's  meaning  is,  '  Thy  maidenhead  (hall 
'  not  be  worth  a  clicke>it  which  (on  a  <;reat  demand  for  viandi)  b^as 
«  been  killed  without  fatting.' 

S  a  Otr. 


276      THE  MAID  IN  THE  MILL. 

Qtr.  Why  doft  thou  fing  and  dance  thus  ?  why  fo 

merry  ? 

Why  doft  thou  look  fo  wantonly  upon  me  ? 
And  kifs  my  hands  ? 

Flor.  If  I  were  high  enough, 
I'd  kifs  your  lips  too. 

Qtr.  Do  !   this  is  fome  kindnefs  ; 
This  taftes  of  willingnefs;  nay,  you  may  kifs  ftilL 
But  why  o*  th'  fudden  now  does  the  fit  take  you, 
Unoffer'd,  or  uncompell'd  ?  why  thefefweet  curt'fies? 
E'en  now  you  would  have  blufh'd  to  death  to  kifs  thus : 
Prithee,  let  me  be  prepar'd  to  meet  thy  kindnefs  ! 
I  mall  be  unfurnifh'd  elie  to  hold  thee  play,  wench  :. 
Stay  now  a  little^  and  delay  your  bleffings  ! 
If  this  be  love,  methinks  it  is  too  violent : 
If  you  repent  you  or  your  ftridhiefs  to  me, 
It  is  fo  fudden,  it  warns  circumitance. 
Flor.  Fy,  how  dull !" 

How  long  fhall  I  pine  for  love  ? 

How  long  mall  I  fue  in  vain  ? 

How  long,  like  the  turtle-dove, 

Shall  1  heavily  thus  complain  ? 
Shall  the  fails  of  my  love  ftand  ftill  ? 

Shall  the  grift  of  my  hopes  be  unground  ? 

Oh  fy,  oh  fy,  oh  fy  ! 
Let  the  mill,  let  the  mill  go  round ! 
Qtr.  Prithee  becalm  a  little! 

Thou  mak'ft  me  wonder  j  thou  that  wert  fo  ftrange,: 
And  read  fuch  pious  rules  to  my  behaviour 
But  yefternight;  thou  that  wert  made  of  modefty, 
Shouidft  in  a  few  ftiort  minutes  turn  thus  defp'rate  I1 
Flor.  You  are  too  cold. 
Qtr.  I  do  confefs  I  freeze,  now  I 
I  am  another  thing,  all  over  me. 
It  is  my  part  to  wooe,  not  to  be  courted 
Unfold  this  riddle  ;  'tis  to  me  a  wonder, 
That  now  o'  th'  inftant,  ere  I  can  expeci, 
Ere  I  can  ,turn  my  thoughts,  and  think  upon 
A  feparation  of  your  honeft  carriage 

From 
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From  the  defires  of  youth,  thus  wantonly, 

Thus  beyond  expectation • 

Flor.   [  will  tell  you, 

And  cell  you  .ferioufly,  why  I  appear  thus, 
To  hold  you  no  more  ignorant  and  blinded : 
I  have  no  modefty  ;  I'm  truly  wanton; 
I'm  that  you  look  for,  Sir  :  Now,  come  up  roundly ! 
If  my  ftrict  face  and  counterfeited  flayednefs 
Could  have  won  on  you,  I  had  caught  you  that  way, 
And  you  mould  ne'er  have  come  t'  have  known  who 

hurt  you. 

Prithee,  fweet  count,  be  more  familiar  with  me! 
However  we  are  open  in  our  natures, 
And  apt  to  more  delires  than  you  dare  meet  with, 
Yet  we  affect  to  lay  the  glofs  of  good  on't. 
I  faw  you  touch'd  not  at  the  bait  of  Chaftity, 
And  that  it  grew  diftafteful  to  your  palate 
To  appear  fo  holy ;  therefore  I  take  my  true  fhape : 
Is  your  bed  ready,  Sir?  you  fhall  quickly  find  me, 

On  the  bed  I'll  throw  thee,  throw  thee  down  -, 

Down  being  laid, 

Shall  we  be  afraid 

To  try  the  rights  that  belong  to  love  ? 
No,  no ;  there  I'll  wooe  thee  with  a  crown, 

Crown  our  defires ; 

Kindle  the  fires, 

When  love  requires  we  mould  wanton  prove, 
We'll  kifs,  we'll  fport,  we'll  laugh,  we'll  play  ; 
If  thou  com'ft  fhort,  for  thee  I'll  ftay ; 
If  thou  unfkilful  art,  on  the  ground 
I'll  kindly  teach ; — we'll  have  the  mill  go  round. 

Otr.  Are  you  no,  maid  ? 

Flor.  Alas,  my  lord,  no  certain ; 
I'm  lorry  you're  fo  innocent  to  think  fo. 
Is  this  an  age  for  filly  maids  to  thrive  in  ? 
It  is  fo  long  too  fince  I  loft  it,  Sir, 
That  I  have  no  belief  I  ever  was  one : 
What  fliould  you  do  with  maidenheads?  you  hate 'em  j 
S  3  They're 
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They're  peevifh,  pettifh  things,  that  hold  no  game  up, 
No  pleafure  neither;  they  are  iport  for  furgeons  ; 
I'll  warrant  you  I'll  fit  you  beyond  maidenhead  : 
A  fair  and  eafy  way  men  travel  right  in, 
And  with  delight,  difcourfe,  and  twenty  pleafures, 
They  enjoy  theirjourney;  madmen  creep  thro'  hedges. 

Otr.  I'm  metamorphos'd  !   Why  do  you  appear, 
I  conjure  you,  beyond  belief  thus  wanton  ? 

Flor.  Becaufe  I  would  give  you  pleafure  beyond 

belief. 

Think  me  ftill  in  my  father's  mill, 
Where  I  have  oft  been  fonnd-a 
Thrown  on  my  back, 
Om  a  well-fill'd  fack, 
While  the  mill  has  ftill  gone  round-a : 
Prithee,  firrah,  try  thy  fkill  •, 

And  again  let  the  mill  go  round-a  ! 
O/r.  Then  you  have  traded  ? 
Flor.  Traded  ?  how  mould  I  know  elfe  how  to  live, 

Sir, 

And  how  to  fatisfy  fuch  lords  as  you  are, 
Our  beft  guefts  and  our  richeft  ? 

Otr,  HoW  I  make  now  ! 
You  take  no  bafe  men  ? 

Flor.  Any  that  will  offer; 
All  manner  of  men,  and  all  religions,  Sir, 
We  touch  at  in  our  time ;  all  Hates  and  ages 
We  exempt  none. 

The  young  one,  the  old  one, 
The  fearful,  the  bold  one, 

The  lame  one,  tho'  ne'er  fo  unfound, 
The*  Jew  or  the  Turk, 
Have  leave  for  to  work, 

The  whilft  that  the  mill  goes  round. 
Otr.  You  are  a  common  thing  then  ? 
Flor.  No  matter,    fmce  you    have  your   private 

pleafure, 
And  have  it  by  an  artift  excellent : 

Whether 
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Whether  I  am  thus,  or  thus,  your  men  can  tell  you. 

Otr.  My  men  ?  defend  me  !  how  I  freeze  together, 
And  am  on  ice  !  Do  I  bite  at  fuch  an  orange  ? 
After  my  men  ?  I  am  preferred  ! 

Flor.  Why  flay  you  ? 

Why  do  we  talk,  my  lord,  and  lofe  our  time  ? 
Pleafure  was  made  for  lips,  and  fweet  embraces ; 
Let  lawyers  ufe  their  tongues  ! — Pardon  me,  Modefty ! 
This  defp'rate  way  muft  help ;  or  I  am  miserable. 

Otr.  She  turns,  and  wipes  her  face  j  (he  weeps  for 

certain  ! 

Some  new  way  now  •,  fhe  cannot  be  thus  beaftly  j 
She  is  too  excellent  fair  to  be  thus  impudent : 
She  knows  the  elements  of  common  loofenefs, 
The  art  of  lewdnefs  *'.     That,  that,  that — How  now, 
Sir? 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  The  king,  an't  pleafe  your  lordfhip,  is  alighted 
Clofe  at  the  gate. 

Otr.  The  king  ? 

Serv.  And  calls  for  you,  Sir  j 
Means  to  breakfaft  here  too. 

Flcr.   Then  I'm  happy  ! 

Otr.  Stolen  fo  fuddenly  ?  Go,  lock  her  up ; 
Lock  her  up  where  the  courtiers  may  not  fee  her-, 
Lock  her  up  cloiely,  firrah,  in  my  clofet, 

Serv.  I  will,  my  lord.  What,  does  flie  yield  yet  ? 

Otr.  Peace  ! 

She's  either  a  damn'd  devil,  or  an  angel. 
No  noife,  upon  your  life,  dame,  but  all  filence ! 

[Exeunt  Flor.  and  Serv. 

41  <Tbe  art  of  Itwdnejs.]  However  Florimel's  language  (hews  that 
(he  had  heard  of  the  elements  at  leaft  of  loofenefs,  yet  I  think  Otrante 
fhould  fay,  that  he  did  not  believe  flie  knew  the  practical  part  of  it, 
and  fo  I  would  read, 

Not  t}j   art  of  lewdnefi 
Or  rather  tliu?, 

Not  tk"  aft  of  lewdnefs.    Art  and  a£l  being  often  confounded 
both  in  Shakefpear  and  our  Authors.  Se-ivard. 

The  reft  of  the  fpcech  feems  to  confirm  the  old  reading. 

S  4  Enter 
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Enter  King,  Lords,  Vertigo,  Lifauro,  andferzo. 

Otr.  Your  majefty  heaps  too  much  honour  on  me, 
With  fuch  delight  to  view  each  feveral  corner 
Of  a  rude  pile  ;  there's  no  proportion  in't,  Sir. 

Phil.  Methinks  'tis  handfome,  and  the  rooms  along 
Are  neat,  and  well  contriv'd  ;  the  gallery 
Stands  pleafantly  and  iweet.     What  rooms  are  thefe? 

Otr.  They're  fluttifh  ones. 

Phil.  Nay,  I  muft  fee. 

Otr.  Pray  you  do,  Sir  : 
They're  lodging-chambers  o'er  a  homely  garden. 

Phil.  Fit  ftill,  and  handfome ;  very  well !  and  thofe  ? 

Otr.  Thofe  lead  to  th'  other  fide  o'  th'  houfe,  an't 
like  you. 

Phil.  Let  me  fee  thofe. 

Otr.  You  may ;  the  doors  are  open. — 
What  mould  this  view  mean  ?  I  am  half  fufpicious. 

Phil.  This  little  room  ? 

Otr.  'Tis  mean  ;  a  place  for  tram,  Sir, 
For  rubbim  of  the  houfe. 

Phil.  I  would  fee  this  too  : 
I  will  fee  all. 

Otr.  I  befeech  your  majefty  ! 
The  favour  of  it,  and  the  coarfe  appearance 

Phil.  'Tis  not  fq  bad  ;  you'd  not  offend  your  houfe 

with't: 
Come,  let  me  fee. 

Otr.  Faith,  Sir— 

Phil  I'faith,  Twill  fee. 

Otr.  My  groom  has  the  key,  Sir ;  and  'tis  ten  to  one— 

Phil.  But  I  will  fee  it.     Force  the  lock,  my  lords! 
There  be  fmiths  enough  to  mend  it  :  I  perceive 
You  keep  fome  rare  things  here,  you  would  not  fhew, 
Sir. 

Florimel  difcovered. 
Terzo.  Here's  a  fair  maid  indeed  ! 
Phil.  By  my  faith  is  (he  ; 

A  handfome 
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A  handfomegirl ! — Come  forward !  do  not  fear,  wench. 
Ay,  marry,  here's  a  treafure  worth  concealing. 
Call  in  the  miller. 

Otr.  Then  I  am  difcover'd  ! — 
I'll  confefs  all  before  the  miller  comes,  Sir : 
JTwas  but  intention ;  from  all  aft  I'm  clear  yet. 

Enter  Franio, 

Phil.  Is  this  your  daughter  ? 

Fra.  Yes,  an't  pleafe  your  highnefs, 
This  is  the  ih ape  of  her;  for  her  fubftance,  Sir, 
Whether  flic  be  now  honourable  or  difhonourable, 
Whetherfhebeawhiterofe,or  a  canker,  is  thequeftion, 
I  thank  my  lord,  he  made  bold  with  my  filly  : 
If  (he  be  for  your  pace,  you  had  beft  preferve  her,  Sir; 
She's  tender-mouth'd  ;  let  her  be  broken  handfomely ! 

Phil.  Maid,  were  you  ftol'n  ? 

Flor.  I  went  not  willingly, 
An't  pleafe  your  Grace;  1  was  ne'er  bred  fo  boldly. 

Phil.  How  has  he  us'd  you  ? 

Flor.  Yet,  Sir,  very  nobly. 

Phil.  Be  fureyou  tell  truth.  And  be  fure,  my  lord, 
You  have  not  wrong'd  her ;  if  you  have,  I  tell  you, 
You've  loft  me,  and  yourfelf  too !  Speak  again,  wench. 

Flor.  He  has  not  wrong'd  me,  Sir;  I'm  yet  a  maid: 
By  all  that's  white  and  innocent,  I  am,  Sir  ! 
Only  I  fuffer'd  under  ftrong  temptations, 
The  heat  of  youth  ;  but  Heav'n  deliver'd  me. — 
My  lord,  I  am  no  whore,  for  all  I  feign'd  it, 
And  feign'd  it  cunningly,  and  made  you  loath  me  : 
'Twas  time  to  out-do  you  ;  I  had  been  robb'd  elfe, 
I  had  been  miferable  ;  but  I  forgive  you. 

Phil.  What  recompenfe  for  this  ? 

O,tr.  A  great  one,  Sir ; 
Firlt  a  repentance,  and  a  hearty  one. 
Forgive  me,  fweet ! 

Flor.  I  do,  my  lord. 

Otr.  I  thank  you  ! 

The  next,  take  this,  and  thefe;  all  I  have,  Florimel! 

Flor, 
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Flor.  No,  good  my  lord,  thefe  often  corrupt  maidens ; 
I  dare  not  touch  at  thefe,  they're  lime  for  virgins ; 
But  if  you'll  give  me 

Ofr.  Any  thing  in  my  power, 
Or  in  my  purchafe. 

Flor.  Take  heed,  noble  Sir  ! 
You'll  make  me  a  bold  alker. 

Ofr.  Afk  me  freely. 

Flor.  Afk  you  ?  I  do  afk  you,  and  I  deferve  you ; 
I've  kept  you  from  a  crying  fin  would  damn  you 
To  men  and  time  ;  I  have  preferv'd  your  credit, 
That  would  have  died  to  all  pofterity  : 
Curfes  of  maids  mail  never  now  afflict  you, 
Nor  parents'  bitter  tears  make  your  name  barren. 
If  hedeferves  well  that  redeems  his  country, 
And  as  a  patriot  be  remember'd  nobly, 
Nay,  fet  the  higheft ;  may  not  I  be  worthy 
To  be  your  friend,  that  have  preferv'd  your  honour  ? 

Ofr.  You  are,  and  thus  I  take  you  ;  thus  I  feal  you 
Mine  own,  and  only  mine. 

Phil.  Count,  me  deferves  you  : 
And  let  it  be  my  happinefs  to  give  you  ! 

[Gives  her  to  Otrante. 

I've  giv'n  a  virtuous  maid  now,  I  dare  fay  it ; 
'Tis  more  than  blood.     I'll  pay  her  portion,  Sir; 
And  it  (hall  be  worthy  you. 

Fra.  I'll  fell  my  mill, 
I'll  pay  fome  too  !  I'll  pay  the  fidlers, 
And  we'll  have  all  i'  th'  country  at  this  wedding. 
Pray  let  me  give  her  too  :     Here,  my  lord,  take  her, 
Take  her  with  all  my  heart,  and  kifs  her  freely. 
'Would  I  could  give  you  all  this  hand  has  ftol'n  too, 
In  portion  with  her  !  'twould  make  her  a  little  whiter. 
The  wind  blows  fair  now  -,  get  me  a  young  miller  ! 

Vert.  She  muft  have  new  cloaths. 

Terzo.  Yes. 

Vert.  Yes,  marry  muft  fbe. 

If't  pleafe  ye, madam, let  me  fee  the flateof  your  body; 
J'll  ftt  you  infta'ntly. 

Phil, 
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Pbil.  Art  not  thou  gone  yet  ? 

Vert.  An't  pleafe  your  Grace,  a  gown,  a  handfome 

gown  now, 
An  orient  gown 

Phil.  Nay,  take  thy  pleafure  of  her. 

Vert.  Of  cloth  of  tiffue — I  can  fit  you,  madam  : 
(My  lords,  ftand  out  o'th'  light !)  a  curious  body  f 
The  neateft  body  in  Spain  this  day — with  embroiderM 

flowers, 

A  clinquant  petticoat  of  fome  rich  fluff, 
To  catch  the  eye :  I  have  a  thoufand  fafhions. 
Oh,  fleeve,  oh,  fleeve!  I'll  ftudy  a.11  night,  madam, 
To  magnify  your  fleeve. 

Ofr.  Do,  fuperflitious  taylor, 
When  you've  more  time. 

Flor.  Make  me  no  more  than  woman,  and  I'm  thine. 

Ofr.  Sir,  happily  my  wardrobe,  with  your  help, 
May  fit  her  initantly ;  will  you  try  her  ? 

Vert.  If  I  fit  her  not,  your  wardrobe  cannot : 
But  if  the  fafliion  be  not  there,  you  mar  her. 

Enter  Antonio,  ConftaUey  and  Officers. 
Ant.  Is  my  offence  fo  great,  ere  1  be  convict:, 
To  be  torn  with  rafcals  ?  If  it  be  law, 
Let  'em  be  wild  horfes  rather  than  thefe. 
Phil.  What's  that? 
Con.  This  is  a  man  fufpe&ed  of  murder,  if  it  pleafe 

your  Grace. 
Phil.  It  pleafes  me  not,  friend ;  but  who  fufpefh 

him? 
Con,    We  that  are  your  highnefs'  extraordinary 

officers, 

We  that  have  taken  our  oaths  to  maintain  you  in  peace. 
Phil.  'Twill  be  a  great  charge  to  you. 
Con.  'Tis  a  great  charge  indeed ; 
But  then  we  call  our  neighbours  to  help  us.   This 

gentleman 

And  another  were  fallen  out  (yet's  that's  more 
Than  I  am  able  to  fay,  for  I  heard  no  words 

Between 
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Between  'em,  but  what  their  weapons  fpoke,   clafti, 

and  clatter) 

Which  we  feeing,  came  with  our  bills  of  government, 
And  fi  rft  knock'd  down  their  weapons,  and  then  the  men. 
Phil.  And  this  you  did  to  keep  the  peace  ? 
Con.  Yes,  an't  like  your  Grace, 
We  knock'd  'em  down,  to  keep  the  peace  :  This  we 

laid  hold  on, 

The  other  we  fet  in  the  ftocks.     That  I  could  do 
By  mine  own  power,  without  your  majefly. 

Enter  Aminta. 

Phil.  How  fo,  Sir  ? 

Con.  I  am  a  Ihoemaker  by  my  trade. 

Amln.  Oh,  my  hufband  ! 
Why  ftands  my  hufband  as  a  man  endanger'd  ? 
Reftore  him  me,  as  you  are  merciful  t 
I'll  anfwer  for  him. 

Ant.  What  woman  is  this  ? 

What  hufband  ?  Hold  thy  bawling !  I  know  thee  for 
no  wife. 

Amm.  You  married  me  laft  night. 

Ant.  Thou  lieft  !  I  neither  was 
In  church  nor  houfe  laft  night,  nor  faw  I  thee. 
A  thing  that  was  my  friend,  1  fcorn  to  name  now, 
Was  with  Ifmenia,  like  a  thief,  and  there 
He  violated  a  facred  truft :  This  thou  mayft  know, 
Aminta. 

Amln.  Are  not  you  he  ? 

Ant.  No,  nor  a  friend  of  his : 
'Would  I  had  killed  him  !  I  hope  I  have. 

Amin.  That  was  my  hufband,  royal  Sir,  that  man, 
That  excellent  man ! 

Enter  Bellides. 

Ant.  That  villain,  that  thief  ! 
Bel.  Have  I  caught  you,  Sir  ?  Well  overtaken  ! 
7'his  is  mine  enemy.     Pardon,  my  fovereign  ! 
fbil.  Good  charity,  to  crave  pardon  for  your  enemy ! 

Bd. 
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Bel.  Mine  own  pardon,  Sir,  for  my  joy's  rudenefs. 

In  what  place  better  could  I  meet  my  foe, 

And  both  of  us  io  well  provided  too  ? 

He  with  fome  black  blood-thirfty  crime  upon  him, 

That  (ere  the  horie-leech  burft)  will  fuck  him  dry  •, 

I  with  a  fecond  accufation, ' 

Enough  to  break  his  neck,  if  need  mould  be ; 

And  then  to  have  e'en  Juftice'  ielf  to  right  us41 ! 

How  mould  I  make  my  joys  a  little  civil, 

They  might  not  keep  this  noife  ? 
Ant.  Here  is  fome  hope : 

Should  th'  axe  be  dull,  the  halter  is  preparing. 
Pbil.  What  is  your  accufation,  Sir?  We've  heard 
the  former. 

Enter  Julio. 

Bel.  Mine;  my  lord  ?  A  ftrong  one. 

Julio.  A  fa  Her  one,  Sir, 
At  lealt  malicious  •,  an  evidence 
Of  hatred  and  defpite  :  He  would  accufe 
My  poor  kinfrhan  of  that  he  never  dream'd  of^ 
Nor  waking  faw,  the  dealing  of  his  daughter,. 
She  whom,  I  know,  he  would  not  look  upon. 
Speak,  Antonio,  didft  thou  ever  ice  her  ? 

Ant.  Yes,  Sir  -,  I  have  feen  her. 

Eel.  Ah,  ha,  friend  Julio  1 

Julio.  He  might;  but  how?  With  an  unheedfuleye, 
An  accidental  view,  as  men  fee  multitudes, 
That  the  next  day  dare  not  precifely  fay 
They  faw  that  face,  or  that,  amongft  'em  all. 
Didit  thou  Ib  look  on  her  ? 

4*  Juftice  felf  to  right  KJ]  Is  from  the  moft  ancient  edition  ;  the 
oftavo  has  it, 

Jujlice  it  felf,  &C. 

The  reading  in  the  text  completes  the  meafure  here,  and  I  wifti  I 
could  have  done  the  fame  by  the  aMance  of  all  the  copies  through 
the  reft  of  the  play,  fpr  great  part  of  it  is  fo  far  from  being  verfe,  that 
it  has  no  pretence  to  any  fuch  thing, and  indeed  in  a  multitude  of  places 
is  neitl.er  k  ^er  nor  worfe  than  profe  run  mad.  Sympfon. 

Thi  juftke|to  the  meafure  has  been  attempted  in  this  edition. 
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Bel.  Guilty,  guilty  ! 
His  looks  hang  themfelves. 

Phil.  Your  patience,  gentlemen  ! 
I  pray  you  tell  me  if  I  be  in  error ; 
I  may  fpeak  often  when  I  mould  but  hear  : 
This  is  fome  mow  you  would  prefent  us  with, 
And  I  do  interrupt  it.     Pray  you  fpeak, 
(It  feems  no  more)  is't  any  thing  but  a  mow  ? . 

Bel.  My  lord,  this  gentlewoman  can  fliew  you  all, 
So  could  my  daughter  too,  if  me  were  here  : 
By  this  time  they  are  both  immodeft  enough. 
She  is  fled  me,  and  I  accufe  this  thief  for't. 
Don  Martino,  his  own  friend,  is  my  teftimony  j 
A  practis'd  night-work  ! 

Phil.  That  Martino's  the  other 
In  your  cuftody  -,  he  was  forgotten  : 
Fetch  him  hither. 

Con.  We'll  bring  the  ilocks  and  all  elfe, 
An't  pleafe  your  Grace  ! 

Enter  Buftopha  and  IJmenia. 

Amin.  That  man's  my  hufband  certain, 
Inftead  of  this:  Both  would  have  deceiv'd,  and  both 
Beguil'd  45. 

Buft.  So  ho,  miller,  miller  !  look  out,  miller  ! 
Is  there  ne'er  a  miller  amongft  you  here,  gentlemen  ? 

Terzo.  Yes,  Sir,  here  is  a  miller  amongft  gentlemen, 
A  gentleman  miller. 

Buft_.  I  mould  not  be  far  off  then  ; 
There  went  but  a  pair  of  meers  and  a  bodkin  between .us, 
Will  you  to  work,  miller?  here  is  a  maid 
Has  a  fack  full  of  news  for  you :  Shall  your  Hones  walk  ? 

4;  Botbivou'd  have  deceit  d,  a nd  both  beguiFd. ]  What,  deceived 
and  beguird  too  ?  Aininta  purpos'd  no  fuch  tautology,  but  only  thac 
frbc  and  Martino  were  two  defigning  cheats,  and  had  been  as  well 
fitted  for  their  purposed  knavery.  But  as  the  old  reading  does  not,  nay 
cannot  make  out  this  fenfe,  1  fufpedt  we  fhoa'd  write  thus, 

Loth  (i.e.  of  us)  *voould have  deceit' <l.  and  both  are  beguiled. 

SyMpfon, 
The  old  reading  bears  the  Cane  fenfe. 

Will 
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Will  you  grind,  miller  ? 

Phil.  This  your  fon,  Franio  ? 

Fra.  My  ungracious,  my  difobedient, 
My  unnatural,  my  rebel  fon,  my  lord. 

Euft.  Fy  !  your  hopper  runs  over,  miller. 

Fra.  This  villain 

(Of  my  own  flefh  and  blood)  was  accefiary 
To  the  dealing  of  my  daughter. 

Buft.  Oh  mountain, 
Shalt  thou  call  a  molehill  a  fcab  upon  the  face  of  the 

earth  ? 

Tho'  a  man  be  a  thief,  (hall 
A  miller  call  him  fo  ?  Oh,  egregious  ! 

Julio.  Remember,  firrah,  who  you  fpeak  before. 

Buft.  I  fpeak  before  a  miller,  a  thief  in  grain ; 
For  he  fteals  corn  :  He  that  Heals  a  wench, 
Is  a  true  man  to  him. 

Phil.  Can  you  prove  that  ? 
You  may  help  another  caufe  that  was  in  pleading. 

Buft.  I'll  prove  it  ftrongly.  He  that  fteals  corn,  fteals 
The  bread  of  the  commonwealth  ;  he  that  fteals 
A  wench,  fteals  but  the  flefli. 

Phil,  And  how 
Is  the  bread-ftealing  more  criminal  than  the  flefli  ? 

Buft.  He  that  fteals  bread,  fteals  that  which  is 
Lawful  every  day  5  he  that  fteals  flelh,  fteals  nothing 

from  the  rafting  day: 
Ergo,  to  fteal  the  bread  is  the  arranter  theft. 

Pbil.  This  is  to  fome  purpofe. 

Buft.  Again,  he 

That  fteals  flelh  fteals  for  his  own  belly  full; 
He  that  fteals  bread,  robs  the  guts  of  others : 
Ergo,  the  arranter  thief  the  bread-ftealer. 
Again,  he  that  fteals  flefh,   fteals  once,   and  gives 

over; 

Yes,  and  often  pays  for  it ;  the  other 
Steals  every  day,  without  fatisfa&ion. 
To  conclude,    bread-ftealing  is  the   more  capital 
crime  i 

For 
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For  what  he  fleals,  he  puts  it  in  at  the  head; 
He  that  deals  flefh  (as  the  Dutch  author  fays) 
Puts  it  in  at  the  foot  (the  lower  member). 
Will  you  go  as  you  are  now,  miller? 

Phil.  How  has  this  fatisfied  you,  don  Bellides? 

Bel.  Nothing,  my  lord;  my  caufe  is  ferious! 
I  claim  a  daughter  from  that  loving  thief  there. 

Ant.  I  would  I  had  her  for  you,  Sir  ! 

Bel.  Ha,  ha,  Julio! 

Julio.  How  faid  you,  Antonio !  Wilh  you,  you  had 
his  daughter  ? 

Ant.  With  my  foul  I  wifh  her;  and  my  body 
Shall  perifh,  but  I  will  enjoy  my  foul's  wifh. 
I  would  have  flain  my  friend  for  his  deceit, 
But  I  do  find  his  own  deceit  hath  paid  him. 

Julio.  Will  you  vex  my  foul  forth  ?  no  other  choice 
But  where  my  hate  is  rooted  ?  Come  hither,  girl ! 
Whofe  pretty  maid  art  thou  ? 

IJm.  The  child  of  a  poor  man,  Sir. 

Julio.  The  better  for  it.  With  myfovereign's  leave, 
I  will  wed  thee  to  this  man,  will  he,'  nill  he. 

Phil.  Pardon  me,  Sir,  I'll  be  no  love-enforcer  j 
I  ufe  no  power  of  mine  unto  thofe  ends. 

Julio.  Wilt  thou  have  him  ? 

IJm.  Nofunlefs  he  love  me. 

Ant.  I  do  love  thee :  Farewell  all  other  beauties ! 
I  fettle  here.     You  are  Ifmenia.         \Aflde  to  IJmsnia. 

Ifm.  The  fame  I  was;  better,  norworfe,  Antonio. 

Ant.  I  fhall  have  your  confent  here,  I  am  fure,  Sir, 

Bel.  With  all  my  heart,  Sir;  nay,  if  you  accept  it, 
I'll  do  this  kindnefs  to  mine  enemy, 
And  give  her  as  a  father. 

Ant.  She'll  thank  you  as  a  daughter  j 
Will  you  not,  Ifmenia  ? 

Bel.  How!  Ifmenia? 

Ifm.  Your  daughter,  Sir. 

Bel.  Is  itpoffible?— 

Away,  you  feeble-witted  things !  You  thought 
You'd  caught  the  old  ones !  You  wade,  you  wade 

In 
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In  fhallow  fords;  we  can  fv/im,  we:  Look  here! 
We  made  the  match;  we  are  all  friends,  good  friends: 
Thin,  thin !  Why,  the  fool  knew  all  this,  this  fool. 
Buft.  Keep  that  to  yourfelf,  Sir;  what  I  knew  I 

knew : 
This  fack  is  a  witnefs.     Miller,  this  is  not  for  your 

thumbing. 

Here's  gold  lace;  you  may  fee  her  in  her  holiday 
Cloaths  if  you  will ;  I  was  her  wardrobe-man. 

Enter  Marfino,  Aminta,  Conftable  and  Officers. 

Ant.  You  beguiFd  me  well,  Sir. 

Mart.  Did  you  fpeak  to  me,  Sir? 

Ant.  It  might  feem  to  you,  Martino ; 
Your  confcience  has  quick  ears. 

Mart.  My  fight  was 
A  little  dim  i'th'  dark  indeed  j  fo  was 
My  feeling  cozen'd;  yet  I  am  content: 
I  am  the  better  underftander  now ; 
I  know  my  wife  wants  nothing  of  a  woman ! 
There  you're  my  junior. 

Ant.  You're  not  hurt  ? 

Mart.  Not  fhrewdly  hurt; 

I  have  good  flelh  to  heal,  you  fee,  good  round  flefli. 
Thefe  cherries  will  be  worth  chopping,  crack  ftones 

and  all ; 

I  ihould  not  give  much  to  boot  to  ride 
In  your  new,  and  you  in  my  old  ones  now. 

Ant.  You  miftake  the  weapon  :  Are  you  not  hurt? 

Mart.  A  little  fcratch;  butlftiall  claw't  off  well 
enough, 

Enter  Gillian. 

Gil.  I  can  no  longer  own  what  is  not  mine, 
With  a  free  confcience.     My  liege,  your  pardon. 
Phil.  For  what  ?— Who  knows  this  woman  ? 
Fra.  I  belt,  my  lord ;  I've  been  acquainted  with  her 


Thefe  forty  fummers,  and  as  many  winters, 

Were  it  fpring  again :  She's  like  the  gout  5 1  can  gc 

VOL.  VII.  T  N< 
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No  cure  for  her. 

Phil.  Oh,  your  wife,  Franio  ? 
Fra.  'Tis  *  oh,  my  wife'  indeed,  my  lord ;  a  painful 
Stitch  to  my  fide;  'would  it  were  pick'd  out! 

Phil.  Well,  Sir, 
Your  filence ! 

Buft.  Will  you  be 

Older  and  older  every  day  than  other? 
The  longer  you  live  the  older  ftill  ?  Muft  his  majefty 
Command  your  filence,  ere  you'll  hold  your  tongue  ? 
Phil.  Your  reprehenfion  runs  into  the  fame  fault; 
Pray,  Sir,  will  you  be  filent? 

Eufl.  I  have  told  him 
Of  this  before  now,  my  liege  3  but  age 

Will  have  his  courfe,  and  his  weaknelfes 

Phil.  Good  Sir, 
Your  forbearance. 

Buft.  And  his  frailties,  and  his  follies, 
As  I  may  fay,  that  cannot  hold  his  tongue 

"Ere  he  be  bidden 

Phil.  Why,  firrah  ! 
Buft.  But  I  believe 

Your  majeity  will  not  be  long  troubled  with  him: 
1  hope  that  woman  has  fomething  to  confefs 
Will  hang  them  both. 

Phil.  Sirrah,  you'll  pull  your  deftiny  upon  you, 
If  you  ceafe  not,  the  fooner. 

Buft.  Nay,  I  have  done,  my  liege;  yet 
It  grieves  me  that  I  Ihould  call  that  man  father, 
That  fhould  be  fo  fhamelefs,  that  being  commanded 

To  hold  his  tongue 

Phil.  To  th'  porter's  lodge  with  him, 
Buft.  I  thank  your  Grace !  I  have  a  friend  there. 
Phil.  Speak,  woman  ! 
If  any  interruption  meet  thee  more,  it  fliall 
Be  pimifh'd  fharply. 

Gil.  Good  my  liege,  (I  dare  not) 
Afk  you  the  queftion  why  that  old  man  weeps. 
" PhiL  Who?  count  Julio?  I  obferv'd  it  not. 

You 
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You  hear  the  queftion/Sir;  will  you  give  the  caufe  ? 

Julio.  Oh,  my  lord,  it  hardly  will  get  paflage, 
(It  is  a  forrowof  that  greatnefs  grown) 
'Lefs  it  diflblve  in  tears,  and  come  by  parcels. 

Gil.  I'll  help  you,  Sir,  in  the  delivery, 
And  bring  you  forth  a  joy :   You  loft  a  daughter. 
Julio.  'Twas  that  recounted  thought  brought  forth 

thefe  forrows. 

Gil.  She's  found  again.  Know  you  this  mantle,  Sir? 
Julio.  Ha? 

Gil.  Nay,  leave  your  wonder;  I'll  explain  it  to  you. 
This  did  enwrap  your  child,  whom  ever  fmce 
1  have  call'd  mine,  when  nurfe  Amaranta, 
In  a  remove  from  Mora  to  Corduba, 
Was  feiz'd  on  by  a  fierce  and  hungry  bear; 
She  was  the  ravin's  prey,  as  Heav'n  fo  would! 
He  with  his  booty  fill'd,  forfook  the  babe  : 
All  this  was  in  my  fight ;  and  fo  long  I  faw, 
Until  the  cruel  creature  left  my  fight; 
At  which  advantage  I  adventnr'd  me 
To  refcue  thefweet  lamb:  I  did  it,  Sir; 
And  ever  fmce  I  have  kept  back  your  joy, 
And  made  it  mine.     But  age  hath  wearied  me, 
And  bids  me  back  reftoreunto  the  owner 
What  I  unjuftlykept  thefe  fourteen  years. 

Julio.  Oh,  thou  haft  ta'en  fo  many  years  from  me, 
And  made  me  young  as  was  her  birth-day  to  me. 
Oh,  good  my  liege,  give  my  joys  a  pardon  ! 
I  muft  go  pour  a  blefling  on  my  child, 
Which  here  would  be  too  rude  and  troublefome.  [Ex, 
Phil.  Franio,  you  knew  this  before  ? 
Buft.  Oh,  oh  !  Item  for  you,  miller! 
Fra.  I  did,  my  liege ;  I  muft  confefs  I  did  : 
And  I  confefs,  I  ne'er  would  have  confefs'd, 
Had  not  that  woman's  tongue  begun  to  me. 
We  poor  ones  love,  and  would  have  comforts,  Sir, 
As  well  as  great.     This  is  no  ftrange  fault,  Sir ; 
There's  many  men  keep  other  mens'  children, 
As  tho'  they  were  their  own. 
T  2 
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Eufl.  It  may  ftretch 

Further  yet  ;  I  befeech  you,  my  liege,  let 
This  woman  be  a  little  further  examin'd; 
Let  the  wards  of  her  confcience  be  fearch'd44: 
I  would  know  how  fhe  came  by  me  ;  I  am 
A  loft  child,  if  I  be  theirs:  Though  I  have 
Been  brought  up  in  a  mill,  yet  I  had  ever 
A  mind,  methought,  to  be  a  greater  man. 

Phil.  She  will  reiblve  you  fure. 

Gil.  Ay,  ay, 

Boy  ;  thou  art  mine  own  fiefh  and  blood,  born 
Of  mine  own  body. 

Biift.  'Tis  very  unlikely 

That  fuch  a  body  fhould  bear  me  !  There's  no 
Truft  inthefe  millers.  Woman,  tell  the  truth! 
My  father  fhall  forgive  thee,  whatfoever 
He  was,  were  he  knight,  fquire,  or  captain  •,  lefs, 
He  fhoiild  not  be. 

'Gil.  Thou  art  mine  own  child,  boy. 

Bitft.  And  was  the  miller  my  father  ? 

Gil.  Wonldft  thou  make 
Thy  mother  a  whore,  knave  ? 

Eufl.  Ay,  if  fhe  make  me 

A  baftard.  The  rack  muft  make  her  confefs,  my  lord  -, 
I  fhall  never  come  to  know  who  I  am  elfe. 
J  have  a  worfhipful  mind  in  me  fure  ;  methinks 
I  do  fcorn  poor  folks. 


Enter  Otrante,  floryneL  Julio,  &c. 
Phil.  Here  conies  the  brighteft  glory  of  the  day; 
Love  yok'dwith  love,  the  beft  equality, 
Without  the  level  of  eftate  or  perfon45. 

Julio. 

•*•!•  Let  toe  words  of  her  confcience  be  fearch'd  ]  Sympfon  reads 
•tvoy&JsfotTWorttr.  We  thinks  wards  is  as  much  more  congiuous  to 
tuereofe,  as  it.  is  nearer  the  trace  of  the  letters. 

<->•  Level  of  eftate  or  perfon.]  In  the  buiincfs  of  match-making,  ge- 
nerally the  chief  consideration  turns  rot  on  the  quality  of  the  perfons, 
but  the  quantity  of  their  means.  If  U,  then  jpoflibly  the  Poc's  rinde 
?i.c  king  cxprefs  hjm'elf  thus, 

Wit'oVU 
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Julio.  You  both  fhall  be  rewarded  bountifully  ; 
We'll  be  a-kin  too ;  brother  and  lifter  ' 
Shall  be  chang'd  with  us  ever. 

Buft.  Thank  you,  uncle !  My  fitter  is  my  coufin 
Yet  at  thelaft  caft:  Farewell,  fifter-fofter ! 
If  I  had  known  the  civil  law  would  have 
Allowed  it,  thou  hadft  had  another  manner 
Of  hufband  than  thou  hall;  but  much  good  do  thee ! 

I'll  dance  at  thy  wedding,  kifs  the  bride,  and  fo • 

Julio.  Why,  how  now,  firrah? 
Buft.  'Tis  lawful  now,  fhe's  none  of  my  fifter. 
It  was  a  miller  and  a  lord 
That  had  a  fcabbard  and  a  fword, 
He  put  it  up  in  the  country  word, 

The  miller  and  his  daughter. 

She  has  a  face,  and  fhe  can  fmg, 
She  has  a  grace,  and  fhe  can  fpring, 
She  has  a  place  with  another  thing, 

Tradoodle. 

Fra.  A  knavifh  brother  of  yours,  my  lord. 
Buft.  'Would  I 
Were  acquainted  with  yourtaylor,  noble  brother. 
Otr.  You  may;  there  he  is!  mine,  newly  entertain'd. 
Vert.  If  you  have  any  work  for  me,  I  can  fit  you,  Sir  j 
I  fitted  the  lady. 

Buft.  My  fifter,  taylor? 
What  fits  her  will  hardly  fit  me. 

Vert.  Who  fits  her 
May  fit  you,  Sir ;  the  taylor  can  do  both. 
Buft.  You  have  a  true  yard,  taylor  ? 

Without  the  level  of  eflate  or  portion. 
So  in  this  very  play,  aft  ii.  fcene  ii.  Martino  fays  to  Antonio, 

• You  not  conf.der,  Sir, 

The  great  difparity  ii  in  their  bloods^ 

Ellatcs,  and  fortunes. 

Unlef>  the  reader  will  fay  that  perfon  above  may  mean  the  quality  of 
blood.  On  that  fuppofition  indeed  the  line  may  Hand  without  any 
alteration.  Sjmpfon. 

As  it  undoubtedly  fliould  do,  fpice  ofhypercriticifm. 

T  3  Vert. 
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Vert.  Ne'er  a  whit  too  long,  I  warrant  you. 

Bitft.  Then,  taylor,  march  with  me  away ! 
I  fcorn  thefe  robes,  I  muft  be  gay } 
My  noble  brother  he  fliall  pay 

Tom  Taylor.  [Exeunf. 

Phil.  Your  recover'd  friendfhips  are  found,  gen- 
tlemen ? 

Bel.  At  heart,  at  heart,  my  lord :  The  worm  fhallnot 
Beyond  many  ages  find  a  breach  to  enter  at. 

Phil.  Theie  lovers'  unities  I  will  not  doubt  of. 
How  happy  have  you  made  our  progrefs  then, 
To  be  the  witnefs  of  fuch  fair  accords  ! 
Come,  now  we'll  eat  with  you,  my  lord  Otrante  : 
*Tis  a  charge  fav'd ;  you  muft  not  grudge  your  gueft  j 
'Tis  both  my  welcome,  and  your  wedding-feaft. 

[Exeunt  omnes. 
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A     TRAGI-COMEDY. 


The  Commendatory  ferfes  by  Gardiner  afcribe  this  play  (which  ii-at 
firjt  printed  in  the  folia  of  1647^  to  Fletcher  alone.  It  bath  no: 
teen  afied  ivitkin  the  memory  of  any  pirfon  now  living,  nor  do  -~Mt 
kww  of  any  alteration  of  it» 


T4  DRAMATIS 


DRAMATIS    PERSONS. 

M  E  N. 

Valetta,  fbe  Grand-mafter  of  Malta. 

Miranda,  an  Italian  gentleman,  the  Knight  of  Malta. 

Aftorius,    1 

>   two  kmvhts  of  the  order. 
Caftnot,    j 

Mountferrat,  a  knight  of  the  order,  but  a  'villain. 

Gomera,  a  deferring  Spanijh  gentleman. 

Norandine,  a  'valiant  merry  Dane,  commander  in  chief 

of  the  gallics  of  Malta. 
Colonna,  alias  Angelo,  a  captive  redeemed  from  the 

gallies,  and  beloved  of  Miranda. 
Rocca;  Jervant  andinftrumenl  to  Mountferrat. 
Two  Bifhops. 
Soldiers. 
Corporal. 
Prifoners. 
Two  Marfhals. 
Do&or. 

One  of  the  Efguard. 
Servants. 

WOMEN. 

Oriana,  fifter  to  Valetta,  and  wife  of  Gomera. 
Velleda,  attendant  on  Oriana. 
Zanthia,  alias  Abdella,  a  Moor,Jerevant  to  Oriana. 
Lucinda,  a   beautiful   Turkijh  woman,  contracted  U 

Angelo,  prifoner  to  Miranda. 
Two  Gentlewomen. 

SCENE,     MALTA. 

THE 
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A  C  T     I.        S  C  E  N  E     I. 

Enter  Mountferrat. 
Mounfferrat.  "|~~"\AR£S  me  defpife  me  thus? 


D. 
me,  that  with  fpoil 


.And  hazardous   exploits,    full 

fixteen  years 
Have  led  (as  hand-maids)  Fortune,  Victory, 
Whom  the  Maltczi  call  my  fervitors  ? 
Tempefts  I  have  fubdued,  and  fought  them  calm, 
Out-lighten'd  light'ning  in  my  chivalry, 
Rid  (tame  as  Patience)  billows  that  kick'd  Heav'n, 
Whittled  enraged  Boreas  'till  his  gufts 
Were  grown  fo  gentle,  that  he  feem'd  to  figh, 
Becauie  he  could  not  fhew  the  air  my  keel  -, 
And  yet  I  cannot  conquer  her  bright  eyes, 
Which,  tho'  they  blaze,  both  comfort  and  invite ; 
Neither  by  force,  nor  fraud,  pafs  thro'  her  ear, 
Whofe  guard  is  only  blulhing  Innocence, 
To  take  the  leaft  pofieflion  of  her  heart. 
Did  I  attempt  her  with  a  thread-bare  name, 
Un-napt  with  meritorious  actions, 
She  might  with  colour  difallow  my  fuit : 
But,  by  the  honour  of  this  Chriftian  crofs, 
(In  blood  of  infidels  fo  often  died, 
Which  mine  own  foul  and  fword  hath  fixed  here, 

And 
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And  neither  favour,  nor  birth's  privilege) 
Oriana  (hall  confefs,  (altho*  me  be 
Valetta's  lifter,  our  Grand-mafter  here) 
The  wages  of  fcorn'd  love  is  baneful  hate, 

And,  if  I  rule  not  her,  I'll  rule  her  fate. 

«* 

Enter  Rocca. 
Rocca,  my  trufty  fervant,  welcome ! 

Rocca.  Sir, 

I  wifh  my  news  deferv'd  it !  Haplefs  I, 
That,  being  lov'd  and  trufted,  fail  to  bring 
The  loving  anfwer  that  you  do  expert. 

Mount/.  Why  fpeak'it  thou  from  me  ?  thy  pleas'd 

eyes  fend  forth 

Beams  brighter  than  the  ftar  that  ufhers  day ; 
Thy  fmiles  reftore  fick  expectation. 

Rocca.  I  bring  you,  Sir,  her  fmiles,  not  mine. 

Mountf.  Her  fmiles  ? 

Why,  they  are  prefents  for  kings'  eldeft  fons : 
Great  Solyman,  that  wearies  his  hot  eyes 
But  to  perufe  his  deck'd  feraglio, 
When  from  the  number  of  his  concubines 
He  chufeth  one  for  that  night,  in  his  pride 
Of  them,  wives,  wealth,  is  not  fo  rich  as  I 
In  this  one  fmile,  from  Oriana  fent. 

Rocca.  Sir,  fare  you  well ! 

Mountf.  Oh,  Rocca !  thou  art  wife, 
And  wouldft  not  have  the  torrent  of  my  joy 
Ruin  me  headlong !  Aptly  thou  conceiv'ft, 
If  one  reviving  fmile  can  raife  me  thus, 
What  trances  will  the  fweet  words  which  thou  bring'fir 
Caft  me  into.     I  felt,  my  deareft  friend, 
(No  more  my  fervant)  when  I  employ 'd  thee, 
That  knew'ft  to  look  and  fpeak  as  lovers  mould, 
And  carry  faithfully  thy  matter's  fighs, 
That  it  mud  work  fome  heat  in  hec  cold  heart  j 
And  all  my  labours  now  come  fraughted  home 
With  ten-fold  prize. 

Rocca.  Will  you  yet  hear  me  ? 

Mountf. 
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Mountf.  Yes: 

But  take  heed,  gentle  Rocca,  that  thou  doft 
Tenderly  by  degrees  afiault  mine  ears 
With  her  confent,  now  to  embrace  my  love ; 
For  thou  well  know'ft  I've  been  fo  plung'd,  fp  torn 
With  her  refolved  reject,  and  neglect, 
That  to  report  her  foft  acceptance  now 
Will  ftupify  fenfe  in  me,  if  not  kill. 
Why  fhew'ft  thou  this  diftemper  ? 

Rocca.  Draw  your  fword, 
And,  when  I  with  my  breath  have  blaftcd  you^ 
Kill  me  with  it: 

I  bring  you  fmiles  of  pity,  not  affection, 
For  fuch  me  fent. 

Mountf.  Oh  !  can  me  pity  me  ? 
Of  all  the  paths  lead  to  a  woman's  love, 
Pity's  the  ftraighteft. 

Rocca.  Waken,  Sir,  and  know 
That  her  contempt  (if  you  can  name  it  fo) 
Continues  dill  -,  me  bids  you  throw  your  pearl 
Into  ftrong  ftreams,  and  hope  to  turn  them  fo, 
Ere  her  to  foul  difhonour;  write  your  plaints 
In  rocks  of  coral  grown  above  the  lea  •, 
Them  hope  to  foften  to  companion, 
Or  change  their  modeft  blufh  to  love-fick  pale, 
Ere  work  her  to  your  impious  requefts. 
All  your  loofe  thoughts  me  chides  you  home  again, 
But  with  fuch  calm  behaviour,  and  mild  looks, 
She  gentlier  denies  than  others  grant, 
For  juft  as  others  love,  fo  doth  me  hate. 
She  fays,  that  by  your  order  you  are  bound 
From  marrying  ever,  and  much  marvels  then 
You  would  thus  violate  her,  and  your  own/tf//£, 
That  being  the  virgin  you  mould  now  protect. 
Hitherto,  me  profefles,  m*  has  conceal'd 
Your  luftful  batt'ries ;  but  the  next,  me  vows, 
(In  open  hall,  before  the  honour'd  crofs, 
And  her  great  brother)  me  will  quite  difclofe, 
Calling  for  juftice,  to  your  utter  lhame. 

Meuntf, 
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Mountf.  Hence !  find  the  Blackamoor  that  waits 

upon  her, 

Bring  her  unto  me  ;  fhe  doth  love  me  yet, 
And  I  muft  her  now,  at  leafl  feem  to  do. 
Cupid,  thy  brands  that  glow  thus  in  my  veins, 
I  will  with  blood  extinguifn  ! — Art  not  gone  ? 

[Exit  Rocca. 

Shall  my  defires,  like  beggars,  wait  at  door, 
Whilft  any  others  revel  in  her  breaft  ? 
Sweat  on,  my  fpirits  !  Know,  thou  trick'd-up  toy, 
My  love's  a  violent  flood,  where  thou  art  fall'n  ; 
Playing  with  which  tide  th'  hadft  been  gently  tofs'd, 
But,  crofiing  it,  thou  art  o'erwhelm'd  and  loft. 

Enter  Aftorius  and  Caftriot. 

Cafl.  Monfieur,  good  day  ! 

AJlo.  Good  morrow,  valiant  knight ! 
What,  are  you  for  this  great  folemnity 
This  morn  intended  ? 
.  Mountf.  What  folemnity  ? 

Aflo.  Xh*  invefting  of  the  martial  Spaniard, 
Peter  Gomera,  with  our  Chrifcian  badge. 

Cafl.  And  young  Miranda,  the  Italian  ; 
Both  which,  with  wondrous  prowefs  and  great  luck^- 
Havedar'd  and  done  for  Malta  fuch  high  feats, 
That  not  one  fort  in  it  but  rings  their  names 
As  loud  as  any  man's. 

Mountf.  As  any  man's  ? 
Why,  we  have  fought  for  Malta. 

Afto.  Yes,  Mountferrat, 
No  bold  km'ght  ever  pafc  you;  but  we  wear 
The  dignity  of  Chriftians  on  our  breaits, 
And  have  a  long  time  triumph'd  for  our  conquefts : 
Thefe  conquer'd  a  long  time,  not  triumph'd  yet. 

Mountf.  Aitorius,  you're  a  moft  indulgent  knight, 
Detracting  from  yourfelf,  to  add  to  others. 
You  know  this  title  is  the  period 
To  all  our  labours,  the  extremity 
Of  that  tall  pyramid,  where  honour  hangs  j 

Which 
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Which  we  with  fweat  and  agony  have  reach'd, 
And  fhould  not  then  fo  eafily  impart 
So  bright  a  wreath  to  every  cheap  defert. 

Caft.  How  is  this  Frenchman  chang'd^  Aflorius ! 
Some  fullen  difcontent  poffeffes  him, 
That  makes  him  envy  what  he  heretofore 
Did  moft  ingenuoufly  but  emulate. 

Mount.  Oh,  furious  defire,  how  like  a  whirlwind 
Thou  hurrieft  me  beyond  mine  honour's  point ! 
Out  of  my  heart,  bafe  luft !  or,  heart,  I  vow 
Thofe  flames  that  heat  me  thus,  I'll  burn  thee  in.  [Afide. 

Afto.  Do  you  obferve  him  ? 

Mount/.  What  news  of  the  Dane  ? 
That  valiant  captain  Norandine  ? 

Caft.  He  fights  ftill, 

In  view  o'th' town ;  he  plays  the  devil  with  'em, 
And  they,  the  Turks  with  him. 

Mountf.  They're  well  met  then; 
'Twere  fin  to  fever  'em.   Pifh — woman — memory — 
'Would  one  of  ye  would  leave  me !  {Ajidc. 

Afto.  Six  frelh  gallies 
I  in  St.  Angelo  from  the  promontory 
This  morn  ckfcried,  making  a  girdle  for  him ; 
But  our  Great-mailer  doth  intend  relief 
This  prefent  meeting.     Will  you  walk  along  ? 

Mountf.  Hum— I  have  read,  ladies  enjoy 'd  have 

been 

The  gulphs  of  worthiefl  men,  buried  their  names* 
TheirYormer  valour,  bounty,  beauty,  virtue, 
And  fent  them  (linking  to  untimely  graves. 
I  that  cannot  enjoy,  by  her  difdain, 
Am  like  to  prove  as  wretched.     Woman  then 
Checking,  or  granting  is  the  grave  of  men.     [Afidc. 

Afto.  He's,  faying  of  his  prayers  fure, 

Caft.  Will  you  go,  Sir? 

Mount/.  I  cry  you  mercy !  I  am  fo  tranfported 
(Your  pardon,  noble  brothers)  with  a  bufmefs 
That  doth  concern  all  Malta,  that  I  am 
(Anon  you'll  hear  it)  almoit  blind  and  deaf— 

(Luft 
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(Luft  neither  fees  nor  hears  aught  but  itfelf ) — 
But  I  will  follow  inftantly.     Your  crofs. 

Ajlo.  Not  mine.  [Crofs  dro-pt. 

Caft.  Nor  mine ;  'tis  yours. 

Afto.  Caft.  Good  morrow,  brother.  [Exeunt. 

Mount/.  White  innocent  iign,  thou  dofl  abhor  to 

dwell 

So  near  the  dim  thoughts  of  this  troubled  breaft, 
And  grace  thefe  gracelefs  projects  of  my  heart! 

Enter  Zanthia,  alias  Abdella. 
Yet  I  muft  wear  thee,  to  protect  my  crimes, 
If  not  for  confcience,  for  hypocrify  ; 
Some  churchmen  fo  wear  caffocks.  Oh,  my  Zanthia, 
My  pearl,  that  fcorns  a  ftain !  I  much  repent 
All  my  neglects;  let  me,  Ixion  like, 
Embrace  my  black  cloud,  fmce  my  Juno  is 
So  wrathful,  and  averfe :  Thou  art  more  foft 
And  full  of  dalliance  than  the  faireil  flefh, 
And  far  more  loving. 

Zant.  Ay,  you  fay  fo  now ; 
But,  like  a  property,  when  I  have  ferv'd 
Your  turns,  you'll  caft  me  off,  or  hang  me  up 
For  a  fign  fomewhere. 

Mount/.  May  my  life  then  forfake  me, 
Or,  from  my  expected  blifs,  be  call  to  hell ! 

Zant.  My  tongue,  Sir,  cannot  lifp  to  meet  you  fo, 
Nor  my  black  cheek  put  on  a  feigned  blufh, 
To  make  me  feem  more  modeft  than  I  am. 
This  ground-work  will  not  bear  adult'rate  red, 
Nor  artificial  white,  to  cozen  love. 
Thefe  dark  locks  are  not  purchas'd,  nor  thefe  teeth, 
For  ev'ry  night  they  are  my  bedfellows  ; 
No  bath,  no  blanching  water,  fmoothing  oils, 
Doth  mend  me  up ;  and  yet,  Moimtferrat,  knov,% 
I  am  as  full  of  pleafure  in  the  touch 
As  e'er  a  white-fac'd  puppet  of  'em  all, 
Juicy,  and  firm  j  unfledge  tfiem  of  their  tires, 
Their  wires,  their  partlets,  pins,  and  perrivv  ££, 

And 
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And  they  appear  like  bald-cootes,  in  the  neft : 
I  can  as  blithly  work  in  my  love's  bed, 
And  deck  thy  fair  neck  withthefe  jetty  chains, 
Sing  thee  afleep,  being  wearied;  and,  refrefh'd, 
With  the  fame  organ,  fleal  deep  off  again. 

Mount/ .  Oh,  my  black  fwan,  flecker  than  cygnet's 

plufh1, 

Sweeter  than  is  the  fweet  of  pomander, 
Breath'd  like  curl'd  Zephyrus,  cooling  limon-trees, 
Straight  as  young  pines,  or  cedars  in  the  grove ! 
Quickly  defcend,  lovers'  beft  canopy, 
Still  Night,  for  Zanthia  doth  enamour  me 
Beyond  all  continence !  Perpetrate,  dear  wench, 
What  thou  haft  promis'd,  and  I  vow  by  Heav'n, 
Malta,  I'll  leave  in  it  my  honours  here, 
And  in  fome  other  country,  Zanthia  make 
My  wife,  .and  my  beft  fortune. 

Zant.  From  this  hope, 
Here  is  an  anfwer  to  that  letter,  which 
I  lately  fhew'd  you,  fent  from  Tripoly, 
By  the  great  bafha,  which  importunes  her 
Love  unto  him,  and  treachery  to  the  ifland; 
Which  will  fhe  undertake,  by  Mahomet 
The  Turk  there  vows,  on  his  bleft  Alcoran, 
Marriage  unto  her.:  This  the  Mafter  knows, 
But  is  refolv'd  of  her  integrity, 
As  well  he  may,  fweet  lady;  yet,  for  love 
For  love  of  thee,  Mountferrat,  (oh !  what  chains 
Of  deity,  or  duty  can  hold  love  ?) 
I  have  this  anfwer  fram'd,  fo  like  her  hand 
As  if  it  had  been  moulded  off,  returning 
The  bafha's  letter  fafe  into  her  pocket. 
What  you  will  do  with  it,  yourfelf  beft  knows. 
Farewell !  keep  my  true  heart,  keep  true  your  vows. 

[Exit. 

Mount f.  'Till  I  be  duft,  my  Zanthia,  be  confirm'd. 
Sparrows,  and  doves,  fit  coupling  'twixt  thy  lips.— 

-   •  Silkner  than  tygntt'sflu/b.]  So  frit  folio.  Sympfon. 
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It  is  not  love,  but  ftrong  libidinous  will 

That  triumphs  o'er  me  ;  and  to  fatiate  that, 

What  difference  'twixt  this  Moor,  and  her  fair  dame  ? 

Night  makes  their  hues  alike,  their  ufe  isfo  •, 

Whofe  hand's  fo  fubtle  he  can  colours  name, 

If  he  do  wink,  and  touch  'em?  Luft  being  blind, 

Never  in  women  did  diftinction  find.  [Et:tf. 

SCENE     IL 

Enter  fwo  Gentlewomen. 

1  Gtnf.  But  i'faith  doft  thou  think  my  lady 
Was  never  in  love  ? 

2  Gent.  I  rather  think  fhe  was  ever 
In  lovej  in  perfect  chanty z^  I  mean. 
With  all  the  world. 

1  Gent.  A  moft  Chriftian  anfwer, 
I  promife  you.     But  I  mean  in  love 
With  a  man. 

2  Gent.  With  a  man  ?  what  elfe  ?  wouldft  have  h^r 
In  love  with  a  beaft  ? 

1  Gent.  You  are  fomewhat  quick; 
But  if  jfhe  were,  it  were  no  precedent : 
Did  you  never  read  of  Europa 

The  fair,  that  leapt  a  bull,  that  leapt  the  fea, 
That  fwam  to  land,  and  then  leapt  her  ? 

2  Gent.  Oh,  heavens  !  a  bull  ? 

1  Gent.  Yes,  a  white  bull. 

2  Gent.  Lord !  how  could  fhe  fit  him  ? 
Where  did  Ihe hold? 

1  Gent.  Why,  by  the  horn ;  fmce  which  tirnCj 
No  woman,  almoft,  is  contented  'till 

She  have  a  horn  of  her  own,  to  hold  by, 

2  Gent.  Thou 
Art  very  knavifh. 

~    2  Gent.   1  rather  think Jbe  *~M as  ever  iirlwet  in  perfeff  charity. 

1  Gent.   /  mean,  -with  all  the  v.orld. 

2  Gent.  A  tnift  Chrtflian  anfvser,  1  promife  you  ;  but,  &C. 
2  Gent.  With  a  man  :]  Corrected  in  1750. 

1  Gent. 
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i  Gent.  And  thou  very  fooliih. 
But,  firrah,  why  doft  not  thou  marry  ? 

i  Gent.  Becaufe 
I  would  be  no  man's  looking-glafs. 

1  Gent.  As  how  ? 

2  Gent.  As  thus;  there  is  no  wife  (if  fhe 
Be  good  and  true,  will  honour  and  obey) 
But  muft  reflect  the  true  countenance  of 

Her  hufband  upon  him  :  If  he  look  fad  upon  her, 

She  muft  not  look  merrily  upon  him  ;  if  he 

Look  merrily,  fhe  muft  not  forrowfully  ; 

Elfe  fhe  is  a  falfe  glafs,  and  fit  for 

Nothing  but  breaking :  His  anger  muft  be 

Her  difcontent,  his  pleafure  her  delight : 

If  he  weep,  fhe  muft  cry; 

If  he  laugh,  Ihe  mulr  fhew  her  teeth ; 

If  he  be  fick,  Ihe  muft  not  be  in  health; 

If  he  eat  caudles,  fhe  muft  eat  pottage;  fhe 

Muft  have  no  proper  paffion  of  her  own  ! 

And  is  not  this  a  tyranny  ? 

i  Gent.  Yes,  i'faith! 

Marriage  may  well  be  call'd  a  yoke  !  Wives  then 
Are  but  like  fuperficial  lines  in  geometry, 
That  have  no  proper  motion  of  their  own, 
But  as  their  bodies  (their  hufbands)  move.     Yet 
I  know  fome  wives,  that  are  never  freely  merry, 
Nor  truly  pleas'd,  but  when  they're  furtheft  off 
Their  hufbands. 

2.  Gent.  That's  becaufe  the  moon 
Governs  'em;  which  hath  moft  light  and  fhines 
Brighteft,  the  more  remote  it  is  from  the  fun  ; 
And,  contrary,  is  more  fullen,  dim,  and  fhews 
Leaft  fplendor,  when  it  is  neareft. 

i  Gent.  But  if  I  were  to  marry, 
I  would  marry  a  fair  effeminate  fool. 

iGent.  Why? 

I  Gent.  Becaufe  I  would  lead  the  blind  whither  I 
lift. 

2.  Gent.  And  I  the  v.-ifeft  man  I  could  get  for  money, 
VOL.  VII.  U  Becaufe 
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Becaufe  I  had  rather  follow  the  clear-lighted : 
Blefs  rne  from  a  hufband  that  fails  by  his  wife's  com- 
pafs! 

1  Gent.  Why? 

2  Gent.  Why,'  'tis  ten  to  one  but  fhe 

Breaks  his  head  in  her  youth ;  and,  when  Hie  is  old, 
She'll  never  leave  'till  /he  has  broke  his  back  too  ! 

1  Gent.  But  what  fcurvy  knights  have  we  here  in 

Malta5, 

That  when  they  are  dub'd  take  their  oath  of  allegiance 
To  live  poor,  and  chaftly,  ever  after  ? 

2  Gent.  'Faith, 

Many  knights  in  other  nations  (I  have  heard) 
Are  as  poor  as  ours;  marry,  where  one  of  'em 
Has  taken  the  oath  of  chaftity,  we  want 
A  new  Columbus  to  find  out. 

Enter  Zanthia. 

Zant.  Hift,  wenches! 
My  lady  calls ;  flie's  entering  the  terrace, 
To  fee  the  fhow. 

1  Gent.  Oh,  black  pudding! 

2  Gent.  My  little  labour  in  vain  !  [Exeunt, 

3    Broke  bis  back  too 

But  what  fcurvy  knight  have  you  here  in  Malta,  &c. 

Erter  Zant  hi  a. 
Zan.  Hift,  wenches  :   tny  lady  calls,  Jhis  entring 

The  terrafs,  to  fee  the  jkow. 

1  Gent.   Oh  black  pudding. 

2  Gent.  My  little  labour  in  main. 

i  Gent.  But  what  fcurvy  knights  have  we  here  in  Malta,  that,  CSV. J 
This  confufion  and  repetition  appear  in  all  the  editions  but  the  pre- 
fent.  We  apprehend  there  can  be  no  doubt  but  Zanthia's  entry, 
and  the  five  following  lines,  Ihould  be  removed  to  the  conclufion  of 
the  fcene,  which  hitherto  ended  with  the  words,  Columbus  to  find  out. 
The  tjfc.  (with  the  fenfeiets  variation  of  the  words)  induces  us  to 
think,  that  the  firft  occurrence  of  the  reiterated  line  was  meant  as  a 
direction  for  the  performer  to  pafs  on  to  that  paffage  beginning,  But 
tuba t /curvy,  cjff. 


SCENE 
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SCENE    III. 

Enter  above,  Oriana,  Zanthia,  and  two  Gentlewomen ; 

beneath,  Valetta,  Mount f err  at  >  AJlorius,  Caflriot,  Go- 

mera,  Miranda,  attendants  of  Knights,  &c. 

Mount/.   Are  you  there,  lady  ? 

Ori.  Thou'rt  a  naughty  man  -t 
Heav'n  mend  thee  ! 

Val.  Our  great  meeting,  princely  brothers, 
Ye  holy  foldiers  of  the  Chriftian-Crofs, 
Is  to  relieve  our  captain  Norandine, 
Now  fighting  for  Valetta  with  the  Turk4; 
A  valiant  gentleman,  a  noble  Dane 
As  e'er  the  country  bred,  endanger'd  now 
By  frelh  fupply  of  head-bound  infidels  s. 
Much  means,  much  blood  this  warlike  Dane  hath  fpent 
T*  advance  our  flag  above  their  horned  moons, 
And  oft  hath  brought  in  profitable  conqueft : 
We  muil  not  fee  him  perifh  in  our  view. 
How  far  off  fight  they  ? 

Mir.  Sir,  within  a  league* 

Val.  'Tis  well.     Our  next  occafion  of  conventing 
Are  thefe  two  gentlemen,  (landing  in  your  fight  j 
(Ye  noble  props  of  Malta  !)  royally 
Defcended  are  they  both,  valiant  as  War  6, 
Miranda,  and  Gomera  :   Full  ten  years 
They've  ferv'd  this  ifland,  perfected  exploits 

*  A'ow  fighting  for  Valetta.]  Sympfon  afks,  '  But  was  Norandine 
•  then  fighting  only  for  the  grand-mailer  ?'  Anfwering  himfelf  in  the 
negative,  he  fuppofes  a  corruption,  and  reads,  fighting  'FORE  Va- 
Ittta.  We  fee  no  need  for  variation,  the  fenfe  being,  that  he  is 
fighting  for  Valetta,  upon  the  fafety  of  which  town  their  own  fecu- 
rity  depends. 

5  Head-bound.]  i.e.  Turban' d,  as  in  Othello.  Theobald. 

6  Valiant  as  War.]  Sympfon  thinks  this  corrupt,  and  fays,  '  We 
muft  turn  the  W  upfide  down,  and  add  an  j,'  and  fo  fubftitute  Mars 
for  Wars ;  or  elfe  read,  Valiant  IN  ixar ;  '  or,  if  fuch  a  liberty  may 
be  allowed,  a  'valiant  pair.''     There  needs  no  variation,  fmce  by 
War  is  underftocd  the  genius  or  god  of  war, 

U  a  Matchlefs, 
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Matchlefs,  and  infinite ;  they're  honeft,  wife, 
Not  empty  of  one  ornament  of  man. 
Moil  eminent  agents  were  they  in  that  flaughter, 
That  great  marvellous  flaughter  of  the  Turks, 
Before  St.  Elme,  where  five  and  twenty  thoufand 
Fell,  for  five  thoufand  of  our  Chriftians. 
Thefe  ripe  confiderations  moving  us, 
Having  had  your  allowance  on  their  worths6, 
Here  we  would  call  'em  to  our  brotherhood  ! 
If  any  therefore  can  their  manners  tax, 
Their  faith,  their  chaftity,  any  part  of  life, 
Let  'em  foeak  now. 

Afto.  None  docs. 

All.  None  can,  Great-mafler. 

VaL  The  dignity  then  dignify,  by  them  7, 
As  their  reward.     Tender  Miranda  firft 
(Becaufe  he  is  to  fuccour  Norandine) 
Our  facred  robe  of  knighthood,  our  white  crofs 
(The  holy  cognizance  of  him  we  ferve), 
The  fword,  the  fpurs. 

Mir.  Grave,  and  moft  honour'd  Matter, 
With  humble  duty,  and  my  foul's  bell  thanks 
To  you,  and  all  this  famous  conventicle, 
Let  me  with  modeily  refufe  acceptance 
Of  this  high  order  !  I,  alas,  am  yet 
Unworthy,  and  uncapable  of  fuch  honour; 
That  merit,  which  with  favour  you  enlarge, 
Is  far,  far  ihort,  of  this  propos'd  reward. 
Who  takes  upon  him  fuch  a  charge  as  this, 
Muft  come  with  pure  thoughts,  and  a  gather'd  mind, 
That  time  nor  all  occafions  ever  may 
After  diiperle,  or  ftain.     Did  this  title  here 
Of  knighthood,  afk  no  other  ornaments 
Than  other  countries,  glitt'ring  Ihow,  poor  pride, 

6  Their  worthies.]  Firft  folio.    Probably  wrote,  THESE  worthies. 
/"  The  digrit)  then  dignifie,  by  them 
la  their  reivar,!.]  oo  firtt  folio.     Sympfon  propofes  reading, 

then  dignified  iy  them, 

Is  their  reward. 

A  jingling 
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A  jingling  fpur,  a  feather,  a  white  hand, 
A  frizzled  hair,  powder  8,  perfumes,  and  luft, 
Drinking  fweet  wines,  furfeits,  and  ignorance, 
Rafhly  and  eas'ly  fhould  I  venture  on't ; 
But  this  requires  another  kind  of  man. 

Mount/.  A  (laid  and  mature  judgment !  fpeakon,  Sir, 

Mir.  May't  pleafe  you  then  t'  allow  me  ibme  fmall 

time 

To  rectify  myfelf  for  that  high  fear, 
Or  give  my  reafons  to  the  contrary. 
I'  th'  mean  fpjce,  to  difmifs  me  to  the  aid 
Of  Norandine  :  My  mips  ride  in  the  bay 
Ready  to  dilembogue,  tackled,  and  mann'd 
Even  to  my  wimes. 

Mountf.  His  requeft 
Is  fair  and  honeft. 

Val.  At  your  plea fu re  go. 

Mir.  I  humbly  take  my  leave  of  all :  Of  you, 
My  noble  friend  Mountferrat  !  Gracious  miftrefs — 
Oh,  that  auipicious  fmile  doth  arm  your  foldier  ! 
Who  fights  for  thofe  eyes,  and  this  facred  crofs, 
Can  neither  meet  fad  accident,  nor  lofs  !  ££*//. 

Ori.  The  mighty  matter  of  that  livery, 
Conduct  thee  fafely  to  thefe  eyes  again  ! 

Mountf.  Blows  the  wind  that  way  ? 

Val.  Equally  belov'd, 
Equally  meriting,  Gomera,  you 
Without  excufe  receive  that  dignity, 
Which  our  provincial  chapter  hath  decreed  you. 

Gom.  Great-mafter  of  Jerus'lem's  Hofpital, 
From  whence  to  Rhodes  this  bleft  fraternity 
Was  driven,  but  now  among  the  Maltefe  (lands, 
J^ong  may  it  flourish,  whilft  Gomera  ferves  it, 
Put  dares  not  enter  further  ! 

All.  This  is  ftrange  ! 

Val.  What  do  you  object  ? 

9  A  frixled  hair,  powder'd,  perfume*,  &c.]    Mr.  Seward   reads 
jvith  me  thus,    . 

A  filled  hair,  powder,  perfumes,  &c.  Sympfon. 

U  3  Com. 
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Gem.  Nothing  againft  it,  but  myfelf,  fair  knights  ; 
I  may  not  wear  this  robe. 

Val.  Exprefs  your  reaibns  : 
Doth  any  hid  fin  goar  your  confcience  ? 

Afto.  Are  you  unftedfail  in  religion  ? 

Caft.  Or  do  you  intend  to  forfake  Malta  now, 
And  vifit  your  own  country,  fruitful  Spain  ? 

Com.  Neither,  good  Sir9. 

Val.  Then  explicate  your  thoughts. 

Com.  This  then:  I  mould  be  perjur'd  to  receive  it. 
Once  in  Malita,  your  next  city  here, 
When  I  was  younger,  read  I  the  decrees 
Touching  this  point,  being  ambitious  then 
T'  approach  it  once.    None  but  a  gentleman 
Can  be  admitted  -- 

Val.  That's  no  obftacle 
In  you. 

Com:  I  mould  be  forry  that  were  it.  — 
No  married  man  - 

Mount/.  You  never  felt  that  yoke. 

Com.  Jvfone  that  hath  been  contracted  -- 

Caft.  Were  you  ever  ? 

Com.  Nor  married,  nor  contracted.  —  None  that  ever 
Hath  vow'd  his  love  to  any  womankind, 
Or  finds  that  fecret  fire  within  his  thoughts  : 
Here  I  am  caft  -,  this  article  my  heart 
Objects  againll  the  title  of  my  fame.; 
I  am  in  love.    Laugh  not  !  tho'  Time  hath  fet 
Some  wrinkles  in  this  face,  and  thefe  curl'd  locks 
Will  (hortly  dye  into  another  hue, 
Yet,  yet  I  am  in  love  :  (1'faith,  you  fmile!) 
What  age,  what  fcx,  or  what  profeflion, 
Divine  or  human,  from  the  man  that  cries 
For  alms  in  the  highway,  to  him  that  fings 
At  the  high  altar,  and  doth  facriike, 
Can  truly  lay  he  knows  not  what  is  love  ? 

Val.  '  Fis  hontftly  profefs'd.  With  whom,  Gomera? 
J^ame  the  lady,  that  with  all  advantage 


9  Never,  gQoi  Sir*]  The  variation  projroieti  by  icward. 

We 
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We  may  advance  your  fuit. 

Gom.  But  will  you,  Sir  ? 

VaL  Now  by  our  holy  rock,  were  it  our  fitter, 
Spaniard,  I  hold  thee  worthy  ;  freely  name  her. 

Gom.  Be  matter  of  your  word  :  It  is  (lie,  Sir, 
The  matchlefs  Oriana. 

Val.  Come  down,  lady. 

You've  made  her  blufli :  Let  her  confent,  I  will 
Make  good  my  oath. 

Mount/.  Is't  fo  ? — Stay  !  I  do  love 
So  tenderly,  Gomera,  your  bright  fame  '*, 
As  not  to  fufFer  your  perdition. 

Gom.  What  means  Mountferrat  ? 

Mountf.  This  whole  Auberge  hath  "— 
(A  guard  upon  this  lady  !)  Wonder  not!— 

Enter  Guard. 

Ta'en  publick  notice  of  the  baiha's  love 
Of  Tripoli  unto  her,  and  coniented 
She  mould  return  this  anfwer,  (as  he  writ 
For  her  converfion,  and  betraying  Malta) 
She  mould  advife  him  betray  Tripoly, 
And,  turning  Chriftian,  he  mould  marry  her. 

AIL  All  this  was  fo. 

Mountf.  How  weakly  does  this  court  then 
Send  veffels  forth  to  fea,  to  guard  the  land, 
Taking  fuch  fpecial  care  to  fave  one  bark, 
Or  drive  to  add  fam'd  men  unto  our  cloak, 
When  they  lurk  in  our  bofoms  would  fubvert 
This  ftate  and  us,  prefuming  on  their  blood, 
And  partial  indulgence  to  their  fex  ? 

10  Your  bright  flame.]  Correded  in  1750. 

11  Auberge. ~\  In  the  Ancient  et  Nouveaux  Statuts  de  UOrdre  de 
Saint  Jean  de  Jcrufalem,  the  word  Aulerge  frequently  occurs ;  and, 
in  the  chapter  De  la  Signification  des  Hermes,  is  thus  explained ; 
'  Aubetge  eft  un  nom  connu  des  Francois,  des  Efpagnols,  £f?  des  It  aliens, 
'  pour  Jignifier  un  lieu,  ou  Fan  mange,  &  ou  i'on  j'  ajfimble  Nation  par 
•  Nation.'   Vertot's  Hijioire  de  Cbevaleirs  de  Malt  he,  tome  vi.  p.  266, 
Edit.  Paris,  1761. 

u  4  y*i- 


312  '  THE  KNIGHT  OF  MALTA. 

Val.  Who  can  this  be  ? 

Mount f.  Your  lifter,  great  Valetta ! 
Which  thus  I  prove  :  Demand  the  bafha's  letter. 

Or/VTishere;  nor  from  this  pockerhathbeen  mov'd. 
Nor  anfwer'd,  nor  perus'd,  by 

Moiwtf.  Do  not  fwear ; 
Caft  not  away. your  fair  foul ;  to  your  treafon 
Add  not  foul  perjury! — Is  this  your  hand? 

Or  1.  'Tis  very'like  it. 

Mount/.  May  it  pleafe  the  Mafter, 
Confer  thefe  letters,  and  then  read  her  anfwer, 
Which  I  have  intercepted.     Pardon  me, 
Reverend  Valetta,  that  am  made  the  means 
To  punifh  this  moft  beauteous  treachery, 
E'en  in  your  fifter,  fmce  in  it  I  fave 
Malta  from  ruin:  I  am  bolder  in't, 
Becaiife  it  is  fo  palpable,  and  withal 
Know  our  Great-mafter  to  this  country  firrri 
As  was  the  Roman  Marcus,  who  fpar'd  not 
As  dear  a  filter  in  the  publick  caufe. 

Val.  I  am  amaz'd  !  attend  me. 
[Reads.]     f  Let  your  .forces  by  the  next  even   be, 
<  ready;  my  brother  fcafts  then;  put  in   at  St.  Mi- 
f  chads ;  the  afcent  at  that  port  is  eafieft ;   the  keys 

*  of  the  caftle  you  Ihctli  receive  at  my  hands.     That 
'  pofTefs'cl,  you  are  lord  of  Malta,  and  may  foon  de- 
4  flroy  all  by  fire ;  than  which  I  am  hotter,  'till  I  em- 

*  brace  you.     Farewell!  Your  wife,  Oriana.' 
From  this  time  let  me  never  read  again ! ' 

Gentlew.  'Tis,  certain,  her  hand. 

Val.  This  letter  too, 

So  clofe  kept  by  herfelf,  could  not  be  anfwer'd 
To  every  period  thus,  but  by  herfelf. 
'   Ori.  Sir,  hear  me ! 

VaL  Peace!  thou  fair  fweet  bank  of  Mowers, 
Under  whofe  beauty  fcorpions  lie,  and  kill! 
\Vert  thou  akin  to  me  in  fome  new  name 
Dearer  than  lifter,  mother,  or  all  blood, 

I  woul4      ' 
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I  would  not  hear  thee  fpeak. — Bear  her  to  prifon  1 
So  grofs  is  this,  it  needs  no  formal  courfe. 
Prepare  thyfelf;  tomorrow  thou  fhalt  die. 

On.  I  die  a  martyr  then,  and  a  poor  maid, 
Almoft  i'faith  as  innocent  as  born ! 
Thou  know'ft  thou'rt  wicked,  Frenchman ;  Heav'n 
forgive  thee !  \Exlt, 

All.  This  fcene  is  ftrangely  turned. 

VaL  Yet  can  nature  be 

So  dead  in  me ! — I  would  my  charge  were  off! 
Mountferrat  fliould  perceive  my  lifter  had 
A  brother,  would  not  live  to  fee  her  die 
Unfought  for,  fmce  the  ftatutes  of  our  ftate 
Allow,  in  cafe  of  accufations, 
A  champion  to  defend  a  lady's  truth. — • 
Peter  Gomera,  thou  haft  loft  thy  wife; 
Death  pleads  a  precontract, 

Gom.  I've  loft  my  tongue, 
My  fenfe,  my  heart,  and  every  faculty ! 
Mountferrat,  go  not  up !  With  reverence 
To  our  Great-mafter,  and  this  cdnfiftory 
(I  have  confider'd  it,  it  cannot  be) 
Thou  art  a  villain  and  a  forger, 
A  blood-fucker  of  innocence,  an  hypocrite, 
A  moft  unworthy  wearer  of  our  crois  j 
To  make  which  good,  take,  if  thou  dar'ft,  that  gage, 
And,  arm'dat  all  points  like  a  gentleman, 
Meet  me  tomorrow  morning,  where  the  Maftcr 
And  this  fraternity  fhall  defign11 ;  where  I 
Will  cram  this  (lander  back  into  thy  throat, 
And  with  my  fword's  point  thruft  it  to  thy  hearty 
The  very  neft  where  luft  and  flander  breeds. 
(Pardon  mypaflion!)  I  will  tear  thofe  fpurs 
Off  from  thy  heels,  and  flick  'em  in  thy  front, 
As  a  mark'd  villain! 

Mountf.  This  I  look'd  not  for.— 

"  And  t'.'is  fraternity  fialt  defign.J  This  word  has  its  original 
fgnirication  to  appoint  or  t/ffrtf,  jp  Latin,  defignart,  from  whence 
defignator,  an  herald.  StivarJ. 

Ten 
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Ten  times  more  villain,  I  return  my  gage, 
And  crave  the  law  of  arms ! 

Com.  'Tis  that  I  crave ! 

All.  It  cannot  be  denied. 

Gem.  Do  not  I  know, 
With  thoufand  gifts  and  importunacies, 
Thou  often  haft  folicited  this  lady  ? 
(Contrary  to  thy  oath  of  chaftity  !) 
Who  ne'er  difclofmg  this  thy  hot-rein'd  luft'?, 
Yet  tender  to  prevent  a  publick  fcandal, 
That  Chriftendom  might  juftly  have  impos'd 
Upon  this  holy  mftitution, 

Thou  now  haft  drawn  this  practice  'gainft  her  life, 
To  quit  her  charity. 

Mount/.  Spaniard,  thonlieft! 

Afto.  No  more,  Gomera!  thouart  granted  combat. 
And  you,  Mountferrat,  muft  prepare  againft 
Tomorrow  morning,  in  the  valley  here, 
Adjoining  to  St.  George's  Port.     A  lady, 
In  cafe  of  life,  'gainft  whom  one  witnefs  comes, 
May  have  her  champion. 

Vol.  And  who  hath  moft  right, 
With," or  againft  our  fifter,  fpeed  in  fight !  \Flaurijh. Ex > 

Manet  Mountferrat.     Enter  Rocca. 

Mount f.  Rocca,  the  firft  news  of  Miranda's  fervice 
Let  me  have  notice  of. 

Rocca.  You  fhall.     The  Moor 
Waits  you  without. 

Mowitf.  Admit  her. — Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 
Oh,  how  my  fancies  run  at  tilt !  Gomera 
Loves  Oriana;  fhe,  as  I  fhould  guefs, 
Affects  Miranda;  thefe  are  two  dear  friends, 
As  firm,  and  full  of  fire,  as  fteel  and  flint. 
To  make  'em  fo  now,  one  againft  the  other— 

15  Thy  hot  reign'd  /«./.]  Sevvard  propofes  reading,  f'/jy  not  reign'd 
/#/?.     The  variation  is  from  Sympfon's  conjecture. 

Enter 
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Enter  Zanthia. 

Stay ;   let  me  like  it  better. — Zanthia, 
Firfl  tell  me  this ;  did  don  Gomeraufe 
To  give  his  vifits  to  your  miftrefs  ? 

Zant.  Yes, 
And  Miranda  too,  but  feverally. 

Mount/.  Which  did  fhe  moft  apply  to  ? 

Zant.  Faith,  to  neither  : 
Yet  infinitely  I've  heard  her  praife  them  both, 
And  in  that  manner,  that,  were  both  one  man, 
I  think  fhe  was  in  love  with't. 

Mount/.  Zanthia, 

Another  letter  you  muft  frame  for  me 
Inftantly,  in  your  lady's  character, 
To  fiich  a  purpofe  as  I'll  tell  thee  ftraight. 
Go  in,  and  flay  me !  Go,  my  tinder-box ! 
Crofs  lines  I'll  crofs.     So,  fo !  my  after-game 
I  muft  play  better:  Woman,  I  will  fpread 
My  vengeance  over  Malta,  for  thy  fake ! 
Spaniard,  Italian,  like  my  fteel  and  ftone, 
I'll  knock  ye  thus  together,  wear  ye  out 
To  light  my  dark  deeds,  whilft  I  feem  precife, 
And  wink,  to  fave  the  fparkles  from  mine  eyes.  [Exe. 


ACT      II.        SCENE       I. 

A  Sea-fght  within,  Alarm. 

Enter  Norandine,  Miranda,  Soldiers,  and  Gentlemen. 
Mir.  TTOWis  it,  Sir? 

J~X       Nor.  Pray  fet  me  down !  I  cool, 
And  my  wounds  fmart. 

Mir.  I  hope  yet, 
Tho'  there  be  many,  there's  none  dangerous. 

Nor.  I  know  not,    nor  I  care  not  much  ;  I  got  'em 
Like  a  too-forward  fool;  but  I  hope  the  furgeons 

Will 
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Will  take  an  order  I  fha'n't  leave  'em  fo. 

I  make  the  rogues  more  work  than  all  the  ifland, 

And  yet  they  give  me  th'  hardeit  words  for  my  money. 

Mir.  I'm  gladyearefofprightly!  Ye  fought  bravely, 
(Go  call  the  furgeons,  foldiers.)  wondrous  nobly; 
Upon  my  life,  I  have  not  feen  fuch  valour, 
Maintain'd  fo  long,  and  to  fo  large  a  ruin, 
The  odds  fo  ftrong  againft  ye, 

Nor.  I  thank  ye, 

And  thank  ye  for  your  help,  your  timely  fuccour! 
By  th'  mafs,  it  came  i'th*  nick,  Sir,  and  well  handled, 
Stoutly,  and  ftrongly  handled;  we  had  duck'd  elfe  j 
MyTurk  hadturk'd  me  elfe :  But  h'has  well  paid  for't. 
Why,  what  a  fign  for  an  almanack  h'has  made  me  J 

Enter  Aftoriu$. 

Afto.  I'm  glad  to  find  you  here,  Sir;  of  neceflity 
I  mull  have  come  aboard  elfe.  And,  brave  captain, 
We  all  joy  much  in  your  fair  victory, 
And  all  the  ifland  fpeaks  your  valour  nobly. 
Have  you  brought  the  Turk  in  that  you  took? 

Mir.  He  rides  there. 

ffor.  If  he  were  out  again,  the  devil  fhpuld  bring 

him : 
£f 'has  truly  circumcis'd  me. 

Afto.  I've  a  bufmefs 

Which  much  concerns  you,  prefently  concerns  you; 
But  not  this  place  nor  people :  Pray  ye  draw  off,  Sir  ! 
For  'tis  of  that  weight  to  you 

Mir.  I'll  wait  on  you. — 

I  muft.crave  leave  awhile;  my  care  dwells  with  you, 
And  I  muft  wait  myfelf 

Nor.  Your  fervant,  Sir. 

Mir*  Believe  I  fliall,  and  what  my  love  can  mini- 

fter— 
Keep  your  front  heart  ftill- 

Nor.  That's  my  beft  phyfician  !  {Exit  Afto. 

'Mir.  And  I  fhall  keep  your  fame  fair.  {Exit. 

.Ncr.  You're  too  noble. 

A  brave 
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A  brave  young  fellow,  of  a  matchlefs  fpirit ! 
He  brought  me  off  like  thunder,  charg'd  and  boarded, 
As  if  he  had  been  {hot  to  fave  mine  honour : 
And  when  my  fainting  men,  tir'd  with  their  labour 
And  lack  of  blood,  gave  to  the  Turk  aflurance 
The  day  was  his;  when  I  was  cut  in  fhreds  thus, 
And  not  a  corn  of  powder  left  to  blefs  us ; 
Then  flew  his  fword  in,  then  his  cannon  roar'd, 
And  let  fly  blood  and  death,  in  ftorms  amongft  'em. 
Then  might  I  hear  their  fleepy  prophet  howl  too; 
And  all  their  filver  crefcents  then  I  faw 
Like  falling  meteors  fpent,  and  fet  for  ever 
Under  the  crofs  of  Malta :  Death  fo  wanton 
I  never  look'd  upon,  fo  full  of  revel. — 

Enter  Surgeon. 

I  will  not  be  drefs'd  yet. — Methpught  that  fellow- 
Was  fit  for  no  converfation,  nor  no  Chriftian, 
That  had  not  half  his  brains  knock'd  out,  no  foldier. 
Oh,  valiant  young  man,  how  I  love  thy  virtue! 

i  Sold.  Pray  you,  Sir,  be  drefs'd !  alas,  you  bleed 
apace  yet. 

Nor.  'Tis  but  the  fweat  of  honour.     Alas !   thou.' 

milkfop, 

Thou  man  of  marchpane,  canft  thou  fear  to  fee 
A  few  light  hurts,  that  blufh  they  are  no  bigger? 
A  few  fmall  fcratches  ?  Get  ye  a  caudle,  firrah, 
(Your  ringer  aches)  and  let  the  old  wives  watch  thee! 
Bring  in  the  booty,  and  the  prifoners : 
By  Heav'n,  I'll  fee  'em,  and  difpofe  'em  firfr, 
Before  I  have  a  drop  of  blood  wip'd  from  me !  go. 

Surg.  You'll  faint,  Sir.  [Exeunt  Soldiers. 

Nor.  No,  you  lie,  Sir,  like  an  afs,  Sir! 
I  have  no  fuch  pig's  heart  in  my  belly  '*. 

Surg.  By  my  life,  captain, 
Thefe  hurts  are  not  to  be  jetted  with. 

Nor.  If  thou  hadfb  'em ; 

H  /  ha<ve  »:o  fuch  figs  hurt  in  mybetlj.]     Tiie  correction  is  from 
S\  mpfon's  confiture. 

They're 


3i8      THE  KNIGHT  OF  MALTA. 

They're  my  companions,  fool,  my  family: 
I  cannot  eat  nor  fleep  without  their  company. 
Doft  take  me  for  St.  Davy,  that  fell  dead 
With  feeing  of  his  nofe  bleed? 

Enter  Soldiers  with  booty. 

Surg.  Here  they  come,  Sir: 
But  'would  you  would  be  drefs'd  ! 

Nor.  Pox,  drefs  thyfelf  firft ! 
Thou  faint'ft  a  great  deal  fader.     What's  all  this? 

i  Sold.  The  money  and  the  merchandize  ye  took,Sir. 

Nor.  A  goodly  purchafe !  Is't  for  this  we  venture 
Our  liberties  and  lives?  What  can  all  this  do? 
Get  me  fome  dozen  furfeits,  fome  feven  frefh  whores IJ, 
And  twenty  pot-allies,  and  then  I'm  virtuous. 
Lay  the  knights'  part  by,  and  that  to  pay  the  foldier  : 
This  is  mine  own  j  I  think  I  have  deferv'd  it. — 
Come  •,  now  look  to  me,  and  grope  me  like  a  cham- 
bermaid ; 

I'll  neither  ftart  nor  fqueak. — What's  that  i'th'  trufs 
there  ? 

1  Sold.  'Tis  cloth  of  tiflue,  Sir ;  and  this  is  fcarlet. 

Nor.  I  Ihall  look  redder  fhortly  then,  I  fear  me, 
And  as  a  captain  ought,  a  great  deal  prouder. 
Can  ye  cure  me  of  that  crack,  furgeon  ? 

Surg.  Yes,  when  your  fuit's  at  pawn,  Sir. 

Nor.  There's  for  your  plaifter. 
A  very  learned  furgeon ! — What's  in  that  pack  there  ? 

i  Sold.  'Tis  Englifh  cloth. 

'*  Get  me fome  frutn  frejh  whores, 

And  twenty  pot- allies,  and  then  Tm  virtuous. ~\  The  oldeft  copy 
reads  thus, 

And  twenty  pot  allies  and  to :  and  then,  &c. 
Which  wou'd  induce  one  to  think  the  original  might  run  fo, 

And  twenty  pot  allies,  and  two. 

Tivo  is  often  m  ftakenly  wrote  too  in  the  oldeft  edition,  and  poflibly 
might  have  been  fo  here.  Sympfon. 

The  meaning  of  the  whole  pafTage,  we  think,  is  this:  '  What  can 
«  all  this  money  do  ?  Get  me  furfeits,  whores,  and  a  fcore  of  pot- 
•  companions  to  cry  me  up!'  And  to,  we  think,  is  corrupt,  but  not 
explained  properly  by  Sympfon. 

Nor. 
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Nor.  That's  a  good  wear  indeed, 
Both  ftrpng  and  rich;   but  it  has  a  virtue, 
A  twang  of  the  own  country,  that  fpoils  all ; 
A  man  fhall  ne'er  be  fober  in't.  Where  are  the  gen- 
tlemen 

That  ventur'd  with  me, both  their  lives  and  fortunes? 
Come  forward,  my  fair  fpirits  !  Norandine 
Forgets  his  worth,  when  he  forgets  your  valours. 
You've  loft  an  eye;  I  fawyou  face  all  hazards  ; 
You've  one  left  yet,  to  chufe  your  miftrefs. 
You  have  your  leg  broke  with  a  fhot;  yet,  fitting, 
I  faw  you  make  the  place  good  with  your  pike  dill. 
And  your  hand's  gone ;  a  good  heart  wants  no  in- 

ftruments. 

Share  that  amongft  ye:  There's  an  eye;  an  arm; 
And  that  will  bear  you  up,  when  your  legs  cannot. — 
Oh,  where's  the  honeft  failor?  that  poor  fellow, 
Indeed  that  bold  brave  fellow,  that  with  his  mufquet 
Taught  them  new  ways  how  to  put  their  caps  off, 
That  flood  the  fire  of  all  the  fight,  twice  blown, 
And  twice  I  gave  him  drown'd  ? — Welcome  aihore, 

knave ! 

Give  me  thy  hand,  if  they  be  not  both  loft. 
Faith,  thou  art  welcome !  my  tough  knave,  welcome ! 
Thou  wilt  not  fhrink  i'th'  wafhing. 
Hold,  there's  a  piece  of  icarlet ;  get  thee  handfome ; 
And  this  to  buy  thee  buttons. 

Sailor.  Thank  you,  captain. 
Command  my  life  at  all  hours. 

Nor.  Thou  durft  give  it. — 
You  have  deferv'd  too  ? 

3  Sold.-  We  have  feen  the  fight,  Sir. 

Nor.  Yes;  coil'd  up  in  a  cable,  like  fait  eels, 
Or  buried  low  i'th'  ballaft :  Do  you  call  that  fighting  ? 
Where  be  your  wounds?  your  knocks?  your  want 

of  limbs,  rogues  ? 

Art  not  thou  he  that  afk'd  the  mafter-gunner 
Where  thou  might'ft  lie  fafeft  ?  and  he  ftrait  anfwer'd, 
Put  thy  head  in  that  hole,  new  bor'd  with  a  cannon, 

For 
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For  it  was  an  hundred  to  one,  another  fhot  would  not 
hit  there  ? 

Your  wages  you  fhall  have •,  but  for  rewards 

Take  your  own  ways,  and  get  ye  to  the  taverns  ; 

There,  when  ye're  hot  with  wine,  'mongtt  your  ad- 
mirers, 

Take  mips,  and  towns,  and  caftles  at  your  pleafures, 

And  make  the  Great  Turk  make  at  your  valours. — 
Bring  in 

The  prifoners.     Now,  my  brave  MufTulmans, 

Enter  Prifoners  and  Lucinda. 

You  that  are  lords  o'  th'  fea,  and  fcorn  us  Chriftians, 
Which  of  your  mangy  lives  is  worth  this  hurt  here  ? 
Away  to  prifon  with  'em,  fee  'em  fafe  ! 
You  mail  find  we  have  gallies  too,  and  flaves  too* 
i  Sold.  What  (hall  be  done  with  this  woman,  Sir  ? 
Nor.  Pox  take  her  !  [Surgeons  drejs  him. 

*Twas  Hie  that  fet  me  on  to  fight  with  thefe  rogues ! — 
That  ring-worm,  rot  it ! — What  can  you  do  now> 
With  all  your  paintings,  and  your  pouncings,  lady, 
To  reftore  my  blood  again  ?  you,  and  your  Cupid, 
That  havemade  a  carbonado  of  me — Plague  take  you, 
You  are  too  deep,  you  rogue ! — This  is  thy  work, 

woman, 

Thou  louly  woman! — Deathj you  go  too  deep  ftill I—- 
The feeing  of  your  fimpering  fweetnefs,  you  filly, 
You  tit,  you  tomboy  !   what  can  one  night's  jingling, 
Or  two,  or  ten,  fweetheart,  and  '  oh,  my  dear  chicken,* 
Scratching  my  head,  or  fumbling  with  my  foremaft, 
Do  me  good  now  ?  You've  powder'd  me  for  one  year: 
I  am  in  fouce,  I  thank  you  ;  thank  your  beauty, 
Your  moil  fweet  beauty  !  Pox  upon  thofe  goggles  ! 
We  cannot  fight  like  honeft  men,  for  honour, 
And  quietly  kill  one  another  as  we  ought, 
But  in  fteps  one  of  you  ;  the  devil's  holinefs 
And  you  muft  have  a  dance.     Away  with  her  ! 
She  ftinks  to  me  now. 

i  Sold.  Shall  I  have  her,  captain  ? 

1  Sold. 
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i  Sold.  Or  I  ? 

3  Sold.  I'll  marry  her 

AT  Sold.  Good  captain,  I 

3  Sold.  And  make  her  a  good  Chriftian.    Lay  hands 

on  her  j 
I  know  fhe's  mine. 

i  Sold.  I'll  give  my  full  (hare  for  her ! 
Have  ye  no  manners,  to  thruft  the  woman  fo  ? 

Nor.  Share  her  among  ye  ; 
And  may  me  give  ye  as  many  hurts  as  I  have, 
And  twice  as  many  aches  ! 

Lut,.  Noble  captain, 

Be  pleas'd  to  free  me  from  thefe  foldiers'  wildnefs, 
'Till  I  but  fpeak  two  words. 

Nor.  Now  for  your  maidenhead  ! 
You  have  your  book  ;  proceed. 

Luc.  Victorious  Sir, 
Seldom  are  feen  in  men  fo  valiant, 
Minds  fo  devoid  of  virtue  ;  he  that  can  conquer, 
Should  ever  know  how  to  preferve  his  conqueftj 
'Tis  but  a  bafe  theft  elfe  :  Valour's  a  virtue, 
Crown  of  mens'  actions  here  •,  yours,  as  you  make  it. 
And  can  you  put  fo  rough  a  foil  as  violence, 
As  wronging  of  weak  woman,  to  your  triumph  ? 

Nor.  Let  her  alone  ! 

Luc.  I've  loft  my  hufband,  Sir-, 
You  feel  not  that :  Him  that  I  love  j  you  care  not : 
When  fortune  falls  on  you  thus,  you  may  grieve  too. 
My  liberty  I  kneel  not  for;  mine  honour 
(If  ever  virtuous,  honour  touch'd  your  heart  yet) 

Make  dear  and  precious,  Sir.    You  had  a  mother • 

Nor.  The  roguy  thing  fpeaks  finely,  neat.  Who  took 

you  ? 
For  he  muft  be  your  guard. 

Luc.  I  wifh  no  better  : 
A  noble  gentleman,  and  nobly  us'd  me* 
They  call'd  his  name  Miranda. 

Nor.  You  are  his  then  : 
VOL.  VII.  X  You've 
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You've  lit  upon  a  young  man  worth  your  fervice. 
I  free  you  from  all  the  reft,  and  from  all  violence ; 
He  that  doth  offer't,  by  my  head,  he  hangs  for't ! 
Go  fee  her  iafe  kept,  till  the  noble  gentleman 
Be  ready  to  difpole  her.     Thank  your  tongue, 
You  have  a  good  one,  and  preferve  it  good  ftill. 
Soldiers,  come  wait  on  me;  I'll  fee  ye  paid  all.  [Exe. 

SCENE     II. 

Enter  Miranda  and  Aftcrius. 

Afto.  I  knew  you  lov'd  her,  virtuoufly  you  lov'd  her, 
Which  made  me  make  that  hafte:  I  knew  you  priz'd 

her, 
As  all  fair  minds  do  goodnefs. 

Mir.  Good  Aftorius, 
I  muft  confefs  I  do  much  honour  her, 
And  worthily  I  hope  ftill. 

AJlo.  'Tis  no  doubt,  Sirj 
For  on  my  life  fhe's  much  wrong'd. 

Mir.  Very  likely, 
And  I  as  much  tormented  I  was  abfent. 

Afto.  You  need  not  fear ;  Peter  Gomera's  noble, 
Of  a  tried  faith  and  valour. 

Mir.  This  I  know  too  : 

But  vvhilft  I  was  not  there,  and  whilft  mefuffer'd, 
Whilft  Virtue  fuffer'd,  friend — Oh,  how  it  loads  me? 

Whilft  Innocence  and  Sweetnefs  funk  together 

How  cold  it  fits  here  !  If  my  arm  had  fcught  for  her, 
My  youth,  tho'  naked,  flood  againftall  treafons, 
My  fword  heregrafp'd,  Love  on  the  edge,  and  Honour, 
And  but  a  fignal  from  her  eye  to  fteel  it  >6j 
If  then  me  had  been  loft — I  brag  too  late, 

16  From  ber  eye  to  feral  it  ]  To  feat  a  jkuord  feems  a  very  odd 
metaphor.  1  think  it  therefore  highly  probable  that  the  true  word 
v/as/<v/  The  propriety  and  elegance  or"  which  might  be  prov'd  by 
forty  pnff.jges  in  Shakefpear  and  cur  Author  ,  where  'tis  us'd  in  the 
fame  fenle  ;  and  the  reader  will  find  it  twice  before  the  end  of  this 
att~  SeivarJ. 

And 
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And  too  much  I  decline  the  noble  Peter. 
Yet  Ibrfie  poor  fervice  I  would  do  her  fweetnefs : 
Alas,  fhe  needs  it,  my  Aftorius, 
The  gentle  lady  needs  it, 

Afto.  Noble  fpirit ! 

Mir.  And  what  I  can—Prithee,  bear  with  this  weak- 

nefs ! 

Often  I  do  not  ufe  thefe  womeris*  weapons, 
But  where  true  pity  is— I  am  much  troubled, 
And  fomething  have  to  do,  I  cannot  form  yet  \ 

Afto.  I'll  take  my  leave,  Sir;  I  fhall  but  difturb  you. 

Mir.  An't  pleafe  you,  for  a  while  -,  and  pray  to 

Fortune 
To  fmile  upon  this  lady. 

Afto.  All  my  help,  Sir.  [Exit, 

Mir.  Gomera's  old  and  ftiff,  and  he  may  lofe  her,. 
The  winter  of  his  years  and  wounds  upon  him* 
And  yet  he  has  done  bravely  hitherto : 
Mountferrat's  fury  in  his  heat  of  lummcr, 
The  whittling  of  his  fword  like  angry  ftorms, 
Renting  up  life  by  th'  roots  :  I've  leen  him  fcale 
As  if  a  falcon  had  run  up  a  train, 
Claming  his  warlike  pinions,  his  iteel'd  cuirafsy 
And  at  his  pitch  inmew  the  town  below  him  I7.- 
1  muft  do  fomething  ! 

Enter  Colonna.- 

Col.  Noble  Sir,  for  Heav'n  fake, 
Take  pity  of  a  poor  afflicted  Chriflian, 
Redeem'd  from  one  affliction  to  another  ! 

Mir.  Boldly  you  afk  that ;  we  are  bound  to  give  it.- 
From  what  affliction,  Sir  ? 

Col.  From  cold  and  hunger, 
From  nakednefs  and  ilripes. 

Mir.  Aprifoner? 

Col.  A  flave,  Sir,  in  the  Turkim  prize,  new  taken  j 
That,  in  the  heat  of  fight.,  when  your  brave  hand 

17  Inmenu  the  town  below  him.'}  Theobald  would  read,  the  fowl 
im  ;  butfca/t  feems  to  confirm  town. 

X  2  Brought 
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Brought  the  Dane  fuccour,  got  my  irons  off, 
And  put  myfelf  to  mercy  of  the  ocean. 

Mir.  And  fwam  to  land  ? 

Col.  I  did,  Sir;  Heav'n  was  gracious ! 
But  now  a  flranger,  and  my  wants  upon  me, 
(Tho'  willingly  I  would  preferve  this  life,  Sir, 
With  honefty  and  truth)  I  am  not  look'd  on; 
The  hand  of  pity,  that  fhould  give  for  Heav'n's  fake, 
And  charitable  hearts,  are  grown  fo  cold,  Sir, 
Never  remembring  what  their  fortunes  may  be. 

Mir.  Thou  fay'ft  too  true.    Of  what  profeilion  art 
thou  ? 

Col.  I  have  been  better  train'd,  and  can  ferve  truly, 
Where  truft  is  laid  upon  me. 

Mir.  A  handfome  fellow! 
Haft  thou  e'er  bore  arms  ? 

Col.  I've  trod  full  many  a  march,  Sir, 
And  fome  hurts  have  to  fhew ;  before  me  too,  Sir. 

Mir.  Pity  this  thing  fhould  ilarve,  or,  forc'd  for 

want, 

Come  to  a  worfeend. — I  know  not  what  thou  mayft  be, 
But  if  thou  think'ft  it  fit  to  be  a  fervant, 
I'll  be  a  mafter,  and  a  good  one  to  thee, 
If  you  deferve,  Sir. " 

Col.  Elfe  I  afk  no  favour. 

Mir.  Then,  Sir,  to  try  your  truft,  becaufe  I  like 

you, 

Go  to  the  Dane ;  of  him  receive  a  woman, 
A  Turkifh  prifoner,  for  me  receive  her; 
I  hearfhe  is  my  prize:  Look  fairly  to  her, 
For  I  would  have  her  know,  tho'  now  my  prifoner, 
The  Chriftians  need  no  fchoolmafters  for  honour. 
Take  this  to  buy  thee  cloaths;  this  ring,  to  help  thee 
Into  the  fellowfhip  of  my  houfe;  you  are  a  ftranger, 
And  my  fervants  will  not  know  you  elfe;  there  keep 

her, 
And  with  all  modefty  preferve  your  fervice! 

Col.  Afoul  example  find  me  elfe !  Heav'n  thank  ye  1 
Of  captain  Noraudine  ? 

Mir. 
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Mir.  The  fame. 
CoL  Tis  done,  Sir:  \ 

And  may  Heav'n's  goodnefs  ever  dwell  about  you ! 
Mir.  Wait  there  'till  I  come  home. 
Col.  I  fhall  not  fail,  Sir.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE    III. 

Enter  Mountferrat  and  Abdella. 

Abd.  'Tis  ftrange  it  fhould  be  fo,  that  your  high 

mettle 
Should  check  thus  poorly,  dully,  moft  unmanly 

Mount f.  Let  me  alone. 

Abd.  Thus  leadenly 

Mount/.  Pox  take  you ! 

Abd.  At  every  childifh  fear,  at  every  fhadow ! 
Are  you  Mountferrat,  that  have  done  fuch  deeds  ? 
Wrought  thro'  fuch  bloody  fields    men  fhake   to 
fpeak  of  ?  v  -} 

Can  you  go  back  ?  is  there  a  fafety  left  yet, 
But  fore-right?  is  not  ruin  round  about  you  ? 
Have  you  not  ftill  thefe  arms,  that  fword,  that  heart 

whole  ? 

Js't  not  a  man  you  fight  with,  and  an  old  man, 
A  man  half-kill'd  already?  am  not  I  here? 
As  lovely  in  my  black  to  entertain  thee, 
As  high  and  full  of  heat  to  meet  thy  pleafures 

Mount/.  I'll  be  alone. 

Abd.  You  fhall:  Farewell,  Sir! 
And  do  it  bravely !  never  think  of  confcience ; 
There  is  none  to  a  man  refolv'd.    Be  happy!  [Exit. 

Enter  Miranda. 
Mount/.  No,  moft  unhappy  wretch,  as  thou  haft 

made  me, 
More  devil  than  thyfelf,  I  arrr. 

Mir.  Alone, 
And  troubled  too,  I  take  it.    How  he  ftarts! 

X3  All 
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All  is  not  handfome  in  thy  heart,  Mountferrat. — 
God  fpeecl  you,  Sir !  I  have  been  feeking  of  you  : 
They  fay  you  are  to  fight  to-day. 

.Mount/.  What  then!1 

M-ir.  Nay,  nothing,    but  good  fortune  to  your 

fvvord,  Sir! 

You  have  a  caufe  requires  it  ;  the  ifland's  fafety, 
The  order's,  and  your  honour's. 

Mount f.  And  do  you  make  a  queftion 
J  will  not  fight  it  nobly? 

Mir.  You  dare  fight ; 

You  have;  and  with  as  great  a  confidence  as  juflice, 
I've  feen  you  ftrike  as  home,  and  hit  as  deadly. 

Mcuntf.  Why  are  thefe  queflions  then  ? 

Mir.  I'll  £ell  you  quickly. 
You  have  a  lady  in  your  caufe,  a  fair  one, 
A  gentler  never  trod  on  grpund,  a  nobler — 

^Lountf.  Do  you  come  on  fo  faft  ?  I  have  it  for 
you.  \Afide* 

Mir.  The  fun  ne'er  faw  a  fweeter. 

Mount  f.  Thefe  I  grant  you ; 
Nor  dare  I  againfl  beauty  heave  my  hand  up. 
It  were  unmanly,  Sir,  too  much  unmanly: 
But  when  thefe  excellencies  turn  to  ruin, 
To  ruin  of  themfelyes,  and  thofe  protect  'em; 
When  virtue's  loft,  luft  and  difhonour  enter'd; 
Lpfs  of  ourfelyes  and  fouls  bafely  projected • 

Mir.  Do  you  think  'tis  fo  ? 

Mountf.  Too  lure, 

Mir.  And  can  it  be  ? 

Can  it  be  thought,  Mountferrat,  fo  much  fweetnefs, 
So  great  a  magazine  of  all  things  precious, 
A  mind  fo  heavenly  made — Prithee  obferve  me. 

Mowlf.  I  thought  fo  too :  Now,  by  my  holy  order, 
He  that  had  told  me,  ('till  experience  found  it, 
Too  bold  a  proof)  this  lady  had  been  vicious — 
|  wear  no  dull  fword,  Sir,  nor  hate  I  virtue. 

Mir.  /Xgairjft  her  brother  ?  to  the  man  has  bred  her  ? 
Her  blood  and  honour  ? 

Mount/. 
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Mount/.  Where  ambitious  Luft 
Defires  to  be  above  the  rule  prefcrib'd  her, 
Takes  hold,  and  wins,  poor  Chaftity,  cold  Duty, 
Like  falhions  old  forgot,  fhe  flings  behind  her, 
And  puts  on  blood  and  mifchief,  death  and  ruin, 
To.raife  her  new-built  hopes,  new  faith  to  fatten  her: 
Ma'foy,  fhe  is  as  foul  as  Heav'n  is  beauteous! 

Mir.  Thou  lieft,  thou  lieft,  Mountferrat,    thou 

lieft  baiely ! 

Stare  not,  nor  fwell  not  with  thy  pride!  thou  lieft; 
And  this  fhall  make  it  good. 

Mount/.  Out  with  your  heat  firft! 
You  fhall  be  fought  withal. 

Mir.  By  Heav'n,  that  lady, 

The  virtue  of  that  woman,  were  all  the  good  deeds 
Of  all  thy  families  bound  in  one  faggot, 
From  Adam  to  this  hour,  but  with  one  fparkle 
Would  fire  that  wifp,  and  turn  it  to  light  afhes. 

Mount/.  Oh,  pitiful  young  man,  ftruck  blind  with 

beauty ! 

Shot  with  a  woman's  fmile !    Poor,  poor  Miranda ! 
Thou  hopeful  young  man  once,  but  now  thou  loft  man, 
Thou  naked  man  of  all  that  we  call  noble, 
How  art  thou  cozen'd !  Didft  thou  know  what  I  do, 
And  how  far  thy  dear  honour,  (mark  me,  fool!) 
Which  like  a  father  I  have  kept  from  blafting, 
Thy  tender  honour,    is  abus'd — But  fight  firft, 
And  then,  too  late,  thou  fhalt  know  all. 

Mir.  Thou  lieft  ftill ! 

Mount/.  Stay  !  now  I'll  fhew  thee  all,  and  then  I'll 

kill  thee: 

I  love  thee  fo  dear,  time  fhall  not  difgrace  thee. 
Read  that !  [Gives  him  a  letter. 

Mir.  It  is  her  hand,  it  is  moft  certain. 
Good  angels,  keep  me  !  that  I  Ihould  be  her  agent 
To  betray  Malta,  and  bring  her  to  the  baftia  ! 
That  on  my  tender  love  lay  all  her  project ! 
Eyes  never  fee  again,  melt  out  forforrow! 
Did  the  devil  do  this  ? 

X  4  Mcuntf. 
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Mount/.  No,  but  his  dam  did  it, 
The  virtuous  lady  that  you  love  fo  dearly  : 
Come,  will  you  fight  again  ? 

Mir.  No  ;  prithee  kill  me, 

For  Heav'n's  lake,  and  for  good  nefs' fake,  difpatchme ! 
For  the  difgrace  fake  that  I  gave  thee,  kill  me  ! 
Mountf.  Why,  are  you  guilty  ? 
Mir.  I  have  liv'd,  Mountferrat, 
To  fee  Difhonour  fwallow  up  all  Virtue, 
And  now  would  die.   By  Heav'n's  eternal  brightnefs, 
I  am  as  clear  as  Innocence! 

Mount f.  I  knew  it, 

And  therefore  kept  this  letter  from  all  knowledge, 
And  this  fword  from  anger  ;  you  had  died  elfe. 
And  yet  I  lie,  and  bafely  lie. 

Mir.  Oh,  Virtue, 

Unfpotted  Virtue,  whither  art  thou  vanim'd  ? 
What  haft  thou  left  us  to  abufe  our  frailties, 
In  fhape  of  good  nefs  ? 

Mountf.  Come,  take  courage,  man  ! 
I  'have  forgiven  and  forgot  your  rafhnefs, 
And  hold  you  fair  as  light  in  all  your  actions ; 
And  by  my  troth  I  griev'd  your  love.    Take  comfort! 
There  be  more  women. 

Mir.  And  more  mi  (chief  in  'em  ! 
Mountf.  The  juftice  I  (hall  do,  to  right  thefe  villainies, 
Shall  make  you  man  again  :   I'll  ftrike  it  fure,  Sir. 
Come,  look  up  bravely  •,  put  this  puling  paffion 
Out  of  your  mind.     One  knock  for  thee,  Miranda, 
And  for  the  bey  the  grave  Gomera  gave  thee, 
When  {he  accepted  thee  her  champion, 
And  in  thy  abfence,  like  a  valiant  gentleman  ; 
I  yet  remember  it  :  c  He  is  too  young, 
1  Too  Icyifo)  and  too  tender,  to  adventure  :' 
I'll  give  him  one  found  rap  for  that :  I  love  thee  ; 
Thou  art  a  brave  young  ipark. 

Mir.  Boy  did  he  call  IDC  ? 
Gomera  call  me  Icy  ? 

,  It  pleas'd  his  gravity, 

To 
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To  think  fo  of  you  then  :  They  that  do  fervice, 
And  honed  fervice,  fuch  as  thou  and  I  do, 
Are  either  knaves  or  boys. 

Mir.  Boy,  by  Gomera  ? 
How  look'd  he  when  he  faid  it  ?  for  Gomera 
Was  ever  wont  to  be  a  virtuous  gentleman, 
Humane  and  fweet. 

Mount/.  Yes,  when  he  will,  he  can  be. 
But,  let  it  go;  I  would  not  breed  diflention; 
'Tis  an  unfriendly  office.     And  had  it  been 
To  any  of  a  higher  itrain  than  you,  Sir18, 
The  well-known,  well-approv'd,  and  lov'd  Miranda, 
I  had  not  thought  on't :  'Twas  happily  his  hafte  too, 
And  zeal  to  her. 

Mir.  A  traitor  and  a  boy  too  ? 
Shame  take  me,  if  I  fuffer  it ! — Puff!  farewell,  love  ! 

Mount/.  You  know  my  bufmefs ;  I  muft  leave  you, 

Sir ; 
My  hour  grows  on  apace. 

Mir.  I  muft  not  leave  you, 
I  dare  not,  nor  I  will  not,  'till  your  goodnefs 
Have  granted  meonecourtefy  :   You  lay  you  love  me? 

Mount/.  I  do,  and  dearly ;  afk,  and  let  that  courtefy 
Nothing  concern  mine  honour 

Mir.  You  muft  do  it, 
Or  you  will  never  fee  me  more. 

Mount/.  What  is  it  ? 
It  mall  be  great  that  puts  you  off:  Pray  fpeak  it. 

Mir.  Pray  let  me  fight  to-day,  good,  dear  Mount- 
ferrat  ! 


18  To  any  of  an  higher  ftrain  than  you  are  ]  At  firfl  glance,  the 
reader  may  think  as  1  once  did  with  Mr.  Sew.i  <!,  that  lighter,  or 
lower,  or  fome  fuch  word  mould  fupply  the  place  of  higher.  But 
pofiibly  the  pafiage  is  light  as  it  is,  and  refers  only  to  the  even  temper 
and  difpofition  of  Miranda,  and  means  that  had  he  been  of  an  hot  fiery 
temper  prone  to  paflion,  I3c .  he  mould  not  have  difcovered  a  fecret, 
which  might  pofiibly  breed  diflenfion  betwixt  Gomera  and  him.  This 
J  only  offer  the  reader,  in  order  to  give  the  text  fair  play,  if  he  does 
not  approve  of  the  explanation,  lighter  or  lower  are'ftill  ;it  his 
fervice.  Sjmf/sn. 

Let 
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Let  me,  and  bold  Gomera • 

Mountf.  Fy,  Miranda! 
D'ye  weigh  my  worth  fo  little  ? 

Mir.  On  my  knees ! 

As  ever  thou  hadft  true  touch  of  a  forrow 
Thy  friend  conceiv'd,  as  ever  honour  lov'd  thee— 

Mountf.  Shall  I  turn  recreant  now  ? 

Mir.  'Tis  not  thy  caufe ; 
Thou  haft  no  reputation  wounded  in  it-, 
Thine's  but  a  general  zeal:  'Death!  I  am  tainted; 
Thedeareft  twin  to  life,  my  credit's  murder'd, 
Baffled  and  boy'd. 

Mountf.  I'm  glad  you've  fwallow'd  it. —      \_Afide. 
I  muft  confefs  I  pity  you  ;  and  'tis  a  juftice, 
A  great  one  too,  you  ihould  revenge  thefe  injuries ; 
I  know  it,  and  I  know  you  fit  and  bold  to  do't, 
And  man  as  much  as  man  may :  But,  Miranda — 
Why  do  you  kneel  ? 

Mir.  By  Heav'n,  I'll  grow  to  th'  ground  here, 
And  with  my  fword  dig  up  my  grave,  and  fall  in't, 
Unlefs  thou  grant  me — Dear  Mountferrat !  friend! 
Is  any  thing  in  my  power?  to  my  life,  Sir! 
The  honour  Ihall  be  yours. 

Mountf.  I  love  you  dearly; 
Yet  fo  much  I  fhouid  tender 

Mir.  I'll  preferve  all ; 

By  Heav'n,  I  will,  or  all  the  fin  fall  with  me  ! 
Pray  let  me. 

Mount.  You  have  won;  I'll  once  be  coward 
To  pleafure  you. 

Mir.  I  kifs'your  hands,  and  thank  you. 

Mcunif.  Be  tender  of  my  credit,  and  light  bravely. 

Mir.  Blow  not  the  fire  that  flames. 

Mount f.  I'll  fend  mine  armour; 
.My  man  fhall  prefently  attend  you  with  it, 
(For  you  mull  arm  immediately  ;  the  hour  calls) 
I  know  'twill  fit  you  right.     Be  fure,  and  fecretx 
And  laft-be  fortunate!  farewell! — You  are  fitted  : 
I'm  glad  the  load's  off  me. 

Mir.  My  befl  Mountferrat!-  [Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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SCENE    IV. 

Enter  Norandine  and  Doff  or. 

Nor.  Doctor,  I'll  fee  the  combat,  that's  the  truth 

on't  ; 
If  I  had  ne'er  a  leg,  I'd  crawl  to  fee  it. 

Doff  or.  You're  moft  unfit,  if  I  might  counfel  you, 
Your  wounds  fo  many,  and  the  air 

Nor.  The  halter! 

The  air's  as  good  an  air,  as  fine  an  air  — 
Wouldft  thou  have  me  live  in  an  oven? 

Doff  or.  Befide,  the  noife,  Sirj 
Which,  to  a  tender  body  - 

Nor.  That's  it,  Doctor, 
My  body  mull  be  cur'd  withal  -,  if  you'll  heal  me 

quickly, 

Boil  a  drum-head  in  my  broth  ;  I  never  profper 
With  knuckles  o'veal,  and  birds  in  forrel  fops, 
Caudles  and  cullices  ;  they  waili  me  away 
Like  a  horfe  had  eaten  grains  :  If  thou  wilt  cure  me,- 
A  pickled  herring,  and  a  pottle  of  fack,  Doctor, 
And  half  a  dozen  trumpets! 

Doff  or.  You're  a  ftrange  gentleman  - 

Nor.  As  e'er  thou  knew'ft.     Wilt  thou  give  me 

another  clifler, 

That  I  may  fit  cleanly  there  like  a  French  lady, 
When  fhe  goes  to  a  mafque  at  court  ?  Where's  thy 
hoboy  ? 
I'm  glad  you're  grown  fo  merry. 


Enter  Aftorius  and  Caftriot. 

Nor.  Welcome,  gentlemen! 

Aflo.  We  come  to  fee  you,  Sir;  and  glad  we  arc 
To  fee  you  thus,  thus  forward  to  your  health,  Sir. 

Nor.  I  thank  my  Doctor  here. 

Doffor.  Nay,  thank  yourfelf,  Sir  ; 
For,  by  my  troth,  I  know  not  how  he's  cur'd  ! 

He 
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He  ne'er  obferves  any  of  our  prefcriptions. 

Nor.  Give  me  my  money  again  then,  good  fweet 

Doctor ! 
Wilt  thou  have  twenty  fhillings  a-day  for  vexing  me  ? 

Defter.  That  fhall  not  ferve  you,  Sir. 

Nor.  Then  forty  fhall,  Sir, 

And  that  will  make  you  fpeak  well.  Hark,  the  drums ! 
[Drums  afar  off:  A  low  march. 

Caft.  They  begin  to  beat  to  th' field.     Oh,  noble 

Dane, 

Never  was  fuch  a  ftake,  I  hope,  of  innocence3 
Play'd  for  in  Malta,  and  in  blood,  before. 

Aflo.  It  makes  us  hang  our  heads  all. 

Nor.  A  bold  villain  ! 

If  there  be  treafon  in  it — Accufe  poor  ladies  ? 
And  yet  they  may  do  mifchief  too.    I'll  be  with  ye : 
If  fhe  be  innocent  I  fhall  find  it  quickly, 
And  fomething  then  I'll  fay 

Afto.  Come,  lean  on  us,  Sir. 

Nor.  I  thank  ye,  gentlemen!  and,  domine  Doctor, 
Pray  bring  a  little  fneezing  powder  in  your  pocket, 
For  fear  I  fwoon  when  I  fee  blood. 

Doff  or.  You're  pleafant.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE        V. 

Enter  two  Marjhals. 

1  Mar/b.  Are  the  combatants  come  in? 

2  Marjh.  Yes.     \TheJcaffoldJet  out,  and  the  flairs. 
i  Marjh.  Make  the  field  clear  there ! 

a  Marfti.  That's  done  too. 

1  Marfv.  Then  to  the  prifoner;  the  Grand-mafler's 

coming. 
Let's  fee  that  all  be  ready  there. 

2  Marjh.  Too  ready. 

How  ceremonious  our  very  ends  are ! 

Alas,  fwcet  lady,  if  fhe  be  innocent,  [Flcurijh. 

NO  doubt  but  juitice  will  direct  her  champion. 

Away ! 
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Away !  I  hear  'em  come. 

i  Marjh.  Pray  Heav'n  fhe  profper ! 

Enter  Valetta,  Norandine,  dftoriusy  Cajtriof,  &c. 

VaL  Give  captain  Norandine  a  chair. 

Nor.  I  thank  your  lordfhip. 

VaL  Sit,  Sir,  and  take  your  cafe;  your  hurts  re- 
quire it: 

You  come  to  fee  a  woman's  caufe  decided  j 
(That's  all  the  knowledge  now,  or  name,  I've  for  her) 
They  fay  a  falfe,  a  bafe,  and  treach'rous  woman, 
And  partly  prov'd  too. 

Nor.  Pity  itlhould  be  fo; 
And,  if  your  lordfhip  durft  afk  my  opinion, 
Sure  I  fhould  anfwer  No,  (fo  much  I  honour  her) 
And  anfwer't  with  my  life  too.     But  Go'mera 
Is  a  brave  gentleman;  the  other  valiant, 
And  if  he  be  not,  good,  dogs  gnaw  his  flefh  off! 
And  one  above  'em  both  will  find  the  truth  outj 
He  never  fails,  Sir. 

VaL  That's  the  hope  refts  with  me. 

Nor.  How  nature  and  his  honour  ftruggle  in  him ! 
A  fweet,  clear,  noble  gentleman  ! 

[Guard  within].  Make  room  there ! 

Enter  Oriana,  Ladies,  Executioner,  Abdella,  and  Guard. 

VaL  Go  up,  and  what  you  have  to  fay,  fay  there. 

Ori.  Thus  I  afcend ;  nearer,  I  hope,  to  Heav'n ! 
Nor  do  I  fear  to  tread  this  dark  black  manfion, 
The  image  of  my  grave ;  each  foot  we  move 
Goes  to  it  ftill,  each  hour  we  leave  behind  us 
Knolls  fadly  toward  it.     My  noble  brother, 
(For  yet  mine  innocence  dares  call  you  fo) 
And  you  the  friends  to  virtue,  that  come  hither, 
The  chorus  to  this  tragick  fcene,  behold  me> 
Behold  me  with  your  juftice,  not  with  pity, 
(My  caufe  was  ne'er  fo  poor  to  afk  compafllon) 
Behold  me  in  this  fpotlefs  white  I  wear, 
The  emblem  of  my  life,  of  all  my  actions  •> 

So 
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So  ye  fhall  find  my  flory,  tho'  I  perifh. 
Behold  me  in  my  fex;  I  am  no  foldier ; 
Tender  and  full  of  fears  our  blufhihg  fex  is, 
Unharden'd  with  relentlefs  thoughts  ;  unhatcht  '9 
With  blood  and  bloody  practice  :  Alas,  we  tremble 
But  when  an  angry  dream  afflicts  our  fancies, 
Die  with  a  tale  well  told.     Had  I  been  practis'd, 
And  known  the  way  of  mifchief,  travelPd  in  it, 
And  giv'n  my  blood  and  honour  up  to  reach  it; 
Forgot  religion,  and  the  line  I  fprung  on; 
Oh,  Heav'n!  I  had  been  fit  then  for  thy  juftice, 
And  then  in  black,  as  dark  as  hell,  I'd  hovvl'd  here. 
JLaft,  in  your  own  opinions  weigh  mine  innocence  : 
Amongft  ye  I  was  planted  from  an  infant, 
('Would  then,  if  Heav'n  had  fo  been  pleas'd,   I'd 

perifh'd  !) 

Grew  up,  and  goodly,  ready  to  bear  fruit, 
The  honourable  fruit  of  marriage  : 
And  am  I  blafted  in  my  bud,  with  treafon  ? 
Boldly  and  bafely  of  my  fair  name  ravifh'd, 
And  hither  brought  to  find  my  reft  in  ruin  ? 
But  he  that  knows  all,  he  that  rights  all  wrongs> 
And  in  his  time  reftores,  knows  me! — I've  fpoken. 

VaL  If  ye  be  innocent,  Heav'n  will  protect  ye, 
And  fo  I  leave  ye  to  his  fword  ftrikes  for  ye  j 
Farewell ! 

OrL  Oh,  that  went  deep  I  Farewell,  dear  brother. 
And  howfoe'er  my  caufe  goes,  fee  my  body 
(Upon  my  knees  I  alk  it)  buried  chaftely; 
For  yet,  by  holy  truth,  it  never  trefpafs'd. 

Aflo.  Juftice  fitonyourcaufejandHeav'nfightforye! 

Nor.  Two  of  ye,  gentlemen,  do  me  but  the  honour 
To  lead  me  to  her;  good  my  lord,  your  leave  too^ 

VaL  You  have  it,  Sir. 

Nor.  Give  me  your  fair  hands  fearlefs  r 
As.  white  as  this  I  fee  your  innocence, 
As  ipotlefs,  and  as  pure;  be  not  afraid,  lady  \ 

'9  See  note  56  on  The  Cuilora  of  the  Country.  Sympfon. 

You 
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You  are  but  here  brought  to  your  nobler  fortune, 

To  add  unto  your  life  immortal  ftory : 

Virtue  thro'  hardeft  things  arrives  at  happinefs. 

Shame  follow  that  blunt  fword  that  lofes  you  ! 

And  he  that  ftrikes  againft  you,  I  fhall  fludy 

A  curfe  or  two  for  him.   Once  more  your  fair  hands ! 

I  ne'er  brought  ill  luck  yet;  be  fearlefs,  happy, 

Ori.  I  thank  ye,  noble  captain. 

Nor.  So  I  leave  ye. 

Veil.  Call  in  the  knights  feverally. 

Enter  federally,  Camera  and  Miranda. 

Ori.  But  two  words  to  my  champion  j 
And  then  to  Heav'n  and  him  I  give  my  caufe  up. 

Val.  Speak  quickly,  and  fpeak  Ihort. 

Ori.  I  have  not  much,  Sir. 
Noble  Gomera,  from  your  own  free  virtue 
You've  undertaken  here  a  poor  maid's  honour, 
And  with  the  hazard  of  your  life;  and  happily 
You  may  fufpect  the  caufe,  tho'  in  your  true  worth 
You  will  not  fhew  it;  therefore  take  this  tefcimony, 
(And,  as  I  hope  for  happinefs,  a  true  one  !) 
And  may  it  Heel  your  heart,  and  edge  your  good  fword! 
You  fight  for  her,  as  fpotlefs  of  thefe  mifchiefs 
As  Heav'n  is  of  our  fins,  or  Truth  of  errors  j 
And  fo  defy  that  treacherous  man,  and  profper  1 

Nor.  Blefiing  o'  thy  heart,  lady ! 

Val.  Give  the  fignal  to  'em.  \L.ow  alarms. 

Nor.  'Tis  bravely  fought!    Gomera,  follow  that 

blow — 

Well  ftruck  again,  boy! — look  upon  the  lady, 
And  gather  fpirit !  brave  again  !  lie  clofe, 
Lie  clofe,  I  fay !  he  fights  aloft,  and  ftrongly ; 
Clofe  for  thy  life  !— A  pox  o'  that  fell  buffet! 
Retire  and  gather  breath ;  y  e've  day  enough,  knights  — 
Look  lovely  on  him,  lady!  to't  again  now! 
Stand,  ftand,  Gomera,  Hand — one  blow  for  all  now  \ 
Gather  thy  ftrength  together;  God  blefs  the  woman ! 
Why,  where's  thy  noble  heart?  Heav'n  blefs  the  lady  ! 

All* 
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All.  Oh,  oh! 

Val.  She  is  gone,  fhe  is  gone. 

Nor.  Now  ftrike  it. 
Hold,  hold — he  yields  :  Hold  thy  brave  fword,  he's 

conquer'd — 

He's  thine,  Gomera.    Now  rSe  joyful,  lady  ! 
What  could  this  thief  have  done,  had  his  caufe  been 

equal ! 
He  made  my  heart- firings  tremble. 

Val.  Off  with's  cafque  there 10 ; 
And,  executioner,  take  you  his  head  next. 

Abd.  Oh,  curfed  Fortune  ! "  [Afide. 

Gom.  Stay,  I  befeech  you,  Sir !  and  this  one  honour 
Grant  me,  I  have  deferv'd  it ;  that  this  villain 
May  live  one  day,  to  envy  at  my  juftice; 
That  he  may  pine  and  die,  before  the  fword  fall, 
Viewing  the  glory  I  have  won,  her  goodnefs. 

Val.  He  fhall  j  and  you  the  harveft  of  your  valour 
Shall  reap,  brave  Sir,  abundantly. 

Gom.  I've  fav'd  her, 

Preferv'd  her  fpotlefs  worth  from  black  definition  ", 
(Her  white  name  to  eternity  deliver'd) 
.Her  youth  and  fweetnefs  from  a  timelefs  ruin. 
Now,  lord  Valetta,  if  this  bloody  labour 
May  but  deferve  her  favour 

Mir.  Stay,  and  hear  me  firft. 

Val.  Off  with  his  cafque  !  This  is  Miranda's  vVoice. 

Nor.  'Tis  he  indeed,  or  elfe  mine  eyes  abufe  me : 
What  makes  he  here  thus? 

Or/.  The  young  Miranda  ? 

40  Cajk."\  This  word  is  generally  fpek  cafque.  It  iignifies  here  a 
helmet,  and  iometimes  is  ufed  only  for  a  beaver,  or  bat.  R. 

at  Preferrfd  her  fpotlefs  worth  from  black  deftruflion  ]  If  by 
worth  the  Poets  mean  her  worthy  fe  If,  to  fave  that  from  definition, 
would  be  only  faying  the  fame  thing,  with  preferving 

Her  youth,  andfaeetnefe,  from  a  timelefs  ruin, 
Three  lines  below.  But  if  by  worth  be  meant  her  fame  and  charafier, 
1   then  mould   think  deftruftion  a  corruption,    and   would   propofc 
reading  the  line  fo, 

Prefer'v'd  her  fpotleft  worth  from  black  detraftion.  Sympfon. 
Detraction  would  be  beft,  were  there  authority  for  the  change. 

Is 
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Is  he  mine  enemy  too  ? 

Mir.  None  has  deferv'd  her, 
If  worth  muft  carry  it,  and  fervice  feek  her, 
But  he  that  fav'd  her  honour. 

Com.  That  is  I,  Miranda. 

Mir.  No,  no ;  that's  I,  Gomera ;  be  not  fo  forward ! 
In  bargain  for  my  love  you  cannot  cozen  me. 

Com.  I  fought  it. 

Mir.  And  I  gave  it,  which  is  nobler. 
Why,  every  gentleman  would  have  done  as  much 
As  you  did :  Fought  it  ?  that's  a  poor  defert,  Sir; 
They're  bound  to  that.   But  then  to  make  that  fight 

fure, 

To  do  as  I  did,  take  all  danger  from  it, 
Suffer  that  coldnefs  that  mud  call  me  now 
Into  difgrace  for  ever,  into  pity 

Com.  1  undertook  firft,  to  preferve  her  from  hazard. 

Mir.  And  I  made  fure  no  hazard  fhould  come  near 
her. 

Com.  'Twas  I  defied  Mountfcrrat. 

Mir.  'Twas  I  wrought  him, 
(You'd  had  a  dark  day  elfe)  'twas  I  defied 
His  confcience  firft,  'twas  I  that  fhook  him  there> 
Which  is  the  brave  defiance. 

Com.  My  life  and  honour 
At  flake  I  laid. 

Mir.  My  care  and  truth  lay  by  it, 
Left  that  ftake  might  be  loft.     I  have  deferv'd  her, 
And  none  but  I :  The  lady  might  have  perilh'd 
Had  fell  Mountferrat  {truck  it,  from  whofe  malice. 
With  cunning  and  bold  confidence^  I  catch'd  it  j 
And  'twas  high  time.     And  fuch  a  fervice,  lady, 
For  you,  and  for  your  innocence — for  who  knows 
Not  th' all-devouring  fword  of  fierce  Mountferrat? 
I  fhew'd  you  what  I  could  do,  had  I  been  fpiteful, 
Or  mafter  but  of  half  the  poifon  he  bears  : 
(Hell  take  his  heart  for't !)  And  befhrew  thefe  hands, 

madam, 
With  all  my  heart,  I  wifh  a  mifchief  on  'em ! 

VOL.  VII.  Y  '  They 
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They  made  you  once  look  fad :  Such  another  fright 
I  would  not  put  you  in,  to  own  the  iftand : 
Yet,  pardon  me  ;  twas  but  to  fhew  a  foldier, 
Which,  when  I'd  done,  I  ended  your  poor  coward. 
VaL  Let  fome  look  out,   for   the    bafe    knight 

Mountferrat 

Abd.  I  hope  he's  far  enough,  if  his  man  be  trufly. 
This  was  a  ftrange  misfortune  ;  I  mufl  not  know  it. 
Vol.  That  moft  debofhed  knight.      Come  down, 

fweet  filler, 

My  fpotlefs  fifter  now  !  Pray  thank  thefe  gentlemen; 
They  have  deferv'd  both  truly,  nobly  of  you, 
Both  excellently,  dearly,  both  all  the  honour, 

All  the  refpedt  and  favour 

Or;'.  Both  fhall  have  it ; 
And  as  my  life  their  memories  I'll  nourifh. 

VaL  Ye're   both  true   knights,    and    both  moft 

worthy  lovers ; 

Here  ftands  a  lady  ripen'd  with  your  fervice, 
Young,  fair,  and  (now  I  dare  fay)  truly  honourable: 
'Tis  my  will  Ihe  fhall  marry,  marry  now, 
And  one  of  you  ({he  cannot  take  more  nobly)  :  Your 

deferts 

Begot  this  will,  and  bred  it.     Both  her  beauty 
Cannot  enjoy  -,  dare  you  make  me  your  umpire  ? 
Com.  Mir.  With  all  our  fouls. 
VaL  He  muft  not  then  be  angry 
That  lofes  her. 

Gom.  Oh,  that  were,  Sir,  unworthy. 
Mir.  A  little  forrow  he  may  find. 
VaL  'Tis  manly. 

Gomera,  you're  a  brave  accompliih'd  gentleman ; 
A  braver  no  where  lives  than  is  Miranda. 
In  the  white  way  of  virtue,  and  true  valour, 
You've  been  a  pilgrim  long  ;  yet  no  man  further 
Has  trod  thofe  thorny  ileps  than  young  Miranda: 
You're  gentle,  he  is  gentlenefs  itfelf :  Experience 
Calls  you  her  brother;  this  her  hopeful  heir. 
Nor.  The  young  man  now,  an't  be  thy  will ! 

Vat 
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Val.  Your  hand,  Sir  ! 
You  undertook  firft,  nobly  undertook, 
This  lady's  caufe  ;  you  made  it  good,  and  fought  it  j 
You  muft  be  ferv'd  firft,  take  her  and  enjoy  her  ! 
I  give  her  to  you  :  Kifs  her  !  Are  you  pleas  'd  now? 

Com.  My  joy's  fo  much  I  cannot  fpeak. 

Val.  Nay,  faireft  Sir, 
You  muft  not  be  difpleas'd;  you  break  your  promife. 

Mir.  I  never  griev'd  at  good  ;  nor  dare  I  now,  Sir, 
Tho'  fomething  feem  ftrange  to  me* 

Val.  I've  provided 

A  better  match  for  you,  more  full  of  beauty  j 
I'll  wed  you  to  our  order  :  There's  a  miftrefs 
Whofe  beauty  ne'er  decays  (Time  ftands  below  her)  j 
Whofe  honour,  ermin-like,  can  never  fuffer 
Spot  or  black  foil  ;  whofe  eternal  iffue 
Fame  brings  up  at  her  breafts,  and  leaves  'em  fainted; 
Her  you  fhall  marry. 

Mir.  I  muft  humbly  thank  you. 

Val.  Saint  Thomas'  Fort,  a  charge  of  no  fmall  value, 
I  give  you  too,  in  prefent,  to  keep  waking 
Your  noble  fpirits  ;  and,  to  breed  you  pious, 
I'll  fend  you  a  probation-robe  ;  wear  that, 
'Till  you  fhall  pleafe  to  be  our  brother.  —  How  now? 


Enter 

Afto.  Mountferrat's  fled,  Sir* 
Val.  Let  him  go  a  while, 

'Till  we  have  done  thefe  rites,  and  feen  thcfe  coilpled: 
His  mifchief  now  lies  open.  Come,  all  friends  now! 
And  fo  let's  inarch  to  th'  temple.  Sound  thofe 

inftruments, 

That  were  the  fignal  to  a  day  of  blood  ! 
Evil  beginning  hours  may  end  in  good.      \Flourijh* 
Nor.  Come,  we'll  have  wenches,  man,  and  all 

brave  things. 

Pox  !  let  her  go  ;  we'll  want  no  miftrefles  ; 
Good  fwords,  and  good  ftrong  armours  ! 
Mir.  Thofe  are  beft,  captain, 

Y  a  Nor. 
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Nor.  And  fight  'till  queens  be  in  love  with  us, 

and  run  after  us. 

I'll  fee  you  at  the  fort  within  thefe  two  days  j 
And  let's  be_merry,  prithee  ! 
Mir.  By  that  time  I  fhail. 

Nor.  Why,  that's  well  faid!  I  like  a  good  heart 
truly.  [Exeunt. 


ACT     III.        SCENE     I. 


Enter  Norandine  and  Servant,  Corporal  and  Soldiers 

above. 
Serv.  t  •  A  H  E  day  is  not  yet  broke,  Sir. 

Nor.  'Tis  the  cooler  riding. 
I  mu ft  go  fee  Miranda :  Bring  my  horfe 
Round  to  the  South  port  j  I'll  out  here  at  the  beach. 
And  meet  you  at  the  end  o'  th'  fycamores  : 
'Tis  a  fweet  walk,  and  if  the  wind  be  ftirring 
Serves  like  a  fan  to  cool. 

Serv.  Which  walk  ? 

tfor.  Why,  that,  Sir, 
Where  the  fine  city-dames  meet  to  make  matches. 

Serv.  I  know  it.  [Exit.    Singing  above. 

Nor.  Speed  ye  then  "  ! — What  mirth  is  this  ? 
The  watches  are  not  yet  difcharg'd,  I  take  it : 
Thefe  are  brave  carelefs  rogues !  I'll  hear  the  fong  out, 
And  then  I'll  fit  ye  for't,  merry  companions ! 

SONG,     BY    THE    SOLDIERS. 
l.  .Sit,  foldiers,  fit  and  fing,  the  round  is  clear, 
And  cock-a-loodle-looe  tells  us  the  day  is  near. 
Each  tofs  his  cann,  until  his  throat  be  mellow, 
Drink,  laugh,  and  ling ;  the  foidier  has  no  fellow ! 

11  Nor.  Speed  ye  then,  &c.]  'i  Ins  and  the  three  following  lines 
have  hitherto  been  placed  after  the  Song,  which  they  fhouJd  un- 
doubtedly precede.  It  is  not  printed  in  ti.e  fiiii  folio. 

2.  To 
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2.  To  thee  a  full  pot,  my  little  lance-prifado, 
And  when  thou  haft  done,  a  pipe  of  Trinklado  ! 
Our  glafs  of  life  runs  wine,  the  vintner  fkinks  itlj, 
Whilft  with  his  wife  the  frolick  foldier  drinks  it. 

3 .  The  drums  beat,  enfigns  wave,  and  cannons  thump 

itj  ^ 

Our  game  is  ruffe,  and  the  beft  heart  doth  trump  it: 
Each  tofs  his  cann,  until  his  throat  be  mellow, 
Drink,  laugh,  and  fmg ;  the  foldier  has  no  fellow. 

4.  I'll  pledge  thee,  my  Corporal,  were  it  a  flagon; 
After,  watch  fiercer  than  George  did  the  dragon i 
What  blood  we  lofe  i'  th'  town,  we  gain  i'  th'  tuns ; 
Furr'd  gowns,  and  flat  caps,  give  the  wall  to  guns. 
Each  tofs  his  cann,  until  his  throat  be  mellow, 
Drink,  laugh,  and  fmg  ;  the  foldier  has  no  fellow. 

Not.  Here's  notable  order !  Now  for  a  trick  to 

tame  ye ! 
Owgh,  owgh ! 

i  Watch.  Hark,  hark !     what's  that    below   us  ? 

Who  goes  there  ? 
Nor.  Owgh,  owgh,  owgh ! 
i  Watch.  'Tis  a  bear  broke  loofe;  pray  call  the 

Corporal. 

1  Watch.  The  Dutchman's  huge  fat  fow. 

2  Watch.  I  fee  her  now, 
And  five  fine  pigs. 

Nor.  Owgh,  owgh ! 

Enter  Corporal. 

Corp.  Now,  what's  the  matter  ? 
i  Watch.  Here's  the  great  fat  fow,  Corporal, 
The  Dutchman's  fow ;  and  all  the  pigs,  brave  fat  pigs : 
You  have  been  wifhing  long,  fhe  would  break  loofe. 
Nor.  Owgh,  owgh ! 

Corp.  'Tis  fhe  indeed;  there's  a  white  pig  now 
fucking : 

««  The  vintner  (links  //.]  As  we  can  :.ffix  no  idea  to  the  word 
/links  here,  we  have  fubftituted  Jkinks.  hfiinker,  the  very  ingenious 
Dr.  Percy  tells  us,  is  '  one  that  fervts  drink.'  The  word  occurs  as 
late  as  Dryde&'s  Tranflition  of  th»  Firlt  Book  of  Homer. 

Y  3  Look, 
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Look,  look  !  d'you  fee  it,  Sirs  ? 

1  Watch.  Yes,  very  well,  Sir. 

Corp.  A  notable  fat  whorefon  !  Come,  two  of  ye, 
Go  down  with  me ;  we'll  have  a  tickling  breakfafl. 

2  Watch.  Let's  eat  'em  at  the  Crofs. 
Corp.  There's  the  beft  liquor. 

Nor.  I'll  liquor  fome  of  ye,  ye  lazy  rogues  ! 
Your  minds  are  of  nothing  but  eating  and  fwilling. 
What  a  fweet  beaft  they've  made  of  me  !  A  fpw  ? 
Hog  upon  hog !  I  hear  'em  come. 

Enter  Corporal  below,  and  Watch. 
Corp.  Go  foftly, 

And  fall  upon,  'em  finely,  nimbly, 
i  Watch.  Blefs  me  ! 
Corp.  Why,  what's  the  matter  ? 

1  Watch.  Oh,  the  devil !  the  devil, 
As  high  as  a  fleeple  ! 

2  Uf&tcb.  There  he  goes,  Corporal ! 
His  feet  are  cloven  too. 

Corp.  Stand,  ftand,  I  fay ! 
Death,  how  I  fhake  !  Where  be  your  mufkets  ? 

I  Watch.  1'here's 
No  good  of  them  :  Where  be  our  prayers,  man  r 

1  Watch.  Lord,   how  he  ftalks !    Speak  to  him, 
Corporal. 

Corp.  Why,  what  a  deyil  art  thou  ? 

ffor.  Owgh,  owgh  ! 

Corp.  A  dumb  devil  ? 

The  worft  devil  that  could  come,  a  dumb  devil ! 
•  Give  me  a  mufket.     He  gathers  in  to  me  ! 

J'  th'  name  of Speak  !    what  art  thou  ?   Speak, 

'  devil,  or 
I'll  put  a  plumb  in  your  belly. 

Nor.  Owgh,  owgh,  owgh! 

Corp.  Fy,  fy !  in  what  a  fweat  I  arn  !  Lord  blefs  me., 
My  muiket's  gone  too  !  I  am  not  able  to  ftir  it. 

''Nor.  Who  goes  there  ?  Stand3  fpeak  ! 

Corp.  Sure  I  am  enchanted  ! 

Yet 
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Yet  here's  my  halbert  ftill.  Nay,  who  goes  there,  Sir  ? 
What,  have  I  loft  myfelf  ?  What  are  ye? 

Nor.  The  guard. 

Corp.  Why,  what  are  we  then  ?  He's  not  half  fo 

long  now, 
Nor  h'has  no  tail  at  all.     I  fliake  ftill  damnably. 

Nor,  The  word ! 

Corp.  Have  mercy  on  me !  what  word  does  he  mean  ? 
Prithee,  devil,  if  thou  be'ft  the  devil,  do  not 
Make  an  afs  of  me  !  for  I  remember  yet, 
As  well  as  I  am  here,  I  am  the  Corporal  j 
I'll  lay  my  life  on't,  devil. 

Nor.  Thou  art  damn'd  ! 

Corp.  That's  all  one ;  but  am  not  I  the  Corporal  r 
I'd  give  a  thoufand  pound  to  be  refolv'd  now. 
Had  not  I  foldiers  here  ? 

Nor.  No,  not  a  man  j 
Thou  art  debofh'd,  and  cozen'd. 

Corp.  That  may  be, 

It  may  be  I  am  drunk. — Lord,  where  have  I  been? 
Is  not  this  my  halbert  in  my  hand  ? 

Nor.  No,  'tis  a  May-pole. 

Corp.  Why  then,  I  know  not  who  I  am,  nor  what, 
Nor  whence  I  come. 

Nor.  You  are  an  arrant  rafcal ! 
You  corporal  of  a  watch  ? 

Corp.  'Tis  the  Dane's  voice.  You  are  no  devifthen  ? 

Nor.  No,  nor  no  fow,  Sir. 

Corp.  Of  that  I  am  right  glad,  Sir;  I  was  ne'er 
So  frighted  in  my  life,  as  I  am  a  foldier. 

Nor.  Tall  watchmen ! 

A  guard  for  a  goofe !  you  fmg  away  your  centries : 
A  careful  company !  Let  me  out  o'  th'  port  here, 
(I  was  a  little  merry  with  your  worfhips) 
And  keep  your  guards  ftrong,  tho'  the  devil  walk. 
Hold,  there's  to  bring  ye  into  your  wits  again. 
Gooff  no  more  to  hunt  pigs;  fuch  another  trick, 
And  you  will  hunt  the  gallows. 

Corp.  Pray,  Sir,  pardon  us ! 

Y  4  And, 
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And,  let  the  devil  come  next,  I'll  make  him  fland, 
Or  make  him  ftink. 

Nor.  Do,  do  your  duty  truly. 
Come,  let  me  out,  and  come  away14.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     II. 

Enter  Abdella  with  a  letter,  and  Rccca. 

Rccca.  No  more  rage. 

Abd.  Write  thus  to  me  ?  H'hath  fearfully  and  bafely 
Betray 'd  his  own  caufe;  yet,  to  free  himfelf, 
He  now  afcribes  the  fault  to  me. 

Rccca.  I  know  not 

What  he  hath  done;  but  what  he  nowdefires 
His  letters  have  inform'd  you. 

Aid.  Yes;  he  is 

Too  well  acquainted  with  the  power  he  holds 
Over  my  mad  affections! — I  want  time 
To  write;  but  pray  you  tell  him,  if  I  were 
No  better  fteel'd  in  my  ftrong  refolutions 
Than  he  hath  Ihewn  himfelf  in  his,  or  thought 
There  was  a  hell  hereafter,  or  a  Heaven 
But  in  enjoying  him,  I  iliould  flick  here, 
And  move  no  further.     Bid  him  yet  take  comfort ; 
For  fomething  I  will  do  the  devil  would  quake  at, 
But  I'll  untie  this  nuptial  knot  of  love, 
And  make  way  for  his  wifhes.     In  the  mean  time 
Let  him  lie  clofe,  (for  he  is  ftriftly  fought  for)' 

Z4  Come  let  me  out,  and  tonic  aivay  ;  no  mare  race. 

S  C  E  N  E     II. 
Enter  Abdella  ivitlj  a  letter,  and  Rocca. 

Aid.  Write  thus  to  me  ?]  If  this  latter  part  of  the  line  belong  to 
Norar.dine,  'tis  ftrangely  odd  ;  for  why  muft  he  fay  no  mere  rage  ? 
This  implies,  that  the  corporal  and  the  guard  had  been  in  one  before, 
which  the  render  knows  is  ib  far  from  tiue,  that  they  were  frighted 
with  the  mimic  grunt  of  a  hog,  and  took  it  for  the  devil  ;  but  iup- 
pofing  Abdella  had  been  (lorming  at  Monntferrat's  letter,  fome  time 
before  Rocca's  and  her  coming  upon  the  llage,  tlu-fe  mollifying  words 
of  his  to  her,  viz  no  more  tage,  will  be  exceedingly  in  character,  and- 
highly  proper  to  introduce  the  angry  fpeech  of  Abdella.  Sytnpfon. 

And 
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And  practife  to  love  her,  that  for  his  ends 
Scorns  fear  and  danger! 

Enter  Oriana  and  Velleda. 

Rccca.  All  this  I  will  tell  him.  [Exit. 

Abd.  Do  fo.  Farewell ! — My  lady,  with  my  fellow, 
So  earned  in  difcourfe  !  Whate'er  it  be, 
I'll  fecond  it. 

Vel.  He's  fuch  a  noble  hufband, 
In  every  circumftance  fo  truly  loving, 
That  I  might  fay,  and  without  flatt'ry,  madam, 
The  fun  fees  not  a  lady  but  yourfelf 
That  can  deferve  him. 

Abd.  Of  all  men,  I  fay, 
That  dare  (for  'tis  a  defperate  adventure) 
Wear  on  their  free  necks  the  fweet  yoke  of  woman, 
(For  they  that  do  repine  are  no  true  hufbands) 
Give  me  a  foldier ! 

Or/'.  Why?  are  they  more  loving 
Than  other  men  ? 

Abd.  And  love  too  with  more  judgment: 
For,  but  obferve,  your  courtier  is  more  curious 
To  fet  himfelf  forth  richly,  than  his  ]ady; 
His  baths,  perfumes,  nav  paintings  too,  more  coftly 
Than  his  frugality  wiJ  =    .How  to  her; 
His  cloaths  as  chargeable  ;  and  grant  him  but 
A  thing  without  a  beard,  and  he  may  pafs 
At  all  times  for  a  woman,  and  with  fome 
Have  better  welcome:  Now,  your  man  of  lands 
For  the  mod  part  is  careful  to  manure  them, 
But  leaves  his  lady  fallow  ;  your  great  merchant 
Breaks  oftner  for  the  debt  he  owes  his  wife, 
Than  with  his  creditors;  and  that's  the  reafon 
She  looks  elfe  where  for  payment:  Now,  your  foldier-— 

Vel.  Ay,  marry,  do  him  right ! 

Abd.  Firft,  who  has  one 
Has  a  perpetual  guard  upon  her  honour; 
For  while  he  wears  a  fword,  Slander  herfelf 
Dares  not  bark  at  it;  next,  fhe  fits  at  home 

Like 
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Like  a  great  queen,  and  fends  him  forth  to  fetch  in 
Her  tribute  from  all  parts  j   which,  being  brought 

home, 

He  lays  it  at  her  feet,  and  feeks  no  further 
For  his  reward  than  what  fhe  may  give  freely, 
And  with  delight  too,  from  her  own  exchequer, 
Which  he  finds  ever  open. 

Ori.  Be  more  modeft ! 

Abd.  Why,  we  may  fptak  of  that  we're  glad  to  tafte  of, 
Among  ourfelves  I  mean. 

Ori.  Thou  talk'ft  of  nothing. 

Abd.  Of  nothing,    madam?    You  have  found  it 

fomething ; 

Or,  with  the  raifing-up  this  pretty  mount  here, 
My  lord  hath  dealt  with  fpirits. 

Enter  Gomera. 

Ori.  Two  long  hours  abfent? 

Gom.  Thy  pardon,  fweet !  I  have  been  looking  on 
The  prize  that  was  brought  in  by  the  brave  Dane, 
The  valiant  Norandine,  and  have  brought  fomething 
That  may  be  thou  wilt  like  of;  but  one  kifs, 
And  then  pofiefs  my  purchafe  :  There's  a  piece 
Of  cloth  of  tiflue,  this  of  purple  velvet, 
And  (as  they  fwear)  of  the  right  Tyrian  dye, 
Which  others  here  but  weakly  counterfeit : 
If  they  are  worth  thy  ufe,  wear  them  j  if  not, 
Beftow  them  on  thy  women. 

Abd.  Here's  the  hufband  ! 

Gom.  While  there  is  any  trading  on  the  fea, 
Thou  lhalt  want  nothing.     'Tis  a  foldier's  glory, 
However  he  neglect  himfelf,  to  keep 
His  miftrefs  in  full  luftre. 

On.  You  exceed,  Sir. 

Gom.  Yet  there  was  one  part  of  the  prize  difpos'd  of 
Before  I  came,  which  I  grieve  that  I  mifs'd  of, 
Being  almoft  affur'd,  it  would  have  been 
A  welcome  prefent. 

Ori.  Pray  you  fay,  what  was  it  ? 

Gom. 
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Com.  A  Turkifli  captive,  of  incomparable  beauty, 
And,  without  queftion,  in  her  country  noble  j 
Which,  as  companion  to  thy  faithful  Moor, 
I  would  have  given  thee  for  thy  flave. 

Ori.  But  was  fhe 
Of  fuch  an  exquifite  form? 

Com.  Moft  exqnifite. 

On.  And  well  defcended  ? 

Com.  So  the  habit  promis'd, 
In  which  fhe  was  ta'en. 

Ori.  Of  what  years  ? 

Gom.  'Tis  faid 
A  virgin  of  fourteen. 

Ori.  I  pity  her, 

And  wifh  fhe  were  mine,  that  I  might  ha'  the  means 
To  entertain  her  gently. 

Gem.  She  is  now  Miranda's; 
And,  as  I've  heard,  made  it  her  fuitto  be  fo. 

Ori.  Miranda's  ?  then  her  fate  deferves  not  pity, 
But  envy  rather. 

Gom.  Envy,  Oriana  ? 

Ori.  Yes,  and  their  envy  that  live  free. 

Gom.  How's  this  ? 

Ori.  'Why,  fhe  is  fallen  into  the  hands  of  one, 
So  full  of  that  which  in  men  we  ftile  Goodnefs,     . 
That,  in  her  being  his  flave,  fhe's  happier  far 
Than  if  fhe  were  confirm'd  the  fultan's  miftrefs. 

Gom.  Miranda  is  indeed  a  gentleman 
Of  fair  defert,  and  better  hopes  \  but  yet 
He  hath  his  equals. 

On.  Where  ?  I  would  go  far, 
As  I  am  now,  tho'  much  unfit  for  travels, 
But  to  fee  one  that  without  injury 
Might  be  put  in  thefcale,  or  parallel'd, 
In  any  thing  that's  noble,  with  Miranda. 
His  knowledge  in  all  fervices  of  war, 
And  ready  courage  to  put  into  act 
That  knowing  judgment,  as  you  are  a  foldier, 
You  beft  may  fpeak  of;  nor  can  you  deliver, 
Nor  I  hear  with  delight,  a  better  fubjecl:. 

And 


348        THE  KNIGHT  OF  MALTA. 

And  Heav'n  did  well,  in  fuch  a  lovely  feature 
To  place  fo  chafte  a  mind;  for  he  is  of 
So  fweet  a  carriage,  fuch  a  winning  nature, 
And  fuch  a  bold,  yet  well-difpos'd  behaviour  ; 
And,  to  all  thefe,  h'has  fuch  a  charming  tongue, 
That,  if  he  would  ferve  under  Love's  frefh  colours, 
What  monumental  trophies  might  he  raife 
Of  his  free  conquefts,  made  in  ladies'  favours ! 

Gom.  Yet  you  did  refift  him,  when  he  was 
An  earned  fuitor  to  you  ? 

Ori.  Yes,  I  did; 

And,  if  I  were  again  fought  to,  I  (hould; 
But  muft  afcribe  it  rather  to  the  fate 
That  did  appoint  me  yours,  than  any  power 
Which  I  can  call  mine  own. 

Gom.  E'en  fo  ? 

Abd.  Thanks,  Fortune! 
The  plot  I  had  to  raife  in  him  doubts  of  her 
Thou  haft  effected. 

Ori.  I  could  tell  you  too, 

What  caufcl  have  to  love  him;  with  what  reafon 
In  thankfulnefs  he  may  expecl:  from  me 
All  due  obfervance ;  but  I  pafs  that,  as 
A  benefit  for  which,  in  my  behalf, 
Yon  are  his  debtor. 

Abd.  I  perceive  it  takes, 
Ey  his  chang'd  looks. 

Ori.  He  is  not  in  the  city, 
Is  he,  my  lord  ? 

Gom.  Who,  lady? 

Ori.  Why,  Miranda : 
Having  you  here,  can  there  be  any  elfe 
Worth  my  enquiry? 

Gom.  This  is  fomewhat  more  \_Afide. 

Than  love  to  virtue  ! 

Ori.  Faith,  when  he  comes  hither, 
(Asfometimes,  without  queftion,  you  fhall  meet  him) 
Invite  him  home. 

Gom,  To  what  end  ? 

On. 
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Ori.  To  dine  with  us, 
Or  fup. 

Com.  And  then  to  take  a  hard  bed  with  you  •, 
Mean  you  not  fo  ? 

Ori.  If  you  could  win  him  to  it, 
'T  would  be  the  better.     For  his  entertainment, 
Leave  that  to  me  ;  he  ihall  find  noble  ufage, 
And  from  me  a  free  welcome. 

Com.  Have  you  never 
Heard  of  a  Roman  lady,  Oriana, 
Remember'd  as  a  precedent  for  matrons, 
(Chafle  ones,  I  pray  you  underfland)  whofe  hufband, 
Tax'd  for  his  four  breath  by  his  enemy, 
Condemn'd  his  wife  for  not  acquainting  him 
With  his  infirmity? 

Ori.  'Tis  a  common  one: 
Her  anfwer  was,  having  kifs'd  none  but  him, 
She  thought  it  was  a  general  difeafe 
All  men  were  fubjecl:  to.     But  what  infer  you 
From  that,  .my  lord  ? 

Gom.  Why,  that  this  virtuous  lady 
Had  all  her  thoughts  fo  fix'd  upon  her  lord, 
That  fhe  could  find  no  fpare  time  to  fing  praifes 
Of  any  other ;  nor  would  fhe  employ 
Her  hufband  (tho'  perhaps  in  debt  to  years 
As  far  as  I  am)  for  an  inftrument 
To  bring  home  younger  men,  that  might  delight  her 
With  their  difcourfe,  or 

Ori.  What,  my  lord  ? 

Gom.  Their  perfons; 
Ci ,  if  I  fhould  fpeak  plainer 

Ori.  No,  it  needs  not ; 

You've  faid  enough  to  make  my  innocence  know 
It  is  fufpefted. 

Gom.  You  betray  yourfelf 
To  more  than  a  fufpicion  :  Could  you  elfe, 
To  me,  that  live  in  nothing  but  love  to  you, 
Make  fuch  a  grofs  difcov'ry,  that  yourluft 
Had  fold  that  heart,  I  thought  mine,  to  Miranda  ? 

Or 
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Or  rife  to  fuch  a  height  in  impudence, 
As  to  prefume  to  work  my  yielding  weaknefs 
To  play,  for  your  bad  ends,  to  my  difgrace, 
The  wittol,  or  the  pander  ? 

Or/.  Do  not  ftudy 

To  print  more  wounds  (for  that  were  tyranny) 
Upon  a  heart  that  is  pierc'd  thro'  already. 

Com.  Thy  heart?  thou  haft  pierc'd  thro'  mine  ho- 
nour, falfe  one, 

The  honour  of  my  houfe  !  Fool  that  I  was, 
To  give  it  up  to  the  deceiving  truft 
Of  wicked  woman  !  For  thy  fake,  vile  creature, 
For  all  I  have  done  well  in,  in  my  life, 
I've  digg'd  a  grave,  all  buried  in  a  wife ; 
For  thee  I  have  defied  my  conftant  miftrefs, 
That  never  fall'd  her  fervant,  glorious  War  -y 
For  thee  refus'd  the  feilowfhip  of  an  order 
Which  princes,  thro'  all  dangers,  have  been  proud 
To  fetch  as  far  as  from  Jerufalem  : 
And  am  I  thus  rewarded  ? 

Vel.  By  all  goodnefs, 
You  wrong  my  lady,  and  deferve  her  not, 
When  you  are  at  your  beft  I  Repent  your  ralhnefs ; 
'Twill  (hew  well  in  you. 

Abd.  Do,  and  aflc  her  pardon. 

On.  No ;  I  have  liv'd  too  long,  to  have  my  faith, 
My  tried  faith,  call'd  in  queflion,  and  by  him 
That  fhould  know  true  affeclion  is  too  tender 
To  fuffer  an  unkind  touch,  without  ruin. 
Study  ingratitude,  all,  from  my  example ! 
For  to  be  thankful  now  is  to  be  falfe. 
But,  be'tfo;  let  me  die!  I  fee  you  wiih  it ; 
Yet  dead,  for  truth  and  pities'  fake,  report 
What  weapon  you  made  choice  of  when  you  kill'd  me. 

Vel.  She  faints ! 

Aid.  What  have  you  done  ? 

Or/.  My  laft  breath  cannot 
Be  better  fpent,  than  to  fay  I  forgive  you ; 
Nor  is  my  death  untimely,  fince  with  me 

I  take 
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I  take  along  what  might  have  been  hereafter 

In  fcorn  deliver'd  for  the  doubtful  iflue 

Of  a  fufpefted  mother.  [Sbefwoons. 

VeL  Oh,  (he's  gone  ! 

Abd.  For  ever  gone ! — Are  you  a  man  ? 

Gom.  I  grow  here  ! 

Abd.  Open  her  mouth,  and  pour  this  cordial  in  it : 
If  any  fpark  of  life  be  unquench'd  in  her, 
This  will  recover  her. 

Vel.  'Tis  all  in  vain! 
She's  ftiff  already.     Live  I,  and  (he  dead  ? 

Gom.  How  like  a  murderer  I  (land ! — Look  up, 
And  hear  me  curfe  myfelf,  or  but  behold 
The  vengeance  I  will  take  for't,  Oriana, 
And  then  in  peace  forfake  me  !  Jealoufy, 
Thou  loathfome  vomit  of  the  fiends  below, 
What  defp'rate  hunger  made  me  to  receive  thee 
Into  my  heart,  and  foul  ?  I'll  let  thee  forth, 
And  fo  in  death  find  eafe  !  And  does  my  fault  then 
Deferve  no  greater  punifliment  ?  No;  I'll  live 
To  keep  thee  for  a  fury  to  torment  me, 
And  make  me  know  what  hell  is  on  the  earth ! 
All  joys  and  hopes  forfake  me!  all  mens'  malice, 
And  all  the  plagues  they  can  inflict,  I  wifh  it, 
Fall  thick  upon  me !  let  my  tears  be  laugh'd  at, 
And  may  mine  enemies  fmile  to  hear  me  groan ; 
And,  dead,  may  I  be  pitied  of  none  !  [Exeunf. 

SCENE    III. 

Enter  Colonna  and  Lucinda. 

Luc.  Pray  you,  Sir,  why  was  the  ordnance  of  the  fort 
Difcharg'd  fo  fuddenly  ? 

Col.  'Twas  the  governor's  pleafure, 
In  honour  of  the  Dane;  acuftom  us'd, 
To  fpeak  afoldier's  welcome. 

Luc.  'Tis  a  fit  one. 
But  is  my  mailer  here  too  ? 

Col.  Three  days  fmce. 

Luc* 
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Luc.  Might  I  demand  without  offence fo  much, 
Is't  pride  in  him  (however  now  a  flave) 
That  I  am  not  admitted  to  his  prefence  ? 

Col.  Hiscourtefy  to  you,  and  to  mankind, 
May  eafily  refolve  you,  he  is  free 
From  that  poor  vice  which  only  empty  men 
Efteem  a  virtue. 

Luc.  What's  the  reafon  then, 
As  -you  imagine,  Sir  ? 

CoL  Why,  I  will  tell  you : 
You  are  a  woman  of  a  tempting  beauty, 
And  he,  however  virtuous,  as  a  man, 
Subject  to  human  frailties ;  and  how  far 
They  may  prevail  upon  him,  fhould  he  fee  you, 
He  is  not  ignorant ;  and  therefore  chufes 
With  care  t'avoid  the  caufe  that  may  produce 
Some  ftrange  efFe6t,  which  will  not  well  keep  rank 
With  the  rare  temperance  which  is  admir'd 
In  his  life  hitherto. 

Luc.  This  much  encreafes 
My  ftrong  defire  to  fee  him. 

Col.  It  fhould  rather 

Teach  you  to  thank  the  prophet  that  you  worfliip, 
That  you  are  iuch  a  man's,  who,  tho'  he  may 
Do  any  thing  which  youth  and  heat  of  blood 
Invites  him  to,  yet  dares  not  give  way  to  them. 
Your  entertainment's  noble,  and  not  like 
Your  prefent  fortune;  and  (if  all  thofe  tears 
Which  made  grief  lovely  in  you,  i'  th'  relation 
Of  the  fad  {lory  that  forc'd  me  to  weep  too, 
Your  hufband's  hard  fate,  were  not  counterfeit) 
You  fhould  rejoice  that  you  have  means  to  pay 
A  chafte  life  to  his  memory,  and  bring  to  him 
Thofe  fweets,which  while  he  liv'd  he  could  nottafleof: 
But  if  you  wantonly  beftow  them  on 
Another  man,  you  offer  violence 
To  hhn,  tho'  dead;  and  his  griev'd  fpirit  will  fuffer 
For  your  immodeft.  loofenefs. 
Lite.  Why,  I  hope,  Sir, 

My 
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My  willingnefs  to  look  on  him  to  whom 
I  owe  my  life  and  fervice,  is  no  proof 
Of  any  unchafte  purpofe. 

Col.  So  1  wifh  too  ! 
And  in  the  confidence  it  is  not,  lady, 
I  dare  the  better  tell  you  he  will  fee  you 
This  night,  in  which  by  him  I  am  commanded 
To  bring  you  to  his  chamber ;  to  what  end 
I  eafily  mould  guefs,  were  I  Lucinda  *5 : 
And  therefore,  tho'  I  can  yield  little  reafon 
(But  in  a  general  love  to  womens'  goodnefs) 
Why  I  mould  be  fo  tender  of  your  honour, 
I  willingly  would  beftow  fome  counfel  of  you; 
And  would  you  follow  it  ? 

Luc.  Let  me  firft  hear  it, 
And  then  I  can  refolve  you. 

Col.  My  advice  then 

Is,  that  you  would  not  (as  moil  ladies  ufe, 
When  they  prepare  themfelves  for  fuch  encounters) 
Study  to  add,  by  artificial  dreflings, 
To  native  excellence ;  yours,  without  help, 
But  leen  as  it  is  now,  would  make  a  hermit 
Leave  his  death's  head,  and  change  his  after-hopes 
Of  endlefs  comforts,  for  a  few  fhort  minutes 
Of  prefent  pleafures  ;  to  prevent  which,  lady, 
Pra&ife  to  take  away  from  your  perfections, 
And  to  preferve  your  chaftity  unftain'd  : 
The  moft  deform'd  (hape  that  you  can  put  on, 
To  cloud  your  body's  fair  gifts,  or  your  mind's, 
(It  being  labour'd  to  fo  chafte  an  end) 
Will  prove  the  faireft  ornament. 


to  ixbat  end 


1  eafily  Jhouldguffs,  were  1  Miranda  ;]  Before  we  condemn  this 
Miranda^  let  us  put  the  fenfe  of  this  paflage  into  plain  profc.  You 
are  intended  to  be  brought  into  Miranda's  chamber  this  night,  fays 
Colonna  to  Lucinda,  and  if  1  was  Miranda,  I  could  eafily  guefs  for 
what  end,  &c.  i.  e.  if  I  fent  for  you,  I  could  furely  tell  why  I  fent 
for  you.  Is  not  this  mighty  elegant  ?  I  doubt  not  but  my  reader  fees 
where  the  fault  lies,  and  has  made  the  correction  for  me, 

1  eafily  Jhould  guff,  was  I  Lucinda.  Sjmf/i*. 

VOL.  VII.  Z  Luc. 
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Luc.  To  take  from 

The  workmanlhip  of  Heaven  is  an  offence 
As  great  as  to  endeavour  to  add  to  it ; 
Of  which  I'll  not  be  guilty.     Chaftity, 
That  lodges  in  deformity,  appears  rather 
A  mulct  impos'd  by  Nature,  than  a  blefling  ; 
And  'tis  commendable  only  when  it  conquers, 
Tho'  ne'er  fo  oft  aflauked,  in  refiftance  : 
For  me,  I'll  therefore  fo  difpofe  myfclf, 
That  if  I  holdout  it  fhall  be  with  honour; 
Or  if  I  yield,  Miranda  mail  find  fomething 
To  make  him  love  his  victory.  [Exit. 

Col.  With  what  cunning 
This  woman  argues  for  her  own  damnation  ! 
Nor  mould  I  hold  it  for  a  miracle, 
Since  they  are  all  born  fophiiters,  to  maintain 
That  luft  is  lawful,  and  the  end  and  ufe 
Of  their  creation.     'Would  I  never  had 
Hop'd  bettef  of  her,  or  could  not  believe, 
Tho'  feen,  the  ruin  I  mud  ever  grieve  !  [Exit, 

SCENE    IV. 

"Enter  Miranda^  Norandine,  Servants  with  lights. 

Mir.  I'll  fee  you  in  your  chamber. 

Nor.  Pray  you  no  further  ! 
It  is  a  ceremony  I  expect  not : 
I  am  no  ftranger  here  j  I  know  my  lodging, 
And  have  flept  foundly  there,  when  the  Turks'  cannoa 
Play'd  thick  upon  it :  Oh,  *twas  royal  mujQck  ! 
And  to-  procure  a  found  ileep  for  a  foldier, 
Wrorth  forty  of  your  fiddles.     As  you  love  me, 
Prefs  it  no  further  ! 

Mir.  You  will  overcome.— 
Wait  on  him  carefully. 

Nor.  I've  took,  fince  fupper, 
A  roule  or  two  too  much  *6,  and,  by  the  godsr, 

*6  ^roufe.]  Thisfeems  in  general  to  fignify  what  we  now  call,  a 
cbearfuTglaff. — It  is  a  word  which  frequently  occurs,  but  not  always 
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It  warms  my  blood. 

Mir.  You'll  deep  the  better  for't. 

Nor.  Pox  on't,  I  mould,  had  but  I  a  kind  wench 
To  pull  my  boot-hofe  off,  and  warm  my  night-cap; 
There's  no  charm  like  it.  I  love  old  Adam's  way; 
Give  me  a  diligent  Eve,  to  wait  towards  bed-time  ! 
Hang  up  your  fmooth-chin  page !  And,  now  I  think 

on't, 
Where  is  your  Turkifh  prifoner  ? 

Mir.  In  the  caftle ; 
But  yet  I  never  faw  her. 

Nor.  Fy  upon  you  ! 

See  her,  for  fhame  !  or,  hark  you  ;  if  you  would 
Perform  the  friend's  part  to  me,  the  friend's  part, 
It  being  a  fafhion  of  the  laft  edition, 
Far  from  panderifm,  now  fend  her  to  me. 
You  look  ftrange  on't*7 !  No  entertainment's  perfeft 
Without  it,  on  my  word,  no  livery  like  it ! 
I'll  tell  her  he  looks  for  it  as  duly 
As  for  his  fee. — There's  no  fuit  got  without  it ; 
Gold  is  an  afs  to't. 

in  the  fame  fenfe :  '  Fore  Heaven,  they  have  given  me  a  rouft 
4  already,'  fays  Caffio  in  Othello,  aft  iii.  fc.  iii.  and  Mr.  Steevens 
fays,  that  '  a  roufe  appears  to  be  a  quantity  of  liquor  rather  too  large  ;' 
and,  in  proof  of  it,  cices  Hamlet  and  the  following  paflage  in  The 
Chriftian  Turned  Turk,  1612  : 

*  our  friends  may  tell 

. '  We  drank  a  roufe  to  them.' 

But  neither  this  paflage  nor  that  in  the,  text  warrants  Steevens's  explana- 
tion : — A  roufe  or  l<wo  TOO  MUCH  implies  that  arou/e  is  not  in  itfelf 
too  much,  no  more  than  if  we  were  to  fay  a  glafs  or  two  too  much. 
*7  Nor.  You  look  Jlrange  on't,  no  entertainment's  pe rftfl 

Without  it  on  my  word,  no  livery  like  it  ;J 
The  paffage 

Til  tell  her  he  look}  for  it  at  duly 

Aifor  his  fee 

which  I  have  recovered  from  the  folio  of  the  oldeft  date  is  not  to  be 
found  in  the  fucceeding  editions  ;  but  I  muft  confefs  I  don't  under- 
ftand  the  latter  part  of  the  fpeech  any  more  than  I  know  rcafon  why 
the  editors  of  the  copies  of  1679  ^  1711*  thought  proper  to  drop  it. 

Symp/o*. 

The  paflage  feems  corrupt ;  or,  at  leafl,  not  to  belong  ;o  this  place. 
Z   2  Mr. 
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Mir.  Go  to  bed,  to  bed  ! 

Nor.  Well,  if  (he  come,  I  doubt  not  to  convert  her  5 
If  not,  the  fin  lie  on  your  head  ! — Good  night ! 

[Exeunt  Nor.  and  Servants. 

Enter  Colonna.  and  Lucinda. 

Col.  There  you  lhall  find  him,  lady :  You  know 

what  I've  faid, 
And  if  you  pleafe  you  may  make  ufe. 

Luc.  No  doubt,  Sir. 

Col.  From  hence  I  mall  hear  all.  [He  retires. 

Mir.  Come  hither,  young  one. — 
Beflirew  my  heart,  a'handfome  wench ! — Come  nearer. 
A  very  handfome  one ! — Do  not 'you  grieve,  fweet, 
You  are  a  prifoner  ? 

Luc.  The  lofs  of  liberty, 
No  doubt,  Sir,  is  a  heavy  and  fharp  burden 
To  them  that  feel  it  truly  :  But  your  fervant, 
Your  humble  handmaid,  never  felt  that  rigour-, 
Thanks  to  that  noble  will !  No  want,  no  hunger 
(Companions  flill  to  Haves)  no  violence, 
Nor  any  unbefeeming  act  we  Hart  at, 
Have  I  yet  met  withal  :  Content  and  goodnefs, 
Civility,  and  fweetnefs  of  behaviour, 
Dwell  round  about  me ;  therefore,  worthy  matter, 
I  cannot  fay  I  grieve  my  liberty. 

Mir.  Do  not  you  fancy  me  too  cold  a  foldier, 
Too  obftinate  an  enemy  to  youth, 
That  had  fo  fair  a  jewel  in  my  cabinet. 
And  in  fo  long  a  time  would  ne'er  look  on  it  ? 

Col.  What  can  flie  fay  now  ? 

Luc.  Sure,  I  defir'd  to  fee  you ; 
And  with  a  longing  wilh 

Col.  There's  all  her  virtue. 

Luc.  Purfuedthat  full  defire,  to  give  you  thanks,  Sir, 
The  only  facrifice  I've  left,  and  fervice, 
For  all  the  virtuous  care  you've  kept  me  fafe  with, 

Col.  She  holds  well  yet. 

Mir.  The  pretty  fool  fpeaks  finely. — 

Come, 
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Come,  fit  down  here. 

Luc.  Oh,  Sir,  'tis  moft  unfeemly. 

Mir.  I'll  have  it  fo  ;  fit  clofe.     Now  tell  me  truly, 
Did  you  e'er  love  yet  ? 

Luc.  My  tears  will  anfwer  that,  Sir*8. 

Mir.  And  did  you  then  love  truly  ? 

Luc.  So  1  thought,  Sir. 

Mir.  Can  you  love  me  fo  ? 

Col.  Now! 

Luc.  With  all  my  duty ; 
I  were  unworthy  of  thole  favours  elfe, 
You  daily  fhower  upon  me. 

Mir.  What  think'ft  thou  of  me  ? 

Luc.  I  think  you  are  a  truly  worthy  gentleman, 
A  pattern,  and  a  pride,  to  the  age  you  live  in, 
Sweet  as  the  commendations  all  men  give  you. 

Mir.  A  pretty  flatt'ring  rogue  ! — Dare  you  kifs  that 

fweet  man 
You  fpeak  fo  fweetly  of  ?  Come. 

Col.  Farewell,  virtue ! 

Mir.  What  haft  thou  got  between  thy  lips  ?  (Kifs 

once  more.) 
Sure  thou  haft  a  fpell  there  ! 

Luc.  More  than  e'er  I  knew,  Sir. 

Col.  All  hopes  go  now  I 

Mir.  I  muft  tell  you 

A  thing  in  your  ear;  and  you  muft  hear  me, 
And  hear  me  willingly,  and  grant  me  fo  too  j 
Twill  not  be  worth  my  afking  elfe. 

Luc.  It  muft  be 

A  very  hard  thing,  Sir,  and  from  my  power, 
I  fhall  deny  your  goodnefs. 

Mir.  'Tis  a  good  wench  ! 
I  muft  lie  with  you,  lady. 

Luc.  'Tis  fomething  ftrange ; 
For  yet  in  all  my  life  I  knew  no  bedfellow. 

Mir.  You'll  quickly  find  that  knowledge. 

Luc.  To  what  end,  Sir  ? 

ts  My  years  willanf<wer  that.  Sir.}  Corrected  from  Symplon's 
conjefture. 

Z  3 
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Mir.  Art  thou  fo innocent  thoucanft  not  guefs  at  it? 
Did  thy  dreams  ne'er  direct  thee  ? 

Luc.  Faith,  none  yet,  Sir. 

Mir.  I'll  tell  thee  then  :  I  would  meet  thy  youth, 

and  pleafure ; 
Give  thee  my  youth  for  that,  (by  Heav'n,  fhe  fires 

me!) 

And  teach  thy  fair  white  arms,  like  wanton  ivies, 
A  thoufand  new  embraces. 

Luc.  Is  that  all,  Sir  ? 

And  fay  I  mould  try,  may  not  we  lie  quietly  ? 
Upon  my  confcience,  I  could  ! 

Mir.  That's  as  we  make  it. 

Luc.  Grant  that  that  likes  you  bell,  what  would  you 
do  then  ? 

Mir.  What  would  I  do  ?  Certainly  I'm  no  baby, 
Nor  brought  up  for  a  nun.     Hark  in  thine  ear  ! 

Luc.  Fy,  fy,  Sir ! 

Mir.  I  would  get  a  brave  boy  on  thee, 
A  warlike  boy. 

Luc.  Sure  we  fhall  get  ill  Chriftians. 

Mir.  We'll  mend  'em  in  the  breeding  then. 

Luc.  Sweet  mailer  ! 

Col.  Never  belief  in  woman  come  near  me  more ! 

Luc.  My  beft  and  nobleft  Sir,  if  a  poor  virgin 
(For  yet,  by  Heaven,  I'm  fo)  mould  chance  fo  far 
(Seeing  your  excellence,  and  able  fweetnefs) 
To  forget  herfelf,  and  flip  into  your  bolbm, 
Or  to  your  bed,  out  of  a  doting  on  you, 
(Take  it  the  belt  way)  have  you  that  cruel  heart, 
That  murd'ring  mind,  to — — 

Mir.  Yes,  by  my  troth,  fweet,  have  I, 
To  lie  with  her, 

Luc.  And  do  you  think  it  well  done  ? 

Mir.  That's  as  fhe'll  think  when  'tis  done.    Come  to 

bed,  wench  ! 

For  thou'rt  fo  pretty,  and  fo  witty  a  companion, 
We  muft  not  part  to-night. 

Luc.  Faith,  let  me  go, 
Sir,  and  think  better  on't. 


THE  KNIGHT  OF  MALTA.        359 

Mir.  I'faith,  thou  fhalt  not ! 
I  warrant  thee,  I'll  think  on't. 

Luc.  I've  heard  'cm  fay  here, 
You  are  a  maid  too. 

Mir.  I  am  fure  I  am,  wench, 
If  that  will  pleafe  thee. 

Luc.  I  have  feen  a  wonder  1 
And  would  you  lofe  that,  for  a  little  wantonnefs, 
(Confider,  my  fweet  mafter,  like  a  man,  now) 
For  a  few  honied  kifles,  flight  embraces, 
That  glory  of  your  youth  ?  that  crown  of  fweetnefs 
Can  you  deliver  ?  that  unvalued  treafure 
Would  you  forfake,  to  feek  your  own  difhonour  ? 
What  gone,  no  age  recovers,  nor  repentance  ? 
To  a  poor  flranger  ? 

Col.  Hold  there,  again  thou'rt  perfect ! 

Luc.  I  know  you  do  but  try  me. 

Mir.  And  I  know 

I'll  try  you  a  great  deal  further.     Prithee,  to  bed! 
I  love  thee,  and  fo  well — Come,  kifs  me  once  morel 
Is  a  maidenhead  ill  beftow'd  o'  me  ? 

Luc.  What's  this,  Sir?      [faking  hold  of  his  cr  of s. 

Mir.  Why,  'tis  the  badge,  my  fweet,  of  that  holy 

order 
I  fhortly  muft  receive,  the  Crofs  of  Malta. 

Luc.  What  virtue  has  it  ? 

Mir.  All  that  we  call  virtuous. 

Luc.  Who  gave  it  firil  ? 

Mir.  He  that  gave  all,  to  fave  us. 

Luc.  Why  then,  'tis  holy  too  ? 

Mir.  True  fign  of  holinefs  j 
The  badge  of  all  his  foldiers  that  profefs  him. 

Luc.  The  badge  of  all  his  foldiers  that  profefs  him  ? 
Can  it  fave  in  dangers  ? 

Mir.  Yes. 

Luc.  In  troubles,  comfort  ? 

Mir.  You  fay  true,  fweet. 

Luc.  In  ficknefs,  reftore  health  ? 

Mir.  All  this  it  can  do. 

Z  4  **<• 
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Luc.  Preferve  from  evils  that  afflict  our  frailties  ? 

Mir.  I  hope  fhe  will  be  Chriftian. — All  thefe  truly. 

Luc.  Why  are  you  fick  then,  fick  to  death  with  lull  ? 
In  danger  to  be  loft  ?  no  holy  thought 
In  all  that  heart  ?  Nothing  but  wandring  frailties, 
Wild  as  the  wind,  and  blind  as  death  or  ignorance, 
Inhabit  there. 

Mir.  Forgive  me,  Heav'n  !  fhe  fays  true. 

Luc.  Dare  you  profefs  that  badge,  prophane  that 
goodnefs 

Col.  Thou  haft  redeem'd  thyfelf  again,  moft  rarely! 

Luc.  That  holineis  and  truth  you  make  me  wonder  at  ? 
Blaftall  the  bounty  Heav'n  gives  ?  that  remembrance— 

Col.  Oh,  excellent  woman  ! 

Luc.  Fling  it  from  you  quickly, 
If  you  be  thus  refolv'd ;  I  fee  a  virtue 
Appear  in't  like  a  fword,  both  edges  flaming, 
That  will  confume  you,  and  your  thoughts,  to  afhes. 
Let  them  profefs  it  that  are  pure,  and  noble, 
Gentle,  and  juft  of  thought,  that  build  the  Crofs, 
Not  thofe  that  break  it !  By  Heaven,  if  you  touch  me, 
Ev'n  in  the  act,  I'll  make  that  Crofs,  and  curfe  you. 

Mir.  You  mail  not,  fair :  I  did  diflemble  with  you, 
And  but  to  try  your  faith  I  fafhion'd  all  this. 
Yet  fomething  you  provok'd  me.     This  fair  Crofs, 
By  me  (if  he  but  pleafe  to  help  firft  gave  it) 
Shall  ne'er  be  worn  upon  a  heart  corrupted. 
Go  to  your  reft,  my  modeft,  honeft  fervant, 
My  fair  and  virtuous  maid,  and  deep  fecure  there ; 
For  when  you  fuffer,  I  forget  this  fign  here. 

Col,  A  man  of  men  too !  Oh,  moft  perfect  gentleman ! 

Luc.  All  fweet  reft  to  you,  Sir  !  I'm  half  a  Chriftian, 
The  other  half  I'll  pray  for;  then  for  you,  Sir. 

Mir.  This  is  the  fouleft  play  I'll  fhew.    Good  night, 
fweet !  [Exeunt. 


A  C    T 
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ACT     IV.        SCENE     I. 

Enter  Mountferrat  and  Rocca. 
Mount f.  rr\  H  E  fun's  not  fet  yet  ? 
J[       Rocca.  No,  Sir. 

Mountf.  'Would  it  were, 
Never  to  rife  again  to  light  the  world  ! 
And  yet,  to  what  vain  purpofe  do  I  wifli  it, 
Since,  tho'  I  were  environ'd  with  thick  mifts, 
Black  as  Cymerian  darknefs,  or  my  crimes, 
There  is  that  here,  upon  which,  as  an  anvil, 
Ten  thoufand  hammers  ftrike,  and  every  fpark, 
They  force  from  it,  to  me's  another  fun 
To  light  me  to  my  fhame  ? 

Rocca.  Take  hope  and  comfort. 

Mountf.  They're  aids  indeed,  but  yet  as  far  from  me 
As  I  from  being  innocent.     This  cave,  falhion'd 
By  provident  Nature  in  this  folid  rock, 
To  be  a  den  for  beafts,  alone  receives  me ; 
And  having  prov'd  an  enemy  to  mankind, 
All  human  helps  forfake  me. 

Rocca.  I'll  ne'er  leave  you ; 
Andwifh  you  would  call  back  that  noble  courage, 
That  old  invincible  fortitude  of  yours, 
That  us'd  to  mrink  at  nothing. 

Mountf.  Then  it  did  not  •, 

But  'twas  when  I  was  honed  !  Then,  i'  th'  height 
Of  all  my  happinefs,  of  all  my  glories, 
Of  all  delights  that  made  life  precious  to  me, 
I  durft  die,  Rocca  !   Death  itfelf  then  to  me 
Was  nothing  terrible,  becaule  I  knew 
The  fame  of  a  good  knight  would  ever  live 
Frelh  on  my  memory  :  But  fince  I  fell 
From  my  integrity,  and  difmifs'd  thofe  guards, 
Thofe  ftrong  aflurances  of  innocence  i 

That 
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That  conftancy  fled  from  me  -,  and,  what's  worfe, 
Now  I  am  loathfome  to  myfelf,  and  life 
A  burden  to  me ;  rack'd  with  fad  remembrance 
Of  what  I  have  done,  and  my  prefent  horrors 
Unfufferable  to  me ;  tortur'd  with  defpair 
That  I  mall  ne'er  find  mercy ;  hell  about  me, 
Behind  me,  and  before  me -,  yet  I  dare  not, 
Still  fearing  worfe,  put  off  my  wretched  being  ! 

Enter  Abdella. 

Rocca.  To  fee  this  would  deter  a  doubtful  man 
From  mifchievous  intents,  much  more  the  practice 
Of  what  is  wicked.     Here's  the  Moorj  look  up,  Sir! 
Some  eafe  may  come  from  her. 

Mount/.  New  trouble  rather, 
And  [  expect  it. 

Abd.  Who  is  this  ?  Mountferrat  ? 
Rife  up,  for  fhame  !  and,  like  a  river  dried  up 
With  a  long  drought,  from  me,  your  bounteous  fea, 
Receive  thofe  tides  of  comfort  that  flow  to  you. 
If  ever  I  look'd  lovely  •,  if  deiert 
Could  ever  challenge  welcome  j  if  revenge, 
And  unexpected  wreak,  were  ever  pleafing, 
Or  could  endear  the  giver  of  iuch  bleffings ; 
All  thefe  I  come  adorn'd  with,  and,  as  due, 
Make  challenge  of  thole  fo-long-wiih'd  embraces, 
Which  you,  unkind,  have  hitherto  denied  me. 

Mountf.  Why,  what  have  you  done  forme? 

Abd.  Made  Gome r a 

As  truly  miierable,  as  you  thought  him  happy  : 
Could  you  wifh  more  ? 

Mountf.  As  if  his  ficknefs  could 
Recover  me  !   The  injuries  I  receiv'd 
Were  Oriana's. 

Abd.  She  has  paid  dear  for  'em  ; 
She's  dead. 

Mountf.  How ! 

Abd.  Dead  ;  my  hate  could  reach  no  farther. 
Taking  advantage  of  her  in  a  fvvoon, 

Under 
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Under  pretence  to  give  a  cordial  to  her, 
I  poifon'd  her. — What  ftupid  dullnefs  is  this  ? 
What  you  fhould  entertain  with  facrifice, 
Can  you  receive  fo  coldly  ? 

Mount/.  Bloody  deeds 

Are  grateful  offerings,  pleafmg  to  the  devil ; 
And  thou,  in  thy  black  fliapfc,  and  blacker  actions, 
Being  hell's  perfect  character,  art  delighted 
To  do  what  I,  tho'  infinitely  wicked, 
Tremble  to  hear.    Thou  haft,  in  this,  ta'en  from  me 
All  means  to  make  amends,  with  penitence, 
To  her  wrong'd  virtues,  and  defpoil'd  me  of 
The  poor  remainder  of  that  hope  was  left  me, 
For  all  I  have  already,  or  muft  fuffer. 

Abd.  I  did  it  for  the  beft. 

Mount/.  For  thy  worft  ends  ! 
And  be  affur'd,  but  that  I  think  to  kill  thee 
Would  but  prevent  what  thy  defpair  muft  force  thee 
To  do  unto  thyfelf,   and  fo  to  add  to 
Thy  moft  affur'd  damnation,  thou  wert  dead  now. 
But,  get  thee  from  my  fight !  and  if  luft  of  me 
Did  ever  fire  thee  (love  I  cannot  call  it) 
Leap  down  from  thofe  fteep  rocks,  or  take  advantage 
Of  the  next  tree  to  hang  thyfelf,  and  then 
I  may  laugh  at  it. 

Abd.  In  the  mean  time,  I  muft 
Be  bold  to  do  fo  much  for  you  :  Ha,  ha ! 

Mount/.  Why  grin'ft  thou,  devil  ? 

Abd.  That  'tis  in  my  power 
To  punifh  thy  ingratitude.     I  made  trial 
But  how  you  flood  affected,  and  fince  I 
Know  I'm  us'd  only  for  a  property, 
I  can  and  will  revenge  it  to  the  full : 
For  underftand,  in  thy  contempt  of  me, 
Thofe  hopes  of  Oriana,  which  I  could 
Have  chang'd  to  certainties,  are  loft  for  ever. 

Mount/.  Why,  lives  fhe  ? 

Abd.  Yes ;  but  never  to  Mountferrat, 
Altho'  it  is  in  me,  with  as  much  eafe 

TQ 
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To  give  her  freely  up  to  thy  pofieftion, 
As  to  remove  this  rufh ;  which  yet  defpair  of: 
For,  by  my  much-wrong'd  love,  flattery,  nor  threats, 
Tears,  prayers,  nor  vows,  fhall  ever  win  me  to  it : 
So,  with  my  curfe,  I  leave  thee ! 

Mountf.  Prithee,  ftay! 

Thou  know'ft  I  dote  on  thee,  and  yet  thou  art 
So  peevifh,  and  perverfe,  fo  apt  to  take 
Trifles  unkindly  from  me 

Abd.  To  perfuade  me 

To  break  my  neck,  to  hang,  then  damn  myfelf, 
With  you  are  trifles  ! 

Mountf.  'Twas  my  melancholy 
That  made  me  fpeak  I  know  not  what :  Forgive ! 
I  will  redeem  my  fault. 

Rocca.  Believe  him,  lady. 

Mountf.  A  thoufand  times  I  will  demand  thy  pardon, 
And  keep  the  reckoning  on  thy  lips  with  kifles. 

Aid.  There's  fomething  elfe,  that  would  prevail 
more  with  me. 

Mountf.  Thou  ihalt  have  all  thy  wiflies:  Do  but 

blefs  me 

With  means  to  fatisfy  my  mad  defires 
For  once  in  Oriana,  and  for  ever 
I  am  thine,  only  thine,  my  beft  Abdella ! 

Abd.  Were  I  afTur'd  of  this,  and  that  you  would, 
Having  enjoy 'd  her 

Mountf.  Any  thing  !  make  choice  of 
Thine  own  conditions. 

Aid.  Swear  then,  that  perform'd, 
(To  free  me  from  all  doubts  and  fears  hereafter) 
To  give  me  leave  to  kill  her. 

Mcuyitf.  That  our  fafety 
Muft  of  neceffity  urge  us  to. 

Aid.  Then  know, 

It  was  not  poifon,  but  a  fleeping  potion, 
Which  {he  receiv'd ;  yet  of  fufficient  ftrength 
So  to  bind  up  her  fenfes,  that  no  fign 
Of  life  appear'd  in  her  \  and  thus  thought  dead,, 

Jn 
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In  her  beft  habit *9,  as  the  cuftom  is 

(You  know)  in  Malta,  with  all  ceremonies 

She's  buried  in  her  family's  monument, 

I'  th'  temple  of  St.  John  :  I'll  bring  you  thither, 

Thus,  as  you  are  difguis'd.     Some  fix  hours  hence 

The  potion  will  leave  working. 

Rocca.  Let  us  hafte  then. 

Mountf.  Be  my  good  angel;  guide  me! 

Abd.  But  remember 
You  keep  your  oath. 

Mountf.  As  I  defire  to  profper 
In  what  I  undertake  ! 

Abd.  I  alk  no  more.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     II. 

Enter  Miranda,  Norandine,  and  Colonna. 

Col.  Here,  Sir;  I've  got  the  key:  I  borrow'd  it 
Of  him  that  keeps  the  church;  the  door  is  open. 

Mir.  Look  to  the  horfes  then,  and  pleafe  the  fellow. 
After  a  few  devotions,  I'll  retire. 
Be  not  far  off;  there  may  be  fome  ufe  of  you. 
Give  me  the  light.  Come,  friend,  a  few  good  prayers 
Were  not  beflow'd  in  vain  now,  e'en  from  you,  Sir: 
Men  that  are  bred  in  blood,  have  no  way  left  'em, 
No  bath,  no  purge,  no  time  to  wear  it  out 
Or  wafh  it  off,  brut  penitence  and  prayer. 
I  am  to  take  the  order  ;  and  my  youth 
Loaden,  I  muft  confefs,  with  many  follies, 
Circled  and  bound  about  with  fins  as  many 
As  in  the  houfe  of  memory  live  figures. 
My  heart  I'll  open  now,  my  faults  confefs, 
And  rife  a  new  man,  Heav'n,  I  hope,  to  a  new  life. 

Nor.  I  have  no  great  devotion,  at  this  inftant ; 
But,  for  a  prayer  or  two,  I  will  not  out,  Sir. 
Hold  up  your  finger  when  you've  pray'd  enough. 

79  In  ier  bcjl  hab:i.  K    ]    t  hjb  I  .<••  en  'wars  an  obvious  fimilitude 
tooneof  Fiiw  L,-. ,.  ..U-fca^'    Romeo  and  Juliet. 

Mir. 
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Mir.  Go  you  to  that  end. 
Nor.  I  fhall  never  pray 
Alone  fure,  I  have  been  fo  us'd  to  anfwer 
The  clerk.     'Would  I  had  a  cufhion ;  for  I 
Shall  ne'er  make  a  good  hermit,  and  kneel  'till 
My  knees  are  horn  •,  thefe  itones  are  plaguy  hard ! 
Where  fhall  I  begin  now  ?  for  if  I  do  not 
Obferve  a  method,  I  fhall  be  out  prefently. 

Ori.  Oh,  oh! 

Nor.  What's  that,  Sir  ?  Did  you  hear  ? 

Mir.  Ha?  to  your  prayers ! 

Nor.  'Twas  hereabouts !  It  has  put  me  clean  awry 
Now  ;  I  lhall  ne'er  get  in  again  !  Ha  !  by  land; 
And  water,  all  children  and  all  women ; 
Ay,  there  it  was  I  left. 

Ori.  Oh,  oh! 

Nor.  Ne'er  tell  me,  Sir! 
Here's  fomething  got  amongfl  us. 

Mir.  I  heard  a  groan, 
A  difmal  one. 

Ori.  Oh,  oh! 

Nor.  Here,  'tis  here,  Sir,  'tis  here,  Sir ! 
A  devil  in  the  wall ! 

Mir.  'Tis  fome  illufion 
To  fright  us  from  devotion. 

Ori.  Oh,  oh! 

Nor.  Why,  'tis  here; 

The  fpirit  of  a  huntfman  choak'd  with  butter30. 
Here's  a  new  tomb,  new  trickments  too. 

Mir.  For  certain, 
This  has  not  been  three  days  here. 

Nor.  And  a  tablet 
With  rhimes  upon't. 

Mir.  I  prithee  read  'em,  Norandine. 

Nor.  An  epi — an  epi — taph,  I  think 'tis;  ay,  'tis 
taph  ! 

JD  The  fpirit  of  a  huntfman  choaK1  d  luitb  butter. .]  As  I  can  fee  no 
humour  in  an  huntfinan's  being  choaJt  d  ivith  butter,  I  make  no  doubt 
of  its  being  a  corruption  for  Dutchman,  who  are  always  laugh'd  at 
for  eating  fuch  quantities  of  oyi'd  butter.  Seward. 

An 
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An  epitaph  upon  the  moft  excel— excel— lent— and— 

Mir.  Thou  canft  not  read. 

Nor.  I've  fppil'd  mine  eyes  with  gunpowder. 

Mir.  An  epitaph  upon  the  moft  virtuous  and  ex- 
cellent lady, 
The  honour  of  chaftity,  Oriana. 

Nor.  The  Grand-mafter's  lifter  ?  how  a  devil  came 

fhe  here  ? 

When  flipt  fhe  out  o'th'  way?  The  ftone's  but  half 
upon  her. 

Mir.  It  is  a  fudden  change !— Certain  the  mifchief 
Mountferrat  offer'd  to  her  broke  her  heart-firings. 

Nor.  'Would  he  were  here !  I'd  be  the  clerk  myfelf, 
And,  by  this  little  light,  I'd  bury  him  alive  here. 
Here's  no  lamenting  now. 

On.  Oh,  oh! 

Nor.  There  'tis. 

Mir.  Sure  from 

The  monument !  the  very  ftone  groans  for  her. 
Oh,  dear  lady,  bleffing  of  women,  virtue  of  thy  fex; 
How  art  thou  fet  for  ever,  how  ftol'n  from  us  ! 
Babbling  and  prating  now  converfe  with  women. 

Nor.  Sir,  it  rifes ;  it  looks  up  !  [She  rifes  up. 

Mir.  Heav'n  blefs  us  ! 

Nor.  It  is  in  woman's  cloaths.     It  rifes  higher. 

Mir.  It  looks  about,  and  wonders:  Sure  ihe  lives, 

Sir! 
'Tis  fhe, , 'tis  Oriana,  'tis  that  lady. 

Nor.  Shall  I  go  to  her  ? 

OH.  Where  am  I  ? 

Mir.  Stand  ftill. 

On.  What  place  is  this  ? 

Nor.  She  is  as  live  as  I  am. 

On.  What  fmell  of  earth,  and  rotten  bones  ?  what 

dark  place  ? 
Lord,  whither  am  I  carried  ? 

Nor.  How  fhe  flares, 
And  fets  her  eyes  upon  him ! , 

Mir. 
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Mir.  How  is't,  dear  lady  ? 
D'  you  know  me  ?  how  fhe  fhakes ! 

Or/.  You  are  a  man. 

Mir.  A  man  that  honours  you. 

Or/.  A  cruel  man  ; 

Ye  are  all  cruel !  Are  you  in  your  grave  too  ? 
For  there's  no  trufting  cruel  man,  above  ground. 

Nor.  By'r  lady,  that  goes  hard  ! 

Mir.  To  do  you  fervice, 
And  to  reftore  you  to  the  joys  you  were  in— 

Or/.  I  was  in  joys  indeed,  and  hope 

Mir.  She  finks  again  ! 

Again  fhe's  gone,  fhe's  gone,  gone  as  a  lhadow ! 
She  finks  for  ever,  friend  ! 

Nor.  She  is  cold  now  i 
She's  certainly  departed  :  I  muft  cry  too. 

Mir.  The  blefled  angels  guide  thee !  Put  the  ftone  to. 
Beauty,  thou'rt  gone  to  duft,  goodnefs  to  afhes ! 

Nor.  Pray  take  it  well;  we  muft  all  have  our  hours, 
Sir. 

7l#r.  Ay,  thus  we  are;  and  all  our  painted  glory 
A  bubble  that  a  boy  blows  into  the  air, 
And  there  it  breaks. 

Nor.  I  am  glad  you  fav'd  her  honour  yet. 

Mir.  'Would  I  had  fav'd  her  life  now  too !  Oh, 

Heav'n, 

For  fuch  a  blefiing,  fuch  a  timely  blefiing  ! 
Oh,  friend,  what  dear  content  'twould  be,  what  ftory 
To  keep  my  name  from  worms  ! 

On.  Oh,  oh! 

Nor.  She  lives  again ! 
Twas  but  a  trance. 

Mir.  Pray  you  call  my  man  in  prefently. 
Help  with  the  ftone  firft !  Oh,  fhe  ftirs  again ! 
Oh,  call  my  man !  away ! 

Nor.  I  fly,  I  fly,  Sir !  [Exit:' 

Mir.  Upon  my  knees,  oh,  Heav'n,  oh,  Heav'n, 
I  thank  thee ! 

Enter 
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Enter  Colonna  and  Norandine. 
The  living  heat  Heals  into  every  member. 
Come,  help  the  coffin  out  foftly,  and  fuddenly! 
Where  is  the  clerk  ? 

Col.  Drunk  above j  he  is  fure,  Sir. 

Mir.  Sirrah,  you  muft  be  fecret. 

Col.  As  your  foul,  Sir. 

Mir.  Softly,  good  friend !  take  her  into  your  arms. 

Nor.  Put  in  the  cruft  again. 

Mir.  And  bring  her  out  there.  When  I  am  a-horfe- 

back, 

My  man  and  I  will  tenderly  conduit  her 
Unto  the  fort  j  ftay  you,  and  watch  what  iffue, 
And  what  enquiry's  for  the  body. 

Nor.  Well,  Sir? 

Mir.  And  when  you've  done,  come  back  to  me. 

Nor.  I  will. 

Mir.  Softly,  oh,  foftly! 

Nor. ,  She  grows  warmer  ftill,  Sir. 

Col.  What  fhall  I  do  with  the  key  ? 

Mir.  Thou  canft  not  ftirnow; 
Leave  it  i'th'  door.    Go,  get  the  horfes  ready.     [Exe. 

Enter  Rocca,  Mount/erraty  and  Abdella,  with  a 
dark-lanthorn. 

Rocca.  The  door's  already  open,  the  key  in  it. 

Mount/.  What  were  thofe  paft  by  ? 

Rocca.  Some  fcout  of  foldiers,  I  think. 

Mount/.  It  may  be  well  fo,  for  I  faw  their  horfes  \ 
They  faw  not  us,  I  hope. 

Abd.  No,  no,  we  were  clofe ; 
Beiide,  they  were  far  off. 

Mount f.  What  time  of  night  is't  ? 

Abd.  Much  about  twelve,  I  think. 

Rocca.  Let  me  go  in  firft  ; 
For,  by  the  leaving  open  of  the  door  here. 
There  may  be  fomebody  i'th'  church.     Give  me  the 
lanthorn. 

Aid.  You'll  love  me  now,  I  hope. 
VOL.  VII.  A  a  Mount/. 
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Mountf.  Make  that  good  to  me 
Your  promife  is  engag'd  for. 

Abd.  Why,  flic's  there, 
Ready  prepar'd;  and  much  about  this  time 
Life  will  lookup  again. 

Rocca.  Come  in  -,  all's  furej 
Not  a  foot  ftirring,  nor  a  tongue. 

Mount/.  Heav'n  blefs  me  ! 
I  never  enter'd,  with  fuch  unholy  thoughts, 
This  place  before. 

Abd.  You  are  a  fearful  fool ! 
If  men  have  appetites  allowed  'em, 
And  warm  defires,  are  there  not  ends  too  for  'em  ? 

Mountf.  Whither  lhall  we  carry  her  ? 

Rocca.  Why,  to  the  bark,  Sir ; 
I  have  provided  one  already  waits  us : 
The  wind  {lands  wondrous  fair  too  for  our  paflage. 

Abd.  And  there,  when  you've   enjoy'd  her,  (for 

you've  that  liberty) 
Let  me  alone  to  fend  her  to  feed  fifties ! 
I'll  no  more  fighs  for  her. 

Mount/.  Where  is  the  monument  ? 
Thou'rt  fure  flic  will  awake  about  this  time  ? 

Abd.  Moft  fure, 

Ifflie  be  not  knockt  o'  th'  head. Give  me  the  lanthorn ! 
Here  'tis. — How's  this  ?  the  ftone  off  ? 

Rocca.  Ay,  and  nothing 

Within  the  monument,  that's  worfe  ;  no  body, 
I'm  fure  of  that,  nor  fign  of  any  here, 
But  an  empty  coffin. 

Mount/.  No  lady  ? 

Rocca.  No,  nor  lord,  Sir; 
This  pie  has  been  cut  lip  before. 

Abd.  Either  the  devil 
Muft  do  thefe  tricks 

Mountf.  Or  thou,  damned  one,  worfe  ! 
Thou  black  fwoln  pitchy  cloud  of  all  my  afflictions, 
Thou  night-hag,  gotten  when  the  bright  moon  fuffer'd, 
Thou  hell  itfelf  confin'd  in  fleili,  what  trick  now  ? 

Tell 
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Tell  me,  and  tell  me  quickly,  what  thy  mifchief 
Has  clone  with  her,  and  to  what  end,  and  whither 
Thou  haft  remov'd  her  body ;  or,  by  this  holy  place, 
This  fword-fhall  cut  thee  into  thoufand  pieces, 
A  thoufand  thoufand,  ftrew  thee  o'er  the  temple, 
A  facrifice  to  thy  black  fire,  the  devil ! 

Rocca.  Tell  him ;  you  fee  he's  angry. 

Abd.  Let  him  burft  ! 

Neither  his  fword  nor  anger  do  I  fhake  at ; 
Nor  will  yield,  to  feed  his  poor  fufpicions, 
His  idle  jealoufies,  and  mad-dogs'  heats, 
One  thought  againft  myfelf.     You've  done  a  brave 

deed, 

A  manly,  and  a  valiant  piece  of  lervice, 
When  you  have  kill'd  me !  reckon't  amongft  your 

battles  ! 

I'm  forry  you're  fo  poor,  fo  weak  a  gentleman, 
Able  to  ftand  no  fortune:  I  difpofe  of  her? 
My  mifchief  make  her  away  ?  a  likely  project, 
I  muft  play  booty  'gainft  myfelf !  If  any  thing  crofs  ye, 
I  am  the  devil,  and  the  devil's  heir; 
All  plagues,  all  mifchiefs 

Mountf.  Will  you  leave,  and  do  yet? 

Abd.  I  have  done  too  much, 
Far,  far  too  much,  for  fuch  a  thanklefs  fellow! 
Jf  I  be  devil,  you  created  me : 
I  never  knew  thofe  arts,  nor  bloody  practices, 
(Plague  o'  your  cunning  heart, that  mine  of  mifchief !) 
Before  your  flatteries  won  'em  into  me. — 
Here  did  I  leave  her,  leave  her  with  that  certainty 
About  this  hour  to  wake  again. 

Mountf.  Where  is  (he  ? 
Thi&'is  the  laft  demand. 

Swd.  Did  I  now  know  it, 
And  were  I  fure  this  were  my  lateft  minute, 
I  would  not  tell  thee :  Strike,  and  then  I'll  curfe  thee'. 

Rocca.  I  fee  a  light.     Stand  clofe,  and  leave  your 

angers  ! 
We  all  mifcarry  elfc. 

A  a  2  Enter 
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Enter  Gomera,  and  page  with  a  torch. 

-  Aid.  I  am  now  carelefs. 

Mountf.  Peace;  prithee  peace;  fweet !  peace !  all 
friends  ! 

Abd.  Stand  clofe  then. 

Com.  Wait  there,  boy,  with  the  light,  'till  I  call  to 

thee. 

In  darknefs  was  my  foul  and  fenfes  clouded 
When  my  fair  jewel  fell,  the  night  of  jealoufy 
In  all  her  blacknefs  drawn  about  my  judgment  j 
No  light  was  let  into  me,  to  diftinguifh 
Betwixt  my  fudden  anger  and  her  honour: 
A  blind  fad-pilgrimage  fhall  be  my  penance  ; 
No  comfort  of  the  day  will  I  look  up  at ; 
Far  darker  than  my  jealous  ignorance, 
Each  place  of  my  abode  fhall  be;  my  prayers 
No  ceremonious  lights  fhall  fet  off  more ; 
Bright  arms,  and  all  that  carry  luftre,  life, 
Society,  and  folace,  I  forfake  ye ! 
And  were  it  not  once  more  to  fee  her  beauties, 
(For,  in  her  bed  of  death,  fhe  muft  be  fweet  Itill) 
And  on  her  cold  fad  lips  feal  my  repentance, 
Thou  child  of  Heav'n,  fair  Light,  I  could  not  mifs 
thee". 

Mount/. ,1  know  the  tongue  -.'Would  I  were  out  again! 
I've  done  him  too  much  wrong  to  look  upon  him. 

Abd.  There  is  no  fhifting  now ;  boldnefs  and  confi- 
dence 

Muft  carry't  now  away.:  He's  but  one  neither, 
Naked  as  you  are,  of  a  ftrength  far  under. 

31  Thou  child  of  Heaven,  fair  light,  I  could  not  mifs  thee.~\  Seward 
propcfes  t»  read,  /  would  not  ufe  thee ;  and  Sympfon  fays,  *  What 
'  Gomera  intends  to  fay  is  only  this ;  that  unlefs  it  was  to  fee  the 

*  beauty  of  his  (fuppofed)  dead  wife,  &c.  he  never  fhould  dejlre  or 
'  want  light  more.  Now  this  by  an  eafy  change  may  be  made  out  thus, 

ffilr  light,  /ihould  not  mifs  thee.'' 

'  But  neither  Sympfon  nor  Seward  feem  to  have  obferved,  that  the 
whole  fpeech  turns  on  Gomera's  abandoning  light  for  darknefs,  which 
is  the  only  key  to  explain  the  laft  line  ;  but,  adverting  to  that,  it  be- 
comes intelligible.  Sympfon  explains  the  pjffage  quite  wrong. 
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Mount/.  But  h'has  a  caufe  above  me  ! 

Abd.  That's  as  you  handle  it. 

Rocca.  Peace !  he  may  go  again,  and  never  fee  us. 

Com.  I  feel  I  weep  apace  j  but  where's  the  flood, 
The  torrent  of  my  tears,  to  drown  my  fault  in  ? 
I  would  I  could  now,  like  a  loaden  cloud, 
Begotten  in  the  moift  South,  drop  to  nothing ! 
Give  me  the  torch,  boy. 

Rocca.  Now  he  muft  difcoverus. 

Abd.  He  has  already. — Never  hide  your  head ; 
Be  bold  and  brave  !  If  we  muft  die,  together 

Com.  Who's  there  ?  what  friend  to  forrow  ? — The 

tomb  wide  open  ? 

The  ftone  off  too  ?  the  body  gone,  by  Heaven ! 
Look  to  the  door,  boy !   keep  it  fail ! — Who  are  ye  ? 
What  facril.egious  villains  ? — Falfe  Mountferrat, 
The  wolf  to  honour  !  has  thy  hellifh  hunger 
Brought  thee  to  tear  the  body  out  o'th'  tomb  too? 
Has  thy  foul  mind  fo  far  wrought  on  thee  ? — Ha ! 
Are  you  there  too  ?  Nay,  then  I  fpy  a  villainy 
I  never  dream'd  of  yet.     Thou  finful  ufher, 
Bred  from  that  rottennefs,  thou  bawd  to  mifchief, 
D'  you  blufh  thro'  all  your  blacknefs  ?  won't  that 
hide  it  ? 

Aid.  I  cannot  fpeak. 

Gom.  You're  well  met,  with  your  dam,  Sir. 
Art  thou  a  knight  ?  did  ever  on  that  fword 
The  Chriftian  caufe  fit  nobly  ?  could  that  hand  fight, 
Guided  by  fame  and  fortune  ?  that  heart  inflame  thee, 
With  virtuous  fires  of  valour  ?  To  fall  off, 
Fall  off  fo  fuji'denly,  and  with  fuch  foulnefs, 
As  the  falfe  angels  did,  from  all  their  glory  ! 
Thou  art  no  knight!  Honour  thou  never  heardft  of, 
Nor  brave  defires  could  ever  build  in  that  breaft ! 
Treafon,  and  tainted  thoughts,  are  all  the  gods 
Thou  worfhip'ft,  all  the  ftrength  thou  haft,  and  for- 
tune ! 

Thou  didft  things  out  of  fear,  and  falfe  heart,  villain, 
Out  of  cjofe  traps  and  treach'ries  jthey have  rais'd  thee. 
A  a  3  filountf. 
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Mount f.  Thou  rav'ft,  old  man. 

Gom.  Before  thou  get'ft  off  from  me, 
Hadft  thou  the  glory  of  thy  firft  fights  on  thce, 
(Which  thou  haft  bafely  loft)  thy  nobleft  fortunes, 
And  in  their  greateft  luftres,  I  would  make  thee, 
Before  we  part,  confefs  (nay,  kneel,  and  do  it, 
Nay,  crying  kneel,  coldly,  for  mercy,  crying) 
Thou  art  the  recreant'ft  rogue  time  ever  nourifh'd ; 
Thou  art  a  dog,  I'll  make  thee  fwear,  a  dog'1, 
A  mangy  cur  dog  !  D*  you  creep  behind  the  altar? 
Look,  how  it  fweats,  to  fhelter  fuch  a  rafcal ! 
Firft,  with  thy  venomous  tooth  infect  her  chafte  life, 
And  then  not  dare  to  do  ?  next,  rob  her  reft, 
Steal  her  dead  body  out  o'th'  grave 

Mountf.  I  have  not. 

Gom.  Prithee,  come  out;  (this  is  no  place  to  quar- 
rel in) 
Valiant  Monntferrat,  come! 

Mountf.  I  will  not  ftir. 

Gom.  Thou  haft  thy  fword  about  thee, 
That  good  fword  that  ne'er  fail'd  thee :  Prithee  come ! 
We'll  have  but  five  ftrokes  for  it.     On,  on,  boy! 
Here  is  one  would  fain  be  acquainted  with  thee, 
Would  wondrous  fain  cleave  that  calf's  head  of  yours, 

Sir; 

Come,  prithee  let's  difpatch !  the  moon  fhines  finely  : 
Prithee,  be  kill'd  by  me  !  thou  wilt  be  hang'd  elfe ; 
But,  it  may  be,  thou  longeft  to  be  hang'd. 

Rocca.  Out  with  him,  Sir ! 
You  ftiall  have  my  fword  too  ;  when  he's  difpatch'd 

once, 
We  hav«  the  world  before  us. 

?1   Thou  art  a  dog,  PH  mah  tbee  f<wear,   a  Jog.]    The  firft  folio 
copy  has  an  addition  to  this  verfe,  which  is  wrote  there  thus, 

ril  make  thee  fwear  a  dog  llav'J. 

But  what  bufmefs^zi;'*/  nas  here  1  can't  difcover  ;  a  ftavddog  in  the 
bear  gircen  language*  I  believe,  is  no  more  than  a  dog  taken  off  the 
bear,  by  wrenching  his  mouth  open  to  make  him  leave  his  hold.  Pof« 
fibly  the  Poets  might  have  wrote  it  thus,  a  dogjiarrfd,  and  then  a. 
mangy  cur  dog  may  follow  agreeably  enough,  Symfifon, 

Gom* 
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Com.  Wilt  thou  walk,  fellow  ? 
I  never  knew  a  rogue  hang  arfe-ward  fo, 
And  fuch  a  defperate  knave  too. 

Abd.  Pray  go  with  him ! 
Something  I'll  promife  too. 

Mount/.  You  would  be  kill'd  then  ? 
No  remedy,  I  fee. 

Gom.  If  thou  dar'ft  do  it  ? 

Mount/.  Yes,  now  I  dare.     Lead  out  j  I'll  follow 

prefently ; 
Under  the  mount  I'll  meet  you. 

Gom.  Go  before  me ; 
I'll  have  you  in  a  firing  too. 

Mount/.  As  I'm  a  gentleman, 
And  by  this  holy  place,  I  will  not  fail  thee. 
Fear  not,  thou  fhalt  be  kill'd,  take  my  word  for  it  •, 
I  will  not  fail. 

Gom.  If  thou  fcap'fl,  thou  haft  cats'  luck. 
The  mount  ? 

Mount/.  The  fame.   Make  hafte,  I'm  there  before 
elfe. 

Gem.  Go,  get  ye  home.  Now  if  he  fcape,  I'm  coward. 

Afoff#//.Well,  nowl  am  refolv'd;  and  he  Ihall  find  it. 

\Exeunt, 

SCENE    III. 

Enter  Miranda,  Luanda,  and  Cohnna. 

Mir.  How  is  it  with  the  lady  ? 

Luc.  Sir,  as  well 

As  it  can  be  with  one,  who  feeling  knows  now 
What  is  the  curfe  the  divine  juftice  laid 
On  the  firft  finful  woman. 

Mir.  Is  Ihe  in  travail  ? 

Luc.  Yes,  Sir;  and  yet  the  troubles  of  her  mind 
Airlift  her  more  than  what  her  bodyfuffers; 
For,  in  the  extremity  of  her  pain,  Ihe  cries  out, 
*  Why  am  I  here  ?  where  is  my  lord  Gomera  ?' 

A  a  4  Then 
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Then  fometimes  names  Miranda,  and  then  fighs, 
As  if  to  fpeak,  what  queftionlefs  fhe  loves  well,  " 
If  heard,  might  do  her' injury. 

Col.  Heaven's  fweet  mercy 
Look  gently  on  her! 

Mir.  Prithee  tell  her,  my  prayers 
Are  prefent  with  her  $  and,  good  wench,  provide 
That  fhe  want  nothing  !  What's  thy  name  ? 

Luc.  Lucinda. 

Mir.  Lucinda?  there's  a  profperous  omen  in  it) 
Be  a  Lucina  to  her,  and  bring  word 
That  fhe  is  fafe  deliver'd  of  her  burden, 
And  thy  reward's  thy  liberty.     Corne,  Colonna, 
We  will  go  fee  how  th'  engineer  has  mounted  Y 
The  cannon  the  Great-mafter  fent.     Be  careful 
To  view  the  works,  and  learn  the  difcipline 
That  is  us'd  here!  I  am  to  leave  the  world ; 
And  for  your  fervice,  which  I  have  found  faithfulj 
The  charge  that's  mine,  if  I  have  any  power, 
Hereafter  may  concern  you. 

Col.  I  ftill  find 
A  noble  mafter  in  you. 

Mir.  'Tis  but  juftice  ; 
Thou  doft  deferve  it  in  thy  care  and  duty.     [Exeunt, 

SCENE    JV. 

Enter  Gomera,  Mountf errat,  Rocca,  and  Abdella. 

Gom.  Here's  even  ground  j  I'll  ftir  no  foot  beyond  it 
Before  I  have  thy  head. 

Mountf.  Draw,  Rocca ! 

Com.  Coward, 

Hath  inward  guilt  robb'd  thee  as  well  of  courage 
As  honefty,  that  without  odds  thou  dar'ft  not 
Anfwer  a  fingle  enemy  ? 

Mountf.  All  advantage 
That  I  can  take,  expeft. 

Rocca.  We  know  you're  valiant  j 

Nor 
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Nor  do  we  purpofe  to  make  further  trial 

Of  what  you  can  do  now,  but  to  difpatch  you. 

Mount/.  And  therefore  fight  and  pray  together. 

Gom.  Villains, 

Whofe  bafenefs  all  difgraceful  words  made  one 
Cannot  exprefs !  fo  ftrong  is  the  good  caufe 
That  feconds  me,  that  you  fhall  feel,  with  horror 
To  your  proud  hopes,  what  ftrength  is  in  that  arm, 
Tho'  old,  that  holds  a  fword  made  fharp  by  juftice. 
•   Abd.  You  come  then  here  to  prate  ?  [Fight. 

Mount/.  Help,  Rocca,  now, 

Orl  am  loftfor  ever ! — How  comes  this  ?\Heisdifarnid, 
Are  villainy  and  weaknefs  twins  ? 

Rocca.  I'm  gone  too. 

Gom.  You  lhall  not  fcape  me,  wretches ! 

Abd.  I  muft  do  it  j 
All  will  go  wrong  elfe.  [Shoots  him. 

Gom.  Treach'rous,  bloody  woman, 
"What  haft  thou  done  ? 

Abd.  Done  a  poor  woman's  part, 
And  in  an  inftant,  what  thefe  men  fo  long 
Stood  fooling  for. 

Mountf.  This  aid  was  unexpected ; 
I  kifs  thee  for't. 

Rocca.  His  right  arm's  only  fhot, 
And  that  compell'd  him  to  forfake  his  fword  j 
He's  elfe  unwounded. 

Mountf.  Cut  his  throat ! 

Abd.  Forbear!  — 

Yet  do  not  hope  'tis  with  intent  to  fave  thee, 
But  that  thou  mayft  live  to  thy  further  torment, 
To  fee  who  triumphs  o'er  thee.  Come,  Mountferrat, 
Here  join  thy  foot  to  mine,  and  let  our  hearts 
Meet  with  our  hands !  The  contract  that  is  made 
And  cemented  with  blood,  as  this  of  ours  is, 
Js  a  more  holy  fanction,  and  much  furer, 
Than  all  the  fuperftitious  ceremonies 

You  Chriftians  ufe. 

Enter 
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Enter  Norandine. 

Rocca.  Who's  this  ? 

Mountf.  Betray 'd  again? 

Nor.  By  the  report  it  made,  and  by  the  wind, 
The  piftol  was  difcharg'd  here. 

Com.  Norandine, 

As  ever  thou  lov'dft  valour,  or  wear' ft  arms 
To  punifh  bafenefs,  fhew  it ! 

Nor.  Oh,  the  devil ! 

Gomera  wounded,  and  my  brache",  Black  Beauty, 
An  actor  in  it  ? 

Abd.  Ifthouftrik'ft,  I'll  Ihoot  thee. 

Nor.  How !  fright  me  with  your  pot-gun  ? — What 

art  thou  ? 
Good  Heav'n,  the  rogue,  the  traitor  rogue,  Mount- 

ferrat ! 

To  fwinge  the  neft  of  you,  is  a  fport  unlook'd  for. 
Hell's  plagues  confume  you  ! 

Movnlf.  As  thou  art  a  man, 
(I'm  wounded)  give  me  time  to  anfwer  thee  ! 

Gom.  Durft  thou  urge  this?  this  hand  can  hold  a 
fword  yet. 

Nor.  Well  done !  to  fee  this  villain  makes  my  hurts 
Bleed  frelh  again;  but  had  I  not  a  bone  whole, 
In  fuch  a  caufe  I  fhould  do  thus,  thus,  rafcals ! 

Enter  Corporal  and  Watch. 
Corp.  Difarm  them,  and  Ihoot  any  that  refifts, 
Gom.  Hold,  Corporal !  I  am  Gomera. 
Nor.  'Tis  well  yet,  that  once  in  an  age  you  can 
Remember  what  you  watch  for  :  I  had  thought 
You  had  again  been  making  out  your  parties 

55  Brachc.]  Brache,  fays  bifhop  Warburton  (note  on  Othello,  aft 
ii.  fcene  i.)  '  is  a  low  fpecies  of  bounds  of  the  chafe,  and  a  term  ge- 
nerally ufed  in  contempt.  Vlitius  in  his  notes  on  Gratius,  fays, 
Racha  Sn  von'bus  canemjignijicabatt  unde  Scott  hojie  Rache/i;-5  cane 
femina  kabent,  quod  Anglis  eft  Bfache.  Noi  <veio  (he  fpeaks  of  the 
Hollar  ders)  Brach  von  qufmvis  canem  fedfagatim  <vccf>mui.  So  the 
Ffench,  Braque,  efpeee  de  cbien  de  chaffeS  R. 

For 
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For  fucking  pigs:  Tis  well.     As  you  will  anfwer' 
The  contrary  with  your  lives,  fee  thefe  forth-comine ! 

Corp.  That  we  fhall  do. 

Nor.  You  bleed  apace.     Good  foldiers, 
Go  help  him  to  a  furgeon. 

Rocca.  Dare  the  worft'4, 
And  fuffer  like  yourfelf. 

Abd.  From  me  learn  courage. 

Nor.  Now  for  Miranda !  this  news  will  be  to  him 
As  welcome  as  'tis  unexpected.     Corporal, 
There's  fomething  for  thy  care  to-night.     My  horfc 
there !  [Exeunt. 


ACT      V.        SCENE       I. 

Enter  Oriana  and  Luanda. 
Ori.  T_T  O  W  does  my  boy? 

|~j[       Luc.  Oh,  wondrous  lufty,  madam  ; 
A  little  knight  already:  You  fhall  live 
To  fee  him  tofs  a  Turk. 
Ori.  Gentle  Lucinda, 

Much  muft  I  thank  thee  for  thy  care  and  fervicc  ; 

t 

Enter  Miranda,  Norandine,  and  Colonna. 

And  may  I  grow  but  ftrong  to  fee  ValettaJS, 
My  hufband,  and  my  brother,  thou  fhalt  find 
I  will  not  barely  thank  thee. 

3*  Rocca.   Dare  the  <worjl.~\  I  fufpedl  a  fpeech  of  Mountferrat's  is 
dropt  upon  us,  here,  and  perhaps  the  reader  may  be  of  mv  opinion. 


on  . 


Surely,  no  ;  Mountferrat's  party  have  been  talking  apart,  10  he 
fure.  7-  N- 

"  -  to  fee  Valetta, 

My  hufband,  and  my  brother.]  Sympfon  tranfpofes  the  words  thus, 
_  --  to  fee  Valetta, 
A/y  brother,  and  my  hufband  ; 

again  mifunderfhnding  (we  fuppofe,  for  he  does  it  tacitlv)  TtUtt* 
to  mean  the  Giaad  ma/ler,  not  the  titj>. 

Mir. 
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Mir.  Look,  captain,we  mu ft  ride  away  this  morning : 
The  Auberge  fits  to-day,  and  the  Great-mafter 
Writes  plainly,  I  muft  or  deliver  in 
(The  yearexpir'd)  my  probation-weed, 
Or  take  the  cloak.     You  likewife,  Norandine, 
For  your  full  fervice,  .and  your  laft  afiiftance 
In  falfe  Mountferrat's  apprehenfion, 
Are  here  commanded  to  affociate  me, 
My  twin  in  this  high  honour. 

Nor.  I  will  none  on't ! 

Do  they  think  to  bind  me  to  live  chafte,  fober, 
And  temperately,  all  days  of  my  life  ? 
They  may  as  foofi  tie  an  Engliihman  to  live  fo  ! 
I  fhall  be  a  fweet  Dane,  a  fweet  captain, 
Go  up  and  down  drinking  fmall-beerj  and  fwearing, 
*0ds  neagues !  No;  I'll  live  a  fquire  at  arms  ftillj 
And  do  thou  fo  too,  an  thou  be'ft  wife. 
I've  found  the  myftery  now,  why  the  gentlemen 
Wear  but  three  bars  of  the  crofs,  and  the  knights 
The  whole  one. 

Mir.  Why,  captain  ? 

'Nor.  Marry,  Sir, 

To  put  us  in  remembrance,  we  are  but 
Three  quarters  crofs'd  in  our  licence  and  pleafures  $ 
But  the  ppor  knights  crofs'd  altogether. 
The  brothers  at  arms  may  yet  meet  with  their  fitters 

at  arms, 

Now  and  then,  in  brotherly  love ;  but  the  poor  knights 
Cannot  get  a  lady  for  love  nor  money : 
JTis  not  fo  in  other  countries,  I  wis.  Pray  hafte  you  f 
For  I'll  along,  and  fee  what  will  come  on't.      [Exit. 

Mir.  Colonna,  provide  ftraight  all  necelTaries 
For  this  remove,  the  litter  for  the  lady. 
And  let'Lucinda  bear  her  company  ! 
Yon  fhall  attend  on  me. 

Col.  With  all  my  duties.  {Exit. 

Mir.  How  fare  you,  gracious  miftrefs  ? 

Or/.  Oh,  Miranda, 
You  pleas'd  to  honour  me  with  that  fair  title 

When 
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When  I  was  free,  and  could  difpofe  my  felt"; 
But  now,  no  fmile,  no  word,  no  look,  no  touch, 
Can  I  impart  to  any,  but  as  theft 
From  my  Gomera  •,  and  who  dares  accept 
Is  an  ufurper. 

Mir.  Leave  us. — I  have  touch'd  thee,       {Exit  Luc. 
Thou  fairer  virtue,  than  thou'rt  beautiful  !— 
Hold  but  this  teft,  fo  rich  an  ore  was  never 
Tried  by  the  hand  of  man,  on  the  vaft  earth. — 
Sit,  brighteft  Oriana  !  Is  it  fin 
Still  to  profefs  I  love  you,  ft  ill  to  vow 
I  mall  do  ever  ?  Heav'n  my  witnefs  be, 
'Tis  not  your  eye,  your  cheek,  your  tongue,  no  part 
That  fuperficially  doth  Inare  young  men, 
Which  has  caught  me  !  Read  over  in  your  thoughts 
The  ftory  that  this  man  hath  made  of  you, 
And  think  upon  his  merit. 

On.  Only  thought 
Can  comprehend  it ! 

Mir.   And  can  you  be 
So  cruel,  thanklefs,  to  deftroy  his  youth 
That  fav'd  your  honour,  gave  you  double  life, 
Your  own,  and  your  fair  infant's?  that  when  Fortune 
(The  blind  foe  to  all  beauty,  that  is  good) 
Bandied  you  from  one  hazard  to  another, 
Was  even  Heaven's  meflenger,  by  Providence 
Call'd  to  the  temple,  to  receive  you  there 
Into  thefe  arms,  to  giveeafe  to  your  throws, 
As  if 't  had  thunder'd  •,  take  thy  due,  Miranda, 
For  me  was  thine  !  Gomera's  jealoufy 
Struck  death  unto  thy  heart ;  to  him  be  dead, 
And  live  to  me,  that  gave  thee  fecond  life  ! 
Let  me  but  now  enjoy  thee  !  Oh,  regard 
The  torturing  fires  of  my  affections  ! 

On.  Oh,  mafter  them,  Miranda,  as  I  mine ! 
Who  follows  his  defires,  fuch  tyrants  ferves 
As  willopprefs  him  infupportably. 
My  flames,  Miranda,  rile  as  high  as  thine, 
For  I  did  love  thee  'fore  my  marriage ; 

Yet 
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Yet  would  I  now  confent,  or  could  I  think 

Thou  wert  in  earneft,  (which,  by  all  the  fouls 

That  have  for  chaftity  been  fanctified, 

I  cannot)  in  a  moment  I  do  know 

Thou'dft  call  fair  Temperance  up  to  rule  thy  blood. 

Thy  eye  was  ever  chafte,  thy  countenance  too,  honeft, 

And  all  thy  wooings  was  like  maidens'  talk. 

Who  yieldeth  unto  pleafures,  and  to  luft, 

Is  a  poor  captive,  that  in  golden  fetters, 

And  precious,  as  he  thinks,  but  holding  gyves, 

Frets  out  his  life. 

Mir.  Find  fuch  another  woman, 
And  take  her  for  his  labour,  any  man  ! 

Ori.  I  was  not  worthy  of  thte,  at  my  beft, 
(Heav'n  knew  I  was  not ;  I  had  had  thee  elfe) 
Much  lefs  now,  gentle  Sir.     Miranda's  deeds 
Have  been  as  white  as  Oriana's  fame, 
From  the  beginning  to  this  point  of  time, 
And  mall  we  now  begin  to  ftain  both  thus  ? 
Think  on  the  legend  which  we  two  mall  breed, 
Continuing  as  we  are,  for  chaiteft  dames 
And  boldcft  foldiers  to  perufe  and  read, 
Ay,  and  read  thorough,  free  from  any  act 
To  caufe  the  moddl  cait  the  book  away, 
And  the  mod  honour'd  captain  fold  it  up. 

Mir.  Faireit,  let  go  my  hand !   my  pulfe  beats  thick, 
And  my  mov'd  blood  rides  high  in  every  vein  ! — 
Lord  of  thyielf  now,  foldier,  and  ever ! 
I  would  not  for  Aleppo,  this  frail  bark, 
This  bark  of  fiefh,  no  better  fteers-man  had 
Than  has  Mountferrat's. — May  you  kifs  me,  lady  ? 

Ori.  No-,  though't  be  no  eflential  injury, 
It  is  a  circumftance  due  to  my  lord, 
To  none  elfe ;  and,  my  deareft  friend,  if  hands 
Playing  together  kindle  heat  in  you, 
What  may  the  game  at  lips  provoke  unto  ? 
,    Mir.  Oh,  what  a  tongue  is  here !   Whilft  me  doth 

teach 
My  heart  to  hate  my  fond  unlawful  love, 

She 
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She  talks  me  more  in  love,  with  love  to  her ; 
My  fires  (he  quencheth  with  her  arguments, 
But  as  (he  breathes  'em  they  blow  fremer  fires. — 
Sit  further  !  now  my  flame  cools.     Hufband  !  wife ! 
There  is  fome  holy  myft'ry  in  thofe  names 
That  fure  the  unmarried  cannot  underftand. 

On.  Now  thou  art  ftraight,  and  doft  enamour  me 
So  far  beyond  a  carnal  earthly  love, 
My  very  foul  dotes  on  thee,  and  my  fpirits 
Do  embrace  thine-,  my  mind  doth  thy  mind  kifs; 
And  in  this  pure  conjunction  we  enjoy 
A  heavenlier  pleafure  than  if  bodies  met : 
This,  this  is  perfect  love  !   the  other  mort, 
Yet  languifhing  fruition.     Ev'ry  fwain 
And  fwcating  groom  may  clafp,  but  ours  refin'd 
Two  in  ten  ages  cannot  reach  unto. 
Nor  is  our  fpiritual  love  a  barren  joy ; 
For  mark  what  bklled  iflue  we'll  beget, 
(Dearer  than  children  to  pofterity) 
A  great  example  to  mens'  continence, 
And  womens'  chaftity  •,  that  is  a  child 
More  fair  and  comfortable,  than  any  heir  ! 

Mir.  If  all  wives  were  but  fuch,  Luft  would  not  find 
One  corner  to  inhabit ;  fin  would  be 
So  ftrange,  remifiion  fuperfiuous.— 
But  one  petition,  I  have  done. 

On.  What,  fweet  ? 

Mir.  To  call  me  lord,  if  the  hard  hand  of  death 
Seize  on  Gomera  firft. 

Of.  Oh,  much  too  worthy, 
How  much  you  undervalue  your  own  price, 
To  give  your  unbought  felf  for  a  poor  woman, 
That  has  been  once  fold,  us'd,  and  loft  her  fUow  ! 
I  am  a  garment  worn,  a  veficl  crack'd, 
A  zone  untied,  a  lily  trod  upon, 
A  fragrant  flower  cropt  by  another's  hand, 
My  colour  fullied,  and  my  odour  chang'd. 
If  when  I  was  new-bloflbm'd,  I  did  fear 
My  felf  unworthy  of  Miranda's  fpring, 

Thus 
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Thus  over-blown,  and  feeded,  I  am  rather 
Fit  to  adorn  his  chimney  than  his  bed. 

Mir.  Rife,  miracle !  fave  Malta  with  thy  virtue ! 
If  words  could  make  me  proud,  how  has  me  fpoke! 
Yet  I  will  try  her  to  the  very  block. — 
Hard-hearted  and  uncivil  Oriana, 
Ingrateful  payer  of  my  induftries, 
That  with  a  foft  painted  hypocrify 
Cozen'ft,  and  jeer'ftmy  perturbation, 
Expect  a  weighty  and  a  fell  revenge  ™  \ 
My  comfort  is,  all  men  will  think  thee  falfe  : 
Befide,  thy  hufband,  having  been  thus  long 
(On  this  occafion)  in  my  fort,  and  power — 

Enter  Norandine,  Colonna,  and  Lucinda  with  a  child. 
I'll  hear  no  more  words  ! — Captain,  let's  away ! 
With  all  care  fee  to  her ;  and  you,  Lucinda, 
Attend  her  diligently  :  She's  a  wonder ! 

Nor.  Have  you  found  me  was  well  delivered  ? 
What,  had  me  a  good  midwife  ?  is  all  well  ? 

Mar.  You're  merry,  Norandine. 

Luc.  Why  weep  yon,  lady  ? 

Ori.  Take  the  poor  babe  along. 

Col.  Madam,  'tis  Jhere. 

Ori.  Diflembling  death,  why  didft  thou  let  me  live 
To  fee  this  change,  my  greateft  caufe  to  grieve  ? 

[Exeunt. 

?!  Expefl  a  witty  and  a  fell  revenge .]  The  coupling  of  thefe  two 
epithets,  perhaps,  never  was  from  the  Poet's  pen.  1  am  inclined  to 
think  that  we  have  the  fame  corruption  here,  as  in  the  Wild-Goofe 
Chace ;  and  that  in  both  places  we  fhould  read  not  witty  but  weighty. 

Sympfox. 


SCENE 
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SCENE    II. 

[Synnety  i.  e.  Flourijh  of  trumpets  j6. 
Enter  dftoritu,  Cafiriot,  l/alettay  Gomera,  Knights,  two 

Bijhops,  Mountferrat  guarded  by  Corporal  and  Soldiers 

Abdella,  a  Gentleman  with  a  clsak,faord,  andfpurs. 

Val.  A  tender  hufband  haft  thou  fhew'd  thyfelf, 
My  deareft  brother,  and  thy  memory, 
After  thy  life  }7,  in  brazen  characters 
Shall  monumentally  be  regifter*d 
To  ages  confequent,  till  Time's  running  hand 
Beats  back  the  world  to  undiftinguifh'd  chaos  ?s, 
And  on  the  top  of  that  thy  name  mall  ftand 
Frefh,  and  without  decay. 

Com.  Oh,  honour'd  Sir ! 
If  hope  of  this,  or  any  blifs  to  come, 
Could  lift  my  load  of  grief  off  from  my  foul, 
Or  expiate  the  trefpais  'gainft  my  wife, 
That  in  one  hour's  fufpicion  I  begat, 
1  might  be  won  to  be  a  man  again, 
And  fare  like  other  hufbands,  fleep  and  eat, 
Laugh,  and  forget  my  pleaiing  penitence; 
But  'till  old  Nature  can  make  fuch  a  wife 
Again,  I  vow  ne'er  to  refume  the  order 
And  habits  that  to  men  are  neceflary  j 
All  breath  I'll  fpend  in  fighs,  all  found  in  groans, 
And  know  no  company  but  my  wafting  moans. 

36  Scene  11.  Enter  Aftorius,  Cafiriot,  Valetta%  Gomera,  Synnet, 
Knigbtt,  two  Bi/hops,  Mountferrat  guarded by  Corporal  and Soldier  it 
Abdtlla,  a  Gentleman  ivitb  a  cloak,  fword,  and/fun ;  Gomera.]  Thi» 
itage-direction  corrected  by  Sympfon. 

J7  After  my  ///>.]  Amended  by  Sympfon. 

38  till  lime1  i  running  hand 

Beats  back  the  world  to  undijtinguijh"  d&Zto]  Running  is,  I  allow, 
a  proper  epithet  to  Time,  but  I'ime'i  running  hand  beating  the  ivtrU 
to  chaos,  does  not  feem  to  me  a  very  clear  and  confident  metaphor ; 
and  as  ruining  is  fo  very  near  the  trace  of  the  letters,  and  appears  to 
have  much  more  propriety  and  energy  than  the  former,  I  chink  it 
bids  fair  for  having  been  the  original.  SewarJ. 

VOL.  VII.  B  b 
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Afio.  This  will  be  wilful  murder  on  yourfelf, 
.Nor  like  a  Chriilian  do  you  bear  the  chance 
Which  the  infcrutable  will  of  Heav'n  admits. 

Com.  What  would  you  have  my  weaknefsdo,that 
Suffer'd  itfelf  thus  to  be  praftis'd  on 
By  a  damn'd  hell-hound,  and  his  agent  dam, 
The  impious  midwife  to  abortive  births, 
And  cruel  inftrument  to  his  decrees  ? 
By  forgery  they  firft  afiail'd  her  life, 
Heav'n  playing  with  us  yet  in  that,  he  wrought 
My  deareil  friend,  the  fervant  to  her  virtue, 
To  combat  me,  againft  his  miftrefs*  truth. 
That  yet  effectlefs,  this  enchanting  witch 
Bred  baneful  jeaioufy  againft  my  lady, 
My  mod  immaculate  lady,  which  feiz'd  on  her 
Almoft  to  death.    Oh,  yet,  not  yet  content, 
She  in  my  hand  put  (to  reftore  her  life, 
As  I  imagin'd)  what  did  execute 
Their  dev'lim  malice.    Further,  great  with  child 
Was  this  poor  innocent :  That  too  was  loft  ; 
They  doubled  death  upon  her  !  Not  ftaying  there, 
They  have  done  violence  unto  her  tomb, 
Not  granting  reft  unto  her  in  the  grave. 
I  wifh  Miranda  had  enjoy'd  my  prize ; 
For  lure  I'm  punifli'd  for  ufurping  her. 
Oh,  what  a  tiger  is  refifted  luit ! 
How  it  doth  forage  all ! 

Mountf.  Part  of  this  tale 
I  grant  you  true ;  but  'twas  not  poifon  given  her. 

Abd.  I  would  it  had  !  we  had  been  far  enough, 
If  we  had  been  fo  wife  ;  and  had  not  now 
Stood  curt'fing  for  your  mercies  here. 

Mountf.  Belide, 
What  is  become  o'  th*  body  we  know  not^ 

Val.  Peace,  impudents ! 
And,  dear  Gomera,  pradife  patience, 
As  I  myfelf  muft :  By  ibme  means  at  laft 
We  mail  difiblve  this  riddle, 

Got».  Wherefore  comes 

This 
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This  villain  in  this  fcflival  array, 
As  if  he  triumph'd  for  his  treachery  ? 

Caft.  That  is  by  our  appointment :  Give  us  leave ; 
You  lhall  know  why  anon. 

Enter  Miranda,  Norandine,  and  Colonna. 

Val.  One  of  the  Efguard  J9. 

Efg.  The  gentlemen  are  come. 

Val.  Truce  then  awhile, 
With  our  fad  thoughts ! — What,  are  ye  both  refolv'd  ? 

Nor.  Not  I,  my  lord  :  Your  down-right  captain  (till 
I'll  live,  and  ferve  you.    Not  that  altogether 
I  want  compunction  of  conscience-, 
I  have  enough  to  fave  me,  and  that's  all : 
Bar  me  from  drink,  and  drabs  ?  ev'n  hang  me  too  ! 
You  muft  ev'n  make  your  captains  capons  firft  ! 
I  have  too  much  flelh  for  this  fpiritual  knighthood, 
And  therefore  do  defire  forbearance,  Sir, 
'Till  I  am  older,  or  more  mortified  j 
I  am  too  found  yet. 

Val:  What  fay  you,  Miranda  ? 

Mir.  With  all  pure  zeal  to  Heaven,  duty  to  you, 
I  come  to  undergo  it. 

Val.  Proceed  to  th'  ceremony. 

Com.  Before  you  match  with  this  bright  honour'd 

title, 

Admir'd  Miranda,  pardon  that  4°  in  thought 
I  ever  did  tranfgrefs  againft  your  virtue; 

*9  Val.  One  of  th'  Efguard. 

Efg.  The  gentlemen  are  come.']  Mr.  Seward  faw  with  me, 
that  to  put  One  of  the  Efguard  into  f^a/etfa's  mouth,  was  falfe^and 
ridiculous.  The  ftage  direction  was  undoubtedly  given  bjr  our 
Authors  thus, 

Enter  one  of  the  EfguerJ. 
Efg.  The  gentlemen  are  come.  , 

Val.   Truce  then  a  while 

With  your  fad  thoughts. 
Enter  Miranda,  Norandine  and  Colonna. 
What,  are  you  both  refolvd?  Sec.  Sj/trf/on. 

4°  Pardon  what  in  thought.']  So  the  former  editions. 

B  b  2  And 
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And  may  you  find  more  joy  with  your  new  bride, 
Than  poor  Gomera  e'erenjoy'd  with  his! 
(But  'twas  mine  own  crime,  and  I  fuffer  for't.) 
Long  wear  your  dignity,  and  worthily, 
Whilft  I  obfcurely  in  fome  corner  vanilh  ! 

Mir.  Have  ftronger  thoughts,  and  better. — Firft, 

I  crave, 

According  to  the  order  of  the  court, 
I  may  difpofe  my  captives,  and  the  fbrt> 
That  with  a  clean  and  purified  heart 
The  fitlier  I  may  indue  my  robe. 

All.  'Tis  granted. 

Enter  Qrianaveird,  ladies,  Luc'mda  with  a  child, 

Mir.  Bring  the  captives ! — To  your  charge 
And  ftaid  tuition,  my  moft  noble  friend, 
I  then  commend  this  lady.     Start  not  off! 
A  fairer  and  a  chatter  never  liv'd, 
By  her  own  choice  you  are  her  guardian ; 
For  telling  her  I  was  to  leave  my  fort, 
And  to  abandon  quite  all  worldly  cares, 
Her  own  requeft  was,  to  Gomera's  hands 
-She  might  be  giv'n  in  cuftody,  for  lh'  had  heard 
He  was  a  gentleman,  wife,  and  temperate, 
Full  of  humanity  to  women-kind, 
And,  'caufe  he  had  been  married,  knew  the  better 
How  to  entreat  a  lady. 

Val.  What  countrywoman  is  fhe  ? 

Mir.  Born  a  Greek. 

Val.  Gomera,  'twill  be  barbarous  to  deny 
A  lady,  that  unto  your  refuge  flies, 
And  feeks  to  fhrowd  her  under  Virtue's  wing. 

Gom.  Excufe  me,  noble  Sir!  Oh,  think  me  nor 
So  dull  a  devil  4°,  to  forget  the  lofs 
Of  fuch  a  matchlefs  wife  as  I  poffefs'd, 

40  So  dull  a  devil. ~\  Sevvard  propofes  reading,  fo  FULL  a  devil; 
*  i.  <?.'  (fays  he)  "Think  menotfo  altogether*  devil  as  to  forget  the 
'  worth  of  her  I  have  killed.  The  ufeof/a//  in  this  manner  I  could 
'  give  many  inftances  of.*  This,  however,  we  much  doubt. 

And 
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And  ever  to  endure  the  fight  of  woman  ! 
Were  fhe  the  abftraft  of  her  fex  for  form, 
The  only  warehoufe  of  perfection, 
Were  there  no  rofe  nor  lily  but  her  cheek, 
No  mufick  but  her  tongue,  virtue  but  hers, 
She  muft  not  reft  near  me.     My  vow  is  graven 
Here  in  my  heart,  irrevocably  breath'd  j 
And  when  I  break  it 

Afto.  This  is  rudenefs,  Spaniard ; 
Unfeafonably  you  play  the  Timonift*1, 
Put  on  a  difpofition  is  not  yours, 
Which  neither  fits  you,  nor  becomes  you. 

Com.  Sir 

Caft.  We  cannot  force  you,  but  we  would  perfnade. 

Com.  Befeech  you,  Sir,  no  more !  I  am  refolv'd 
To  forfake  Malta,  tread  a  pilgrimage 
To  fair  Jerufalem,  for  my  lady's  foul, 
And  will  not  be  diverted. 

Mir.  You  muft  bear 
This  child  along  wi'ye  then. 

Com.  V/hat  child? 

All  How's  this? 

Mir.  Nay  then,  Gomera,  thou'rt  injurious ! 
This  child  is  thine,  and  this  rejected  lady 
Thou  haft  as  often  known  as  thine  own  wife  ; 
And  this  I'll  make  good  on  thee,  with  my  fword. 

Com.  Thou  durft  as  well  blafpheme  ! — If  fuch  a 

fcandal — 

(I  crave  the  rights  due  to  a  gentleman) 
Woman,  unveil ! 

On.  Will  you  refufe  me  yet?  [Unvtitbtg. 

Com.  My  wife ! 

Val.  My  fifter  ! 

Com.  Somebody  thank  Heav'n ! 
I  cannot  fpeak. 

All.  All  praife  be  ever  giv'n !  . 

+'  TimoHijl  ]  *.  e.  Tiaron  of  Athens,  alluding  to,  the  mifanthropy 

cf  that  character. 

B  b  i  Mountf. 
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Mountf.  This  faves  our  lives.    Yet  'would  fhe  had 

been  dead ! 

The  very  fight  of  her  afflicts  me  more 
Than  fear  of  punifhment,  or  my  difgrace. 
Pal.  How  came  you  to  the  temple  ? 
Mir.  Sir,  to  do 

My  poor  devotions,  and  to  offer  thanks 
For  fcaping  a  temptation  near  perform'd 
With  this  fair  virgin. — I  reftore  a  wife 
Earth  cannot  parallel  j  and,  bufy  Nature, 
If  thou  .wilt  ftill  make  women,  but  remember 
To  work  'em  by  this  fampler ! — Take  heed,  Sir, 
Henceforth  you  never  doubt,  Sir. 

Gem.  When  I  do, 
Death  take  .me  fuddenly  ! 

Mir.  To  encreafe  your  happinefs, 
To  your  beft  wife  take  this  addition. 

Gom.  Alack,  my  poor  knave !  [70  the  child. 

VaL  The  confeffion 
The  Moor  made,  it  feems,  was  truth. 

Nor.  Marry  was  it,  Sir ;  the  only  truth  that  ever 
liTuedout  of  hell,  which  her  black  jaws  refemble. 
A  plague  o' your  bacon-face !  you  muft  be  giving 
Drinks,  with  a  vengeance  !  Ah,  thou  branded  bitch ! 
Do  you  flare,  goggles  ?  I  hope  to  make 
Winter-boots  o'  thy  hide  yet;  fhe  fears  not  damning!. 
Hell-fire  can't  parch  her  blacker  than  fhe  is. 
Do  you  grin,  chimney-fweeper  ? 
Ori.  What  is't,    Miranda? 
Mir-.  That  you  would  pleafe  Lucinda  might  attend 

yon. 

Col.  That  fuit,  Sir,  I  confent  not  to. 
Luc.  My  hufband  ? 
My  deareft  Angelo  ? 

Nor.  More  jiggam-bobs  ?    Is  not  this  the  fellow 

.  that 
Swam  like  a  duck  to  the  fhore  in  our  fea-fervice  ? 

Col.  The  very  fame.  Do  not  you  know  me  now,  Sir  ? 
My  name  is  Angelo,  'tho'  Colonna  veil'd  it, 

Your 
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Your  countryman  and  kinfman,  born  in  Florences 

Who  from  the  neighbour-ifland  here  of  Goza 

Was  captive  led,  in  that  unfortunate  day 

When  the  Turk  bore  with  him  three  thoufand  fouls. 

Since,  in  Conftantinople  have  I  liv'd, 

Where  I  beheld  this  Turkifh  damfel  firft. 

A  tedious  fuitor  was  I  for  her  love ; 

And,  pitying  fuch  a  beauteous  cafe  fhould  hide 

A  foul  prophan'd  with  infidelity, 

I  labour'd  her  converfion,  with  my  love, 

And  doubly  won  her:  To  fair  faith  her  foul 

She  firft  betroth'd,  and  then  her  faith  to  me. 

But  fearful  there  to  confummate  this  contract, 

We  fled,  and  in  that  flight  were  ta'en  again 

By  thofe  fame  gallies  'fore  Valetta  fought : 

Since,  in  your  fervice  I  attended  here, 

Where,  what  I  law  and  heard  hath  joy'd  me  more 

Than  all  my  paft  afflictions  griev'd  before. 

VaL  Wonders  crown  wonders  !  Take  thy  wife.— 

Miranda, 

Be  henceforth  call'd  our  Malta's  better  angel ; 
And  thou  her  evil,  Mountferrat. 

Nor.  We'll  call  him  Cacodemon,  with  his  black 
Gib  there,  his  Succuba,  his  devil's  feed, 
His  fpawn  of  Phlegethon,  that,  o'  my  confcience, 
Was  bred  o'  th'  fpume  of  Cocytus. — Do  you  fnarl, 

you  black  Gill  ? 

She  looks  like  the  picture  of  America. 
VaL  Why  ftay  we  now  ? 
Mir.  This  laft  petition  to  the  court ; 
I  may  bequeath  the  keeping  of  my  fort 
To  this  my  kinfman,  tow'rd  the  maintenance 
Of  him  and  his  fair  virtuous  wife^:  Difcreet, 
Loyal,  and  valiant,  I  dare  give  him  you. 
VaL  You  muft  not  afk  in  vain,  Sir. 
Col.  My  beft  thanks 

To  you,  my  noble  cousin,  and  my  fervice 
To  the  whole  court:  May  Idcferve  this  bounty ! 
Pal.  Proceed  to  th'  ceremony.  One  of  our  Efguard 
B  b  4  Degrade 


392      THE  KNIGHT  OF  MALTA. 

Degrade  Mountferrat  rirft  ! 

Mount  f.  I  will  not  fue 
For  mercy;  'twere  in  vain:  Fortune,  thy  word! 


An  altar  dijcofuer>d>  with  tapers  and  a  book  on  it.  The 
two  Bifiops  Jland  on  each  fide  of  it;  Mount  f  err  at  ^  as 
tbejcng  is  fmgingi  afcends  up  the  altar. 

See,  fee,  the  ftain  of  honour,  Virtue's  foe, 
Of  virgins'  fair  fames  the  foul  overthrow  ! 
That  broken  hath  his  oath  of  chaftity, 
Difhonour'd  much  this  holy  dignity  ; 
Off  with  his  robe,  expel  him  forth  this  place, 
Whilft  we  rejoice,  andfmgat  his  difgrace! 

Val.  Since  by  thy  actions  thou  haft  made  thyfelf 
Unworthy  of  that  worthy  fign  thou  wear'ft, 
And  of  our  facred  order,  into  which 
For  former  virtues  we  receiv'd  thee  firft, 
According  to  our  flatutes,  ordinances, 
For  praife  unto  the  good,  a  terror  to 
The  bad,  and  an  example  to  all  men  ; 
We  here  deprive  thee  of  our  habit,  and 
Declare  thee  unworthy  our  fociety, 
From  which  we  do  expel  thee,  as  a  rotten, 
Corrupted,  and  contagious  member. 

Efg.  Ufing  th'  authority  the  fuperior 
Hath  giv'n  unto  me,  I  unty  this  knot, 
And  take  from  thee  the  pleafmg  yoke  of  Heaven  : 
*\Ve  take  from  off  thy  breaft  this  holy  crofs, 
Which  thou  haft  made  thy  burden,  not  thy  prop; 
Thy  fpurs  we  ipoil  thee  of,  leaving  thy  heels 
Bare  of  thy  honour41,  that  have  kick'd  againft 
Our  order's  precepts;  next,  we  reave  thy  fword, 
And  give  thee  armlefs  to  thy  enemies, 
For  being  foe  to.goodnefs,  and  to  God  ; 
Laft,  'Bout  thy  ftiff  neck,  \ve  tlii§  halter  hang, 

41  Pare  c/~thy  honour  ]  Sympfon  thinks  \vc  fhould  read,  tare  of 

their  h:i;inr. 

And 
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And  leave  thee  to  the  mercy  of  the  court, 
Val.  Invert  Miranda4'. 

SONG. 

Fair  child  of  Virtue,  Honour's  bloom, 
That  here  with  burning  zeal  doft  come, 
With  joy  to  afk  the  white-crofs  cloak, 
And  yield  unto  this  pleafing  yoke ! 
That  being  young,  vows  chaftity, 
And  chufeft  wilful  poverty; 

As  this  flame  mounts,  fo  mount  thy  zeal !  thy  glory 
Rife  pail  the  ftars,  and  fix  in  Heav'n  thy  flory  ! 
i  Jlijfjop^  What  crave  you,  gentle  Sir  ? 
Mir.  Humble  admittance 
To  be  a  brother  of  the  holy  hofpital 
Of  great  Jerufalem. 

a  Bifoop.  Breathe  out  your  vow. 
Mir.  To  Heav'n,  and  all  the  bench  of  faints  above, 
(Whofe  fuccour  I  implore  t'  enable  me) 
I  vow  henceforth  a  chaftelife;  not  to  enjoy 
Any  thing  proper  to  myfelf;  obedience 
To  my  fuperiors,  whom  religion 
And  Heav'n  fhall  give  me  -,  ever  to  defend 
The  virtuous  fame  of  ladies,  and  to  oppugn 
E'en  unto  death  the  Chriftian  enemy : 
This  do  I  vow  t'  accomplifh  ! 

Efg.  Who  can  tell, 

Has  he  made  ocher  vow,  orpromis'd  marriage 
To  any  one,  or  is  in  fervitude  ? 
All.  He's  free  from  all  thefe. 

1  Bijhop.  Put  on  his  fpurs,  and  gird  him  with  the 

fword, 

The  fcourge  of  infidels,  and  types  of  fpeed. 
Buildeft  thy  faith  o.n  this  ?  \Prefenting  the  Crcfs. 

Mir.  On  him  that  died 
On  Rich  a  facred  figure,  for  our  fins. 

2  Bijhcp.  Here  then  we  fix  it  on  thy  left  fide,  for 

4-1  Inveft  Miranda] .The  ceremonies  of  recriving  a  krrght  into 
rhe  order  of  Malta,  may  be  feen  at  large  in  Yertot's  Hiftory  of  the 
Knights  of  Malta,  vol.  vi.  p.  18. 

Thy 
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Thy  increafe  of  faith,  Chriftian  defence,  and  fervice 
To  th'  poor;  and  thus  near  to  thy  heart  we  plant  it, 
That  thou  mayft  love  it  ev'n  with  all  thy  heart ; 
With  thy  right-hand  protect,  preferve  it  whole  ; 
For  if  thou  righting  'gainft  Heav'n's  enemies 
Shalt  fly  away,  abandoning  the  crofs, 
The  enfign  of  thy  holy  general, 
With  fhame  thou  juftly  fhak  be  robb'd  of  it, 
Chas'd  from  our  company,  and  cut  away 
As  an  infectious  putrified  limb. 
j^lir.  I  afk  no  favour. 
i  Bijhof.  Then  receive  the  yoke 
Of  him  that  makes  it  fweet  and  light ;  in  which, 
Thy  foul  find  her  eternal  reft  ! 
Val.  Moft  welcome ! 
All.  Welcome,  our  noble  brother ! 
Val.  Break  up  the  court. — Mountferrat,  tho'  your 

deeds, 

Confpiring  'gainft  the  lives  of  innocents, 
Have  forfeited  your  own,  we  will  not  ftain 
Our  white  crofs  with  your  blood:  Your  doom  is  then 
To  marry  this  co-agent  of  your  mifchiefsj 
Which  done,  we  banifh  you  to  th' continent44: 
If  either,  after  three  days,  here  be  found, 
The  hand  of  law  lays  hold  upon  your  lives. 

Nor.  Away,  French  ftallion  !  Now 
You  have  aBarbary  mare  of  your  own;  go  leap  her, 
And  engender  young  devilings  ! 

Val.  WTe  will  find  fomething,  noble  Nbrandine, 
To  quit  your  merit. — So,  to  civil  feafts, 
According  to  our  cuftoms  \  and  all  pray 
The  dew  of  grace  blefs  our  new  Knight  to-day  ! 

\Exeunt  omnes. 

44  We  lanllb  vou  the  continent.]  Would  not  one  think,  tho'  they 
are  here  in"  an  ifl;j.rii,  tSiat  they  were  adually  upon   the  continent? 
Certainly  theEnglifh  of  our  days,  and  that  of  our  poets,  has  under- 
gone great  alterations,  if  we  ought  not  to  read  by  a  fmall  addition, 
- ivt  banlJbyoK  to  th'  continent.  Sjmpfon, 
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A      COMEDY. 


This  Play  it  by  Gardiner,  in  bis  Commendatory  Verfes,  afcribed  to 
Fletcher  fingly,  but  the  Prologue  /peaks  of  it  as  the  ProduSion  of 
both  Author^  although  again  the  Epilogue  takes  notice  of  but  one. 
There  never  vjere  any  alterations  made  in  this  Comedy,  nor  has  it 
teen  aftedfor  many  year t  fajl. 


PROLOGUE. 


PROLOGUE, 

AT  THE  REVIVING  OF  THIS  PLAY. 


^TATUES  and  pictures  challenge  price  and  fame, 

O  If  they  can  juftly  boaft  and  prove  they  came 

From  Phidias  or  Apelles.     None  deny,, 

Poets  and  Painters  hold  a  fympathy  j 

Yet  their  works  may  decay,  and  lofe  their  grace, 

Receiving  blemifh  in  their  limbs  or  face  j 

When  the  mind's  art  has  this  preheminence, 

She  ftill  retaineth  her  firft  excellence. 

Then  why  fhould  not  this  dear  piece  be  efteem'd 

Child  to  the  richeft  fancies  that  e'er  teem'd  ? 

When  not  their  meaneft  off-fpring,  that  came  forth, 

But  bore  the  image  of  their  fathers'  worth. 

Beaumont's,  and  Fletcher's,  whofe  defert  out-weighs 

The  belt  applaufe,  and  their  leaft  fprig  of  bays 

Is  worthy  Phoebus  j  and  who  comes  to  gather 

Their  fruits  of  wit,  he  fhall  not  rob  the  treafure. 

Nor  can  you  ever  furfeit  of  the  plenty, 

Nor  can  you  call  them  rare,  tho'  they  be  dainty : 

The  more  you  take,  the  more  you  do  them  right ; 

And  we  will  thank  you  for  your  own  delight. 


DRAMATIS 


DRAMATIS    PERSONS, 

MEN. 

Afiiftant,  or  Governor. 

Vitelli,  a  young  gentleman ',  enemy  to  Alvarez. 

Lamoral,  a  fghting  gallant,  friend  to  Vitelli. 

Anaftro,  an  boneft  gentleman,  friend  to  Vitelli. 

Alvarez,  enemy  to  Vitelli. 

Syavedra,  friend  to  Alvarez. 

Lucio,  Son  to  Alvarez,  brought  up  as  a  woman* 

Alguazeir,  a  Jharking  fanderly  conjlable. 

Pachieco,  a  cobler,         -\ 

Mendoza,  a  botcher,        f   of  wor/hip. 

Metaldie,  afmith, 

Lazarillo,  Pacbieco's  hungry  fervant. 

Bobadilla,  fieward  to  Alvarez. 

Hera!/. 

Officer. 

W  O  M  E  N. 

Eugenia,  a  virtuous  lady,  wife  to  don  Alvarez. 
Clara,  the  Martial  Maid,  daughter  to  Alvarez,  ena- 
moured of  Vitelli. 

Genevora,  fifter  to  Vitelli,  in  love  with  Lucio. 
Malroda,  a  wanton  miftrefs  of  Vitelli. 


SCENE,    S  E  V  I  L. 

LOVE'S 
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ACT     I.       SCENE     I. 


Enter  VitelU,  Lamoral,  and  Anajlro. 

Vitdli.       *     LVAREZpardon'd? 
/-\       Ana.  And  rcturn'd. 
JL    JL     Lam.  I  faw  him  land 
At  St.  Lucar's;  and  fuch  a  general  welcome 
Fame,  as  harbinger  to  his  brave  actions, 
Had  with  the  eafy  people  prepar'd  for  him, 
As  if  by  his  command  alone,  and  fortune, 
Holland,  with  thofe  Low  Provinces  that  hold  out 
Againft  the  arch-duke,  were  again  compell'd 
With  their  obedience  to  give  up  their  lives 
To  be  at  his  devotion. 

Fit.  You  amaze  me  ! 

For  tho'  I've  heard,  that  when  he  fled  from  Scvil 
To  fave  his  life  (then  forfeited  to  law 
For  murdering  don  Pedro  my  dear  uncle) 
His  extreme  wants  enforc'd  him  to  take  pay 
F  th'  army,  fat  down  then  before  Oftend  ; 
'Twas  never  yet  reported,  by  whofe  favour 
He  durft  prefume  to  entertain  a  thought 

Of 
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Of  coming  home  with  pardon. 

Ana.  '1  is  our  nature 
Or  not  to  hear,  or  not  to  give  belief 
To  what  we  wim  far  from  our  enemies. 

Lam.  Sir,  'tis  moft  certain,  the  infanta's  letters, 
Aflilled  by  the  arch-duke's,  to  king  Philip, 
Have  not  alone  fecur'd  him  from  the  rigor 
Of  our  Caftilianjuftice,  but  return'd  him 
A  free  man,  and  in  grace. 

Vit.  By  what  curs'd  means 
Could  fuch  a  fugitive  arile  unto 
The  knowledge  of  their  highnefies  ?  Much  more, 
(Tho'  known)  to  Hand  but  in  the  kail  degree 
Of  favour  with  them  ? 

Lam.  To  give  fatisfaction 
To  your  demand,  (tho'  to  praife  him  I  hate 
Can  yield  me  fmall  contentment)  I  will  tell  you, 
And  truly ;  fmce,  ihould  I  detrafb  his  worth, 
*Twould  argue  want  of  merit  in  myfelf. 
Briefly  to  pafs  his  tedious  pilgrimage 
For  fixteen  years,  a  banifh'd  guilty  man, 
And  to  forget  the  dorms,  th'  affrights,  the  horrors,, 
His  conftancy,  not  fortune  overcame, 
I  bring  him3  with  his  little  fon,  grown  man, 
(Tho'  'twas  faid  here  he  took  a  daughter  with  him) 
To  Oftend's  bloody  iiege,  that  ftage  of  war, 
Wherein  the  flower  of  many  nations  adled, 
And  the  whole  Chriftian  world  fpectators  were; 
There  by  his  ion  (or  were  he  by  adoption 
Or  Nature  his)  a  brave  fcene  was  presented, 
Which  I  make  choice  to  fpeak  of,  fmce  from  that 
The  good  fuccefs  of  Alvarez  had  beginning, 

Vit.  So  I  love  virtue  in  an  enemy, 
That  I  defire  in  the  relation  of 

This  young  man's  glorious  deed,  you'll  keep  yourfelf 
A  friend  to  Truth,  and  it. 

Lam.  Such  was  my  purpofe. 
The  town  being  oft  aflaulted,  but  in  vain, 
To  dare  the  proud  defendants  to  a  fally, 

Weary 
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Weary  of  eafe,  don  Inigo  Peralta, 

Son  to  the  general  of  our  Caftile  forces, 

All  arm'd,  advanc'd  within  (hot  of  their  walls, 

From  whence  the  muiqueteers  play'd  thick  upon  hirrii 

Yet  he,  brave  youth,  as  carclefs  of  the  danger 

As  careful  of  his  honour,  drew  his  iword, 

And  waving  it  about  his  head,  as  if 

He  dar'd  one  fpirited  like  himfelf  to  trial 

Of  fmgle  valor,  he  made  his  retreat, 

With  fuch  a  flow,  and  yet  majeitick1,  pace, 

As  if  heftill  call'd  loud,  '  Dare  none  come  on  ?" 

When  fuddenly,  from  a  poftern  of  the  town 

Two  gallant  horfemen  iffued,  and  o'ertook  him, 

The  army  looking  on,  yet  not  a  man 

That  durll  relieve  the  rafh  adventurer-, 

Which  Lucio,  fon  to  Alvarez,  then  feeing, 

As  in  the  vant-guard  he  fat  bravely  mounted, 

(Or  were  it  pity  of  the  youth's  misfortune, 

Care  to  preferve  the  honour  of  his  country, 

Or  bold  defire  to  get  himfelf  a  name) 

He  made  his  brave  horfe  like  a  whirlwind  bear  him 

Among  the  combatants  •,  and  in  a  moment 

Dilcharg'd  his  petronel,  with  fuch  lure  aim 

That  of  the  adverfe  party  from  his  horfe 

One  tumbled  dead;  then  wheeling  round,  and  drawing 

A  falchion,  fwift  as  lightning  he  came  on 

Upon  the  other,  and  with  one  ftrong  blow, 

In  view  of  the  amazed  town  and  camp, 

He  ftruck  him  dead,  and  brought  Peralta  off 

With  double  honour  to  himfelf. 

Vit.  'Twas  brave  ! 
But  the  fuccefs  of  this  ? 

Lam.  The  camp  receiv'd  him 
With  acclamations  of  joy  and  welcome ; 
And  for  addition  to  the  fair  reward, 
(Being  a  mafiy  chain  of  gold  giv'n  to  him 

1  And  yet  majeftic  pate.']  Sympfon  objetts  to  the  word  jet,  and 
would  read, 

—  ajlvw,  and  that  majejlic,  fact. 

VOL.  VII.  C  c  By 
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By  young  Peralta's  father)  he  was  brought 
To  the  Infanta's  prefence,  kifs'd  her  hand* 
And  from  that  lady,  (greater  in  her  goodnefs 
Than  her  high  birth)  had  this  encouragement : 
'  Go  on,  young  man  !  Yet,  not  to  feed  thy  valour 
'  With  hope  of  rtcompenfe  to  come  from  me, 
'  For  prefent  fatisfaclion  of  what's  paft, 
'  Afk  any  thing  that's  fit  for  me  to  give 
*  And  thee  to  take,  and  be  aflur'd  of  it.' 

Ana.  Excellent  princefs  ! 

Vit.  And  ftil'd  worthily 
The  heart-blood,  nay,  the  foul  of  foldiers. 
But  what  was  his  requeft  ? 

Lam.  That  the  repeal 

Of  Alvarez  makes  plain  :  He  humbly  begg'd 
His  father's  pardon,  and  fo  movingly 
Told  the  fad  ftory  of  your  uncle's  death, 
That  the  Infanta  wept;  and  initantly 
Granting  his  fuit,  working  the  arch-duke  to  if, 
Their  letters  were  directed  to  the  king, 
With  whom  they  fo  prevail'd,  that  Alvarez 
Was  freely  pardon'd. 

Vit.  'Tis  not  in  the  king 
To  make  that  good. 

Ana.  Not  in  the  king  ?  What  fubjed 
Dares  contradict  his  pow'r  ? 

Vit.  In  this  I  dare, 

And  will ;  and  not  call  his  prerogative 
In  queftion,  nor  prefume  to  limit  it. 
I  know  he  is  the  mailer  of  his  laws, 
And  may  forgive  the  forfeits  made  to  them, 
But  not  the  injury  done  to  my  honour  : 
And  fince  (forgetting  my  brave  uncle's  merits, 
And  many  fervices,,  under  duke  d'Alva) 
He  fuffers  him  to  fall,  wrefting  from  Juftice 
The  powerful  fword,  that  would  revenge  his  death, 
I'll  fill  with  this  Aftrea's  empty  hand, 
And  in  my  juft  wreak  make  this  arm  the  king's. 
My  deadly  hate  to  Alvarez,  and  his  houfe. 

Which 
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Which  as  I  grew  in  years  hath  ftill  encreas'd, 

(As  if  it  call'd  on  Time  to  make  me  man) 

Slept  while  it  had  no  objccl  for  her  fury, 

But  a  weak  woman,  and  her  talk'd-of  daughter;        : 

But  now,  fmce  there  are  quarries  worth 'her  flight1, 

Both  in  the  father  and  his  hopeful  fon, 

I'll  boldly  caft  her  off,  and  gorge  her  full 

With  both  their  hearts  :    To  further  which,   your 

friendfhip, 

And  oaths J !  Will  your  affiftance  let  your  deeds 
Make  anfwer  to  me  ?  Uleleis  are  all  words, 
'Till  you  have  writ  performance  with  your  fwords. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE    II. 

Enter  Bobadilla  and  Lucio. 

Lucio.  Go,  fetch  my  work.    This  ruff  was  not  well 

ftarch'd, 

So  tell  the  maid  •,  't  has  too  much  blue  in  it : 
And  look  you  that  the  partridge  and  the  pullen 
Have  clean  meat  and  frefh  water,  or  my  mother 
Is  like  to  hear  on't. 

Bob.  Oh,  good  St.  Jaques,  help  me!  Was  there  ever 

*  Quarries,  'worth  her  fight-.]  Thisjigbt,  tho'  it  is  not  altogether 
void  of  fenfe,  difcontinues  the  chain  of  metaphors  taken  from  fal- 
conry. Our  bufmefs  then  muft  be  to  join  it  again  (a  thing  not  hard, 
to  be  done)  by  changing  one  letter,  and  adding  another,  thus, 

But  now,  fence  there  are  quarries,  worth  her  flight. 
Mr.  Seward  concurred  too  in  the  fame  correction.  Sympfon. 

* to  further  which,  --our  friend/hip. 

And  oaths;  will  'your  a JJi fiance,  let  your  deeds. ~\  Thus 
point  the  two  lait  editions,  and  the  firft  not  a  great  deal  better. 
Had  the  editors  of  any  one  of  the  copies  undeiftood.  this  paffage,  they 
would  have  taken  better  care  in  the  punctuation,  and  given  the  text 
as  Mr.  Seward  and  royfelf  have  done  in  the  prefent  edition. 

Sympfon. 

Thefe  gentlemen  point, 

to  further  which,  your  friendjbip, 

And  oaths,  'will your  affi/iance  :  let,  &C. 

We  think  they  have  quite  miitaken  the  paflage,  and  hope  we  hare 
been  more  fuccefcful  in  prefenting  the  meaning  of  the  Poet. 

C  c  a  Such 
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Such  an  hermaphrodite  heard  of?  Would  any 
Wench  living,  that  fliould  hear  and  fee  what  I  do, 
Be  wrought  to  believe,  that  the  beft  of  a  man  lies 
Under  this  petticoat,  and  that  a  cod-piece 
Were  far  fitter  here,  than  a  pinn'd  placket  ? 

Lucio.  You  had  bell  talk  filthily,  do ;  I  have  a  tongue 
To  tell  my  mother,  as  well  as  ears  to  hear 
Your  ribaldry. 

Bob.  Nay,  you  have  ten  womens'  tongues 
That  way,  I  am  fure  !   Why,  my  young  mailer, 
Or  miftrefs,  madam,  don,  or  what  you  will, 
What  the  devil  have  you  to  do  with  pullen  or  part  ridge  ? 
Or  to  fit  pricking  on  a  clout  all  day  ? 
You  have  a  better  needle,  I  know,  and  might 
Make  better  work,  if  you  had  grace  to  ufe  it. 

Lucio.  Why,  how  dare  you  fpeak  this  before  me, 
firrah  ? 

Bob.  Nay,  rather,  why  dare  not  you  do  what  I  fpeak  ? 
Tho*  my  lady,  your  mother,  for  fear  of 
Vitelli  and  his  fadion,  hath 

Brought  you  up  like  her  daughther,  and  has  kept  you 
Thefe  twenty  years  (which  is  ever  fince 
You  were  born)  a  clofe  prifoner  within  doors  ; 
Yet  fince  you  are  a  man,  and  are  as  well 
Provided  as  other  men  are,  methinks 
You  mould  have  the  fame  motions  of  the  flefh 
As  other  cavaliers  of  us  are  inclin'd  unto. 

Lucio.  Indeed,  you  havecaule  to  love  thofewanton 

motions, 

They  having  holpe  you  to  an  excellent  whipping*, 
For  doing  fomething  (I  but  put  you  in  mind  of  it) 
\Vith  th'  Indian  maid,  the  governor  fenL  my  mother 
From  Mexico. 

Bob.  Why,  I  but 

T4ught  her  a  Spanifh  trick  in  charity, 
And  holpe  the  king  to  a  fubjecr.,  that  may  live 
To  take  grave  Maurice  prifoner 5,  and  that  was 

*  They  having  hqpejioa  to  an — J  Amended  in  1750. 
s  To  tale  grave  Maurice  prifcner.~\  Grave  is  printed  in  the  laft 

editions 
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More  good  to  the  ftatc,  than  a  thoufand  fuch  as  you 
Are  ever  like  to  do.     And  I  will  tell  you, 
(In  a  fatherly  care  of  the  infant,  I  fpeak  it) 
f  he  live  (as,    blefs  the  babe,  in  paflion  I 
Remember  him !)  to  your  years,  mall  he  fpend  his  time 
In  pinning,  painting,  purling,  and  perfuming 
As  you  do  ?  No  ;  he  mall  to  the  wars, 
Ufe  his  Spanifh  pike,  tho'  with  the  danger  of  the  lafh, 
As  his  father  has  done  ;  and  when  he  is  provok'd, 
As  I  am  now,  draw  his  toledo  defperately, 
As 

Lucio.  You  will  not  kill  me  ?  Oh  ! 

Bob.   I  knew  this 

Would  filcnce  him  :  How  he  hides  his  eyes ! 
If  he  were  a  wench  now,  as  he  ieems,  what  an 
Advantage  had  I,  drawing  two  toledos 
When  one  can  do  this !  But — Oh  me,  my  lady  ! 
I  muft  put  up. — Young  matter,  I  did  but  jeft. 
Oh,  Cuitom,  what  hail  thou  made  of  him  ! 

Enter  Eugenia  and  Servant. 

Eug.  For  bringing  this,  be  Hill  my  friend;  no  more 
A  fervant  to  me. 

-Bob.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Eug.  Here, 

E'en  here,  where  I  am  happy  to  receive 
AfTu ranee  of  my  Alvarez*  return, 
I  will  kneel  down ;  and  may  thole  holy  thoughts 
That  now  poiTefs  me  wholly,  make  this  place 
A  temple  to  me,  where  I  may  give  thanks 

editions  with  a  great  letter  and  in  Italics,  as  if  it  was  a  proper  name , 
whereas  it  is  an  epithet  only,  and  a  charadrerillic  of  prince  Maurice 
of  Nafiau,  who  after  performing  great  a&ions  ngainlt  the  Spaniards, 
is  faid  to  have  died  of  grief,  on  account  of  the  liege  of  i'!rcda. 
StraJa  de  Bella  Betgifo,  tho'  a  bigotted  Jefuit,  and  extremely  pre- 
judic'd  againit  the  Protefhnts,  gives  prince  Maurice  tie  following 
character.  Hie  illi  Mauritius  eft,  a  nobis  fa-fe,  nee  fine  fortis  O 
cauti  Duds  laude  mewji-andus,  i.  e.  This  is  that  Maurice  whom  we 
fliall  often  fpeak  of,  and  never  without  the  character  of  a  brave  and 
cautious  general.  Se-warJ. 

C  c  3  For 
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For  this  unhop'd-for  bleffing,  Heav'n's  kind  hand 
Hath  pour'd  upon  me  ! 

Lucio.  Let  my  duty,  madam, 
Prefume,   if  you  have  cauie  of  joy,  to  entreat 
I  may  fhare  in  it. 

jSo^.'Tis  well,  he  has  forgot  how  I  frighted  him  yet6. 

Eng.  Thou  fhalt :  But  firfl  kneel  with  me,  Lucio, 
No  more  Pofthumia  now  !  thou  haft  a  father, 
A  father  living  to  take  off  that  name, 
Which  my  too-credulous  fears,  that  he  was  dead, 
Beftow'd  upon  thee.     Thou  fhalt  fee  him,  Lucio, 
And  make  him  young  as;ain  by  feeing  thee, 
Who  only  hadft  a  being  in  my  womb 
When  he  went  from  me,  Lucio.     Oh,  my  joys 
So  far  tranfport  me,  that  I  muft  forget 
The  ornaments  of  matrons,  modefty, 
And  grave  behaviour  !  But  let  all  forgive  me, 
If  in  th'  exprefiion  of  my  foul's  beft  comfort, 
Tho'  old,  I  do  a  while  forget  mine  age, 
And  play  the  wanton  in  the  entertainment 
Of  thofe  delights  I  have  fo  long  defpair'd  of! 

Lucio.  Shall  I  then  fee  my  father  ? 

Eitg.  This  hour,  Lucio ; 
Which  reckon  the  beginning  of  thy  life, 
I  mean  that  life  in  which  thou  malt  appear 
To  be  fuch  as  I  brought  thee  forth,  a  man. 
This  womanifh  difguife,  in  which  I  have 
So  long  conceal'd  thee,  thou  fhalt  now  caft  off, 
And  change  thofe  qualities  thou  didft  learn  from  me 
For  mafculine  virtues ;  for  which  feek  no  tutor, 
But  let  thy  father's  actions  be  thy  precepts. 
And  for  thee,  Zancho,  now  expect  reward 
For  thy  true  fervice. 

Bob.  Shall  I  ? — You  hear,  fellow  Stephano  ?  learn 

6  i ktnv  J  frighted  him  yet. 

Eu%.  Tkou  jkait.]    Symrfcn  thinks  it  undoubted  that  we 
fliould  read, 

"  tjonu  Ifrigolfft  '.'fn. 
Eug.  Tha:  ibouj&alt. 

To 
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To  know  me  more  refpectively  !  How  doft 
Thou  think  I  fhall  become  the  fteward's  chair?  ha? 
Will  not  thefe  flender  haunches  mew  well  with 
A  gold  chain7  and  a  night-cap  after  lupper8, 
When  I  take  the  accounts  ? 

Eug.  Hafte,  and  take  down  thofe  blacks  with  which 

my  chamber 

Hath  like  the  widow,  her  faid  miftrefs,  mourn'd, 
And  hang  up  for  it  the  rich  Perfian  arras, 
Us'd  on  my  wedding-night ;  for  this  to  me 
Shall  be  a  fecond  marriage  !  Send  for  mufic, 
And  will  the  cooks  to  ufe  their  beft  of  cunning 
To  pleafe  the  palate. 

Bob.  Will  your  ladyfhip  have 
A  potatoe-pie9  ?  'Tis  a  good  ftirring  dim 
For  an  old  lady,  after  a  long  Lent. 

Eug.  Begone,  I  fay !  Why,  Sir,  you  can  go  fafter? 

Bob.  I  could,  madam;  but  I  am  now  to  praftife 
The  fteward's  pace ;  that's  the  reward  I  look  for. 
Every  man  muft  fafhion  his  gait  according 
To  his  calling:  You,  fellow  Stephano,may  walk  fafter, 
To  overtake  preferment ;  fo,  ufher  me. 

Lucio.  Pray,  madam,  let  the  waiftcoat  I  laft  wrought 
Be  made  up  for  my  father  !  I  will  have 
A  cap,  and  boot-hofe,  fuitable  to  it. 

Eug.  Of  that 

We'll  think  hereafter,  Lucio ;  our  thoughts  now 
Muft  have  no  objeft  but  thy  father's  welcome  j 
To  which,  thy  help  ! 

Lucio.  With  humble  gladnefs,  madam.      [Exfunt. 

^  Chain.'}  See  note  3  on  the  Lovers'  Frogrefs. 

8  With  a  chain,  and  gold  night  (ftp-]  Correded  from  Symplon's 
conje&ure. 

9  POTATOE-/W-]  See  note  36  on  the  Loyal  Subjeft. 


C  c  4  SCENE 
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SCENE    III. 

Enter  Alvarez  and  Clara. 

Alv.  Where  loft  we  Syavedra  ? 

Clara.  He  was  met, 
Ent'ring  the  city,  by  fome  gentlemen, 
Kinfmen,  as  he  faid,  of  his  own,  with  whom 
For  compliment-fake  (for  fo  I  think  he  term'd  it) 
He  was  compell'd  to  ftay ;  tho'  I  much  wonder 
A  man  chat  knows  to  do,  and  has  done  well 
I'  th'  head  of  his  troop,  when  the  bold  foe  charg'd  home, 
Can  learn  fo  fuddenly  t'  abufe  his  time 
In  apifh  entertainment.     For  my  part, 
(By  all  the  glorious  rewards  of  war) 
I'd  rather  meet  ten  enemies  i'  th'  field, 
All  fworn  to  fetch  my  head,  than  be  brought  on 
To  change  an  hour's  difcourfe  with  one  of  thefe 
Smooth  city-fools,  or  tifTue-cavaliers, 
(The  only  gallants,  as  they  wifely  think) 
To  get  a  jewel,  or  a  wanton  kifs 
From  a  court-lip,  tho'  painted. 

Ah.  My  love  Clara, 
(For  Lucio  is  a  name  thou  muft  forget, 
With  Lucio's  bold  behaviour)  tho'  thy  breeding 
I'  th'  camp,  may  plead  fomething  in  the  excufe 
Of  thy  rough  manners,  cuftom  having  chang'd 
(Tho'  not  thy  fex)  the  foftnefs  of  thy  nature, 
And  Fortune,  then  a  cruel  ftep-dame  to  thee, 
Impos'd  upon  thy  tender  fweetnefs  burdens 
Of  hunger,  cold,  wounds,  want,  fuch  as  would  crack 
The  finews  of  a  man,  not  born  a  foldier  ; 
Yet,  now  me  fmiles,  and  like  a  nat'ral  mother 
Looks  gently  on  thee,  Clara,  entertain 
Her  proffer'd  bounties  with  a  willing  bofom : 
Thou  (halt  no  more  have  need  to  ufe  thy  fword ; 
Thy  beauty  (which  e'en  Belgia  hath  not  alter'd) 
'Shall  be  a  ftronger  guard,  to  keep  my  Clara, 

Than 
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Than  that  has  been  (tho'  never  us'd  but  nobly)  : 
And  know  thus  much • 

Clara.  Sir,  I  know  only  that 
It  (lands  not  with  my  duty  to  gain-fay  you 
In  any  thing  :  I  mult  and  will  put  on 
What  fafhion  you  think  beft,  tho'  I  could  wifh 
I  were  what  I  appear. 

Abu.  Endeavour  rather  [Mujick. 

To  be  what  you  are,  Clara  •,  entring  here, 
As  you  were  born,  a  woman. 

Enter  Eugenia ,  Lucio,  and  Servants. 

Eug.  Let  choice  mufick, 
In  the  beft  voice  that  e'er  touch'd  human  ear, 
(For  joy  hath  tied  my  tongue  up)  fpeak  your  welcome! 

Ah.  My  foul  (for  thou  giv'it  new  life  to  my  fpirit) 

[Embraces  her. 

Myriads  of  joy,  tho'  (hort  in  number  of 
Thy  virtues,  fall  on  thee  !  Oh,  my  Eugenia, 
Th'  affurance  that  I  do  embrace  thee,  makes 
My  twenty  years  of  ibrrow  but  a  dream  -, 
And  by  the  ncfbar  which  I  take  from  thefe 
I  feel  my  age  reitor'd,  and,  like  old  jEfon, 
Crow  young  again. 

Eug.  My  lord,  long  wifh'd-for,  welcome  ! 
'Tis  a  fweet  briefnefs !  yet  in  that  fliort  word 
All  pieafures  which  I  may  call  mine  begin, 
And  may  they  long  encreafe,  before  they  find 
A  fecond  period  !  Let  mine  eyes  now  furfeit  • 
On  this  fo-wim'd-for  object,  and  my  lips 
Yet  modeftly  pay  back  the  parting  kifs 
You  trufted  with  them,  when  you  fled  from  Sevi], 
With  little  Clara  my  fweet  daughter !  Lives  (he  ? 
Yet  I  could  chide  myfelf,  having  you  here, 
For  being  fo'covetous  of  all  joys  at  once, 
T'  enquire  for  her-,   you  being,  alone,  to  me 
My  Clara,  Lucio,  my  lord,  myfelf, 
Nay,  more  than  all  the  world  ! 
Ah.  As  you  to  me  are. 
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Eug.  Sit  down,  and  let  me  feed  upon  the  ftory 
Of  your  paft  dangers,  now  you're  here  in  fafety  ! 
It  will  give  relifli,  and  frefh  appetite 
To  my  delights,  if  fuch  delights  can  cloy  me. 
Yet  do  not,  Alvarez  !  let  mefirft  yield  you 
Account  of  my  life  in  your  abfence,  and 
Make  you  acquainted  how  I  have  preferv'd 
The  jewel  left  lock'd  up  within  my  womb, 
When  you,  in  being  forc'd  to  leave  your  country, 
SufFer'd  a  civil  death. 

Ah.  Do,  my  Eugenia ; 
'Tis  that  I  moft  defire  to  hear. 

Eug.  Then  know 

Ah.  What  noife  is  that  ?  \Witloin  dajhing  off-words. 

Syav.  \wilhin.~\  If  you  are  noble  enemies, 
Opprefs  me  not  with  odds,  but  kill  me  fairly  ! 

Pit.  [within.']  Stand  off!  I  am  too  many  of  myfelf. 

Enter  Bobadilla. 

Bob.  Murder,  murder,  murder !  Your  friend, my  lord, 
Don  Syavedra  is  fet  upon  in  the  ftreets, 
By  your  enemies,  Vitelli  and  his  faction  : 
I  am  almoft  kill'd  with  looking  on  them. 

Ah.  I'll  free  him,  or  fall  with  him !  Draw  thy  fword, 
And  follow  me  !  [Exit. 

Clara.  Fortune,  I  give  thee  thanks 
For  this  occafion  once  more  to  ufe  it.  \_Exit. 

Bob.  Nay,  hold  not  me,  madam  !  If  I  do  any  hurt, 
hang  me. 

Luc.  Oh,  I  am  dead  with  fear !  Let's  fly  into 
Your  clofet,  mother. 

Eug.  No  hour  of  my  life 
Secure  of  danger  ?  Heav'n  be  merciful, 
Or  now  at  once  difpatch  me  ! 

Enter  Fitelli,  pwjued  by  Alvarez  and  Syavedra,  Clara 

beating  off  Anaftro. 
Clara.  Follow  him ! 
Leave  me  to  keep  thefe  off. 

Ah. 
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All).  AfTault  my  friend, 
So  near  my  houfe? 

Vit.  Nor  in  it  will  fpare  thee, 
Tho'  'twere  a  temple;  and  I'll  make  it  one, 
I  being  the  prieft,  and  thou  the  lacrifice, 
I'll  offer  to  my  uncle. 

Ah.  Hafte  thou  to  him, 
And  fay  I  fent  thee ! 

Clara.  'Twas  put  bravely  by 

And  that ;  yet  he  comes  on,  and  boldly ;  rare 

I'  th'  wars,  where  emulation  and  example 

Join  to  encreafe  the  courage,  and  make  lefs 

The  danger  !  valour,  and  true  refolution 

Never  appear'd  fo  lovely — brave  again  ! 

Sure  he  is  more  than  man  ;  and  if  he  fall, 

The  bell  of  virtue,  fortitude,  would  die  with  him  : 

And  can  I  differ  it?  forgive  me,  duty! 

So  I  love  valour,  as  I  will  protect  it 

Againft  my  father,  and  redeem  it,  tho* 

'Tis  forfeited  by  one  I  hate. 

Vit.  Come  on  ! 

All  is  not  loft  yet :  You  fhall  buy  me  dearer 
Before  you  have  me ;  keep  off. 

Clara.  Fear  me  not ! 

Thy  worth  has  took  me  prifoner,  and  my  fword 
For  this  time  knows  thee  only  for  a  friend, 
And  to  all  elfe  I  turn  the  point  of  it. 

Syav.  Defend  your  father's  enemy  ? 

Ah.  Art  thou  mad  ? 

Clara.  Are  ye  men  rather  ?  Shall  that  valour,  which 
Begot  you  lawful  honour  in  the  wars, 
Prove  now  the  parent  of  an  infamous  baftard 
So  foul,  yet  fo  long  liv'd,  as  murder  will 
Be  to  your  fhames  ?  Have  each  of  you,  alone, 
With  your  own  dangers  only,  purchas'd  glory 
From  multitudes  of  enemies,  not  allowing 
Thofe  neareft  to  you  to  have  part  in  it, 
And  do  you  now  join,  and  lend  mutual  help 
Againft  a  fingle  oppofite  ?  Hath  the  mercy 

or 
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Of  the  great  king,  but  newly  wafh'd  away 
The  blood,  that  with  the  forfeit  of  your  life 
Cleav'd  to  your  name  and  family,  like  an  ulcer, 
In  this  again  to  fet  a  deeper  dye  upon 
Your  infamy  ?  You'll  fay  he  is  your  foe, 
And  by  his  rafhnefs  call'd  on  his  own  ruin  ; 
Remember  yet,  he  was  firft  wrong'd,  and  honour 
Spurr'd  him  to  what  he  did ;  and  next  the  place 
Where  now  he  is,  your  houfe,  which  by  the  laws 
Of  hofpitable  duty  fhould  protect  him  ; 
Have  you  been  twenty  years  a  ftranger  to't, 
To  make  your  entrance  now  in  blood  ?  or  think  you 
Your  countryman,  a  true-born  Spaniard,  will  be 
An  off'ring  fit  to  pleafe  the  genius  of  it  ? 
No  ;  in  this  I'll  prefume  to  teach  my  father. 
And  this  firft  acl:  of  dilbbedience  ftiall 
Confirm  I  am  moft  dutiful. 

Ah.  I'm  pleas'd 

With  what  I  dare  not  give  allowance  to.— • 
Unnatural  wretch,  what  wilt  thou  do  ? 

Clara.  Set  free 

A  noble  enemy:  Come  not  on!  by  Heaven, 
Yon  pafs  to  him  thro'  me  !    The  way  is  open. 
Farewell!  when  next  I  meet  you,  do  not  look  for 
A  friend,  but  a  vov/'d  foe ;  I  fee  you  worthy, 
And  therefore  now  prefervc  you,  for  the  honour 
Of  my  fword  only. 

Vit.  Were  this  man  a  friend, 
How  would  he  win  me,  that  being  my  vow'd  foe 
Deferves  fo  well !  - 1  thank  you  for  my  life  ; 
But  how  I  fhall  deferve  it,  give  me  leave 
Hereafter  to  confider.  [Exit. 

Ah.  Quit  thy  fear ; 

All  danger  is  blown  over:  I  have  letters 
To  th'  governor,  i'th'  king's  name,  to  fecure  us 
From  fuch  attempts  hereafter  ;  yet  we  need  not, 
That  have  fuchftrong  guards  of  our  own,dread  others; 
And,  to  encreafe  thy  comfort,  know,  this  young  man, 
Whom  with  fuch  fervent  earneltnefs  you  eye, 

Is 
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Is  not  what  he  appears,  but  fuch  a  one 
As  thou  with  joy  wilt  blefs,'  thy  daughter  Clara.  ' 

Rug.  A  thoufand  bleflings  in  that  word  ! 

Ah.  The  reafon 

Why  I  have  bred  her  up  thus,  at  more  leifure 
I  will  impart  unto  you  :    Wonder  not 
At  what  you've  ieen  her  do,  it  being  the  leafl 
Of  many  great  and  valiant  undertakings 
She  hath  made  good  with  honour. 

Eug.  I'll  return 

The  joy  I  have  in  her,  with  one  as  great 
To  you,  my  Alvarez  :  You,  in  a  man, 
Have  giv'n  to  me  a  daughter ;  in  a  woman, 
I  give  to  you  a  fon  :  This  was  the  pledge 
You  left  here  with  me,  whom  I  have  brought  up 
Diff'rent  from  what  he  was,  as  you  did  Clara, 
And  with  the  like  fuccefs  ;  as  flie  appears 
Alter'd  by  cuftom,  more  than  woman,  he, 
Transform'd  by  his  foft  life,  is  lefs  than  man. 

Alij.  Fortune  in  this  gives  ample  fatisfadion 
For  all  our  forrows  paft. 

Lucio.  My  deareft  fifter  ! 

Clara.  Kind  brother ! 

Ah.  Now  our  mutual  care  mud  be 
Employ'd  to  help  wrong'd  Nature,  to  recover 
Her  right  in  either  of  them,  loft  by  cuftom  : 
To  you  I  give  my  Clara,  and  receive 
My  Lucio  to  my  charge ;  and  we'll  contend, 
With  loving  induftry,  who  fooneft  can 
Turn  this  man  woman,  or  this  woman  man. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT 
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ACT     II.      SCENE      I. 


B 


Enter  Pachieco  and  Lazarillo. 
OY,   my  cloak,  and  rapier!  it  fits  not 
A  gentleman  of  my  rank  to  walk  the  ftreets 
In  querpo. 

Laz.  Nay,  you  are  a  very  rank  gentleman, 
Signor.   I  am  very  hungry  ;  they  tell  me 
In  Sevil  here,  I  look  like  an  eel, 
With  a  man's  head  ;  and  your  neighbour  the  fmith 
Here  hard  by,  would  have  borrow'd  me  the  other  day 
To  have  fifli'd  with  me,  becaufe  h'  had  loft  his  angle- 
rod. 

Pach.  Oh,  happy  thou,  Lazari)lo,  being  the  caufe 
Of  other  mens*  wits,  as  in  thine  own  !  Live  lean 
And  witty  ftill :  Opprefs  not  thy  ftomach 
Too  much:   Grofs  feeders,   great  fleepers;    great 

fleepers,  fat  bodies  ,- 

Fat  bodies,  lean  brains  !   No,  Lazarillo  ; 
I  will  make  thee  immortal,  change  thy  humanity 
Into  deity,  for  I  will  teach  thee 
To  live  upon  nothing. 

Laz.  Faith,  fignor, 
I  am  immortal  then  already,  or  very 
Near  it,  for  I  do  live  upon  little  or  nothing. 
Belike  that  is  the  reafon  the  poets  are  faid 
To  be  immortal ;  for  fome  of  them  live 
Upon  their  wits,  which  is  indeed  as  good 
As  little  or  nothing.     But,  good  mafter,  let  me 
Be  mortal  ftill,  and  let  us  go  to  fupper. 

Pach.  Be  abftinent;  Ihew  not  the  corruption  of 
Thy  generation  :  He  that  feeds  mall  die, 
Therefore,  he  that  feeds  not  fliall  live. 

Laz.  Ay,  but  how  long 
Shall  he  live?  There's  the  queftion. 

Pach. 
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Pack.  As  long  as  he 
Can  without  feeding.     Didft  thou  read  of  the 

Miraculous  maid  in  Flanders 

Laz.  No,  nor  of 

Any  maid  elfe  j  for  the  miracle  of  virginity 
Now-a-days  ceafes,  ere  the  virgin 
Can  read  virginity  ? 

Pacb.  She  that  liv'd  three  years 
Without  any  other  fultenancc  than 
Thefmellofarofe? 

Laz.  I  heard  of  her,  fignor;  but  they  fay  her  guts 

fhrunk 

All  into  luteilrings,  and  her  nether  parts 
Cling'd  together  like  a  ferpent's  tail;  fo  that 
Tho'  fhe  continued  a  woman  ftill 
Above  the  girdle,  beneath  yet  Ihe  was  monfter. 
Pach.  So  are  moft  women,  believe  it. 
Laz.  Nay  all  women,  fignor, 
That  can  live  only  upon  the  finell  of  a  role. 
Pacb.  No  part  of  the  hiftory  is  fabulous. 
Laz.  I  think  rather, 
No  part  of  the  fable  is  hiftorical. 
But  for  all  this,  Sir,  my  rebellious  ftomach 
Will  not  let  me  be  immortal  :  I  will  be 
As  immortal  as  mortal  hunger  will  fuffer. 
Put  me  to  a  certain  ftint,  Sir  !  allow  me 
But  a  red  herring  a-day  ! 

Pacb.  Oy  de  Dies  ! 
Wouldft  thou  be  gluttonous  in  thy  delicacies  ? 

Laz.  He  that  eats  nothing  but  a  red  herring  a-day 
Shall  ne'er  be  broiled  for  the  devil's  rafher  : 
A  pilchard,  fignor,  a  fardina I0,  an  olive, 
That  I  may  be  a  philofopher  firft, 
And  immortal  after. 

Pacb.  Patience,  Lazarillo! 
Let  contemplation  be  thy  food  awhile : 
I  fay  unto  thee, 

10  A  furdiny.]  See  note  4  ou  Love's  Pilgrimage.        Sympfon. 

One 
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One  peafe  was  a  foldier's  provant  a  whole  day 
At  the  definition  of  Jerufalem. 

Enter  Metaldi  and  Mendoza. 

Laz.  Ay,  an  it  were  any  where  but  at 
The  deftrudion  of  a  place,  I'll  be  hang'd. 

Met.  Signer  Pachieco  Alaflo, 
My  moft  ingenious  cobler  of  Sevil, 
The  bonos  noxios  to  your  fignory  ! 

Pach.  Signer  Metaldi  de  Forgio  ! 
My  moft  famous  fmith,  and  man  of  metal,  I 
Return  your  courtefy  ten-fold,  and  do 
Humble  my  bonnet  beneath  the  fhoe-lble 
Of  your  congie.     The  like  to  you, 
Signor  Mendoza  Pediculo  de  Vermini, 
My  moft  exquifite  hofe-heeler! 

Laz.  Here's  a  greeting 
Betwixt  a  cobler,  a  fmith,  and  a  botcher  ! 
They  all  belong  to  the  foot,  which  makes  them  (land 
So  much  upon  their  gentry. 

Mend.  Signor  Lazarillo ! 

Laz.  Ah,  fignor,  si !  Nay,  we  are  all  fignors 
Here  in  Spain,  from  the  jakes-farmer  to  the  grandee, 
Or  adelantado.     This  botcher  looks 
As  if  he  were  dough-bak'dj  a  little  butter  now, 
And  I  could  eat  him  like  an  oaten  cake! 
His  father's  diet  was  new  cheefe  and  onions, 
When  he  got  him  :  What  a  fcallion-fac'd  rafcal  'tis  ? 

Met.  But  why,  fignor  Pachieco,  do  you  (land 
So  much  on  the  priority,  and  antiquity 
Of  your  quality  (as  you  call  it)  in  comparifon 
Of  ours  ? 

Mend.  Ay;  your  reafon  for  that. 

Pach.  Why,  thou  iron-pated  fmith,  and  thou 
Woolkn-witted  hofe-heeler,  hear  what  I 
Will  fpeak  indifferently,  and  according 
To  antient  writers,  of  our  three  profefTions  ; 
And  let  the  upright  Lazarillo  be 
Both  judge  and  moderator! 

Laz. 
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Laz.  Still  am  I 
The  molt  immortally  hungry  that  may  be  ! 

Pack.  Suppofe  thou  wilt  derive  thy  pedigree, 
Like  fome  of  the  old  heroes,  (as  Hcrcuks, 
A!neas,   Achilles)  lineally  from 
The  gods,  making  Saturn  thy  gre.n-grandfather, 
And  Vulcan  thy  father — Vulcan  wasVgod  — 
Laz.  He'llmake  Vulcan  your»c-w.i.  -h  r  by  and-by. 
Pacb.  Yet,  I  fay,  Saturn  was  a  crablxci  block-head, 
And  Vulcan  a  limping  horn-head  ;  for  Venn:;  IMS  wife 
Was  a  ftrumpet,  and  Mars  begat  all  her  chiiuicn  : 
Therefore,  however,  thy  original 
Mufl  of  neceffity  fpring  from  baftardy.     Further", 
"What  can  fhew  a  more  dcjc<5t  fpirit  in  man,  than 
To  lay  his  hands  under  every  one's  nodes'  feet, 
To  do  him  fet  vice,  as  thou  doit  ?— For  thee, 
I  will  be  brief;   thou  deft  botch,  and  not  mend, 
Thou  art  a  hider  of  enormities, 
Viz.  fcabs,  chilblains,  and  kib'd  heels; 
Much  prone  thou  art  to  feds,  and  hercfies, 
Disturbing  itate  and  government-,  for  how  canfl  thou 
Be  a  found  member  in  the  common  .vealtli, 
That  art  fo  fubjcft  to  ft  itches  in  the  ankics  ? 
Blum  and  be  filent  then,  oh,  ye  mechanicks  ! 
Compare  no  more  with  the  politick  cobier! 
For  coblers,  in  old  time,  have  propheficd  ; 
What  may  they  do  now  then,  that  have 
Every  day  waxed  better  and  better  ? 
Have  we  not  the  length  of  every  man's  foot  ? 
Are  we  not  daily  menders  ?  Yea,  and  what  menders? 

Not  horfe-menciers 

Laz.  Nor  manners-menders. 
Pacb.  But  foal-menders : 

Oh,  divine  coblers !  Do  we  not,  like  the  wife  man, 
Spin  our  own  threads,  (or  our  wives  for  us  :) 
Do  we  not,  by  our  lowing  the  hide,  reap  the  beef? 

ft  Further,  in  bat  can  be  a  mo  e  CijiH  ..'/;/•//  ]  \  canrot  h^Tp 
thinking  but  the  judicious  ?tad-.  r  uiil  uilij,  wun  a,*,  tuu  ti.'-  ^'ihors 
had  wrote,  ivbat  canjbe-v)t  &c.  HjVif  en. 

VOL.  VII.  D  d  Are 
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Are  not  we  of  the  gentle-craft,  whilll  both  you 
Are  but  crafts-men  ?   You  will  fay,  you  fear 
Neither  iron  nor  ileel,  and  what  you  get  is  wrought 
Out  of  the  fire  •,  I  muft  anfwer  you  again  tho', 
All  this 'is  but  forgery.     You  may  likewife  fay, 
A  man's  a  man,  that  has  but  a  hole  on  his  head : 
I  muft  likewife  anfwer,  that  man  is  a  botcher 
That  has  a  heel'd  hole  on  his  head.     To  conclude, 
There  can  be  no  cornparifon  with 
The  cobler,  who  is  all  in  all 

In  the  commonwealth,  has  his  politick  eye  and  ends 
On  every  man's  itcrps  that  walks,  and  whole  courfe 

.  fhall 
Be  lading  to  the  world's  end. 

Met.  I  give  place  : 

The  wit  of  man  is  wonderful  !  Thou 
Haft  hit  the  nail  on  the  head,  and  I  will  give  thee 
Six  pots  for't,  tho'  I  ne'er  clinch  moe  again. 

Enter  Vitelii  and  Alguazier. 

Pack.  Who's  this  ?  Oh,  our  Alguazier ;  as  arrant  a 

knave 

As  e'er  wore  one  head  under  two  offices ; 
He  is  one  fide  Alguazier. 

Met.  The  other  fide  Serjeant. 

Mend.  That's  both  fides  carrion,  I  am  fure. 

Pacb.  This  is  he 
Apprehends  whores  in  the  way  of  juftice,  and  lodges 

'em 
In  his  own  houfe,  in  the  way  of  profit.      He  with 

him 

Is  the  grand  don  Vitelli,  'twixt  whom  and 
Fernapdo  Alvarez  the  mortal  hatred  is  : 
He  is  indeed  my  don's  bawd,  and  does 
At  this  prefent  lodge  a  famous  courtezan 
Of  his,  lately  come  from  Madrid. 

I'it.  Let  her  want  nothing,  lignor,  me  can  afk  : 
What  lofs  or  injury  you  may  fuftain 
1  will  repair",  and  recompenie  your  iove  : 

Only 
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Only  that  fellow's  coming  I  miflike, 
And  did  fore-warn  her  of  him.     Bear  her  this, 
With  my  bed  love  ;  at  night  I'll  vific  her. 

Alg.  I  reft  your  lordfhip's  fervant ! 

Vit.  Goodev'n,  fignors  !  — 
Oh,  Alvarez,  thou  haft  brought  a  fon  with  thee 
Both  brightens  and  obfcures  our  nation, 
Whofe  pure  ftrong  beams  on  us  (hoot  like  the  fun's 
On  baler  fires.     I  would  to  Heav'n  my  blood 
Had  never  ftain'd  thy  bold  unfortunate  hand, 
That  with  mine  honour  I  might  emulate, 
Not  perfecute  fuch  virtue  !   I  will  fee  him, 
Tho'  with  the  hazard  of  my  life ;  no  reft 
In  my  contentious  fpirits  can  I  find 
'Till  I  have  gratified  him  in  like  kind.  [Exit. 

Alg.  I  know  ye  not !  what  are  ye  ?  Hence,  ye  bale 
befognios  !1 ! 

Pach.  Marry,  Cazzo  !  Signor  Alguazier,  d'  you  not 

know  us  ? 

Why,  we  are  your  honeft  neighbours, 
The  cobler,  fmith,  and  botcher,  that  have  fo  often 
Sat  fnoaring  cheek  by  joll,  with  your  fignory, 
In  rug  at  midnight. 

Laz.  Nay,  good  fignor, 
Be  not  angry  j  you  muft  underftand,  a  cat 
And  fuch  an  officer  fee  beft  in  the  dark. 

Met.  By  this  hand, 
I  could  find  in  my  heart  to  (hoe  his  head  ! 


11  Befognios. ~\  This  appears  to  be  a  word  of  contempt,  which 

perhaps  will  receive  fome  explanation  from  the  following  paflage  in 

Churchyard's  Challenge,   1593,  p-  85.     '  It  may  bee  thought  that 

every  uiercinarie  man  and  common  hireling  (taken  up  for  a  while, 

or  lerving  a  Imall  feafon)  is  a  fouldier  fit  to  be  regillred,  or  honoured 

among  the  renouncd  fort  of  warlike  people.     For  fuch  numbers  of 

ke^oingniii  or  neceflarie  instruments  for  the  time,  are  to  fall  to  their 

occupation  when  the  fervice  is  ended,  and  not  to  live  idlely  or  looke 

for  imbrafing.'  R- 

Befognios  feem  to  mean   the  lower  rank,  people  in  want,  and  of 

bafe  condition  ;  fo,  befoin,  French,  need,  want. 

D  d  2  Pack. 
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Pack.  Why  then  we   know  you,   fignor !    Thoti 

mungril, 

Begot  at  midnight,  at  the  gaol-gate,  by  a  beadle, 
On  a  catchpole's  wife,  are  not  you  he  that  was 
Whipt  out  of  Toledo  for  perjury  ? 

Mend.  Next, 

Condemn'd  to  the  gallies  for  pilfery, 
To  the  bull's  pizzle  ? 

Met.  And  after  call'd 
To  the  inquifition,  forapoftacy  ? 

Pacb.  Are  not  you  he  that,  rather  than  you  durft 
Go  an  induftrious  voyage,  being  prefs'd, 
To  the  iflands,  fkulk'd  till  the  fleet  was  gone,  and  then 
Earn'd  your  rial  a-day  by  fquiring  punks 
And  punklings  up  and  down  the  city  ? 

Laz.  Are  not  you 

A  Portuguefe  born,  defcended  o'  the  Moors, 
And  came  hither  into  Sevil  with  your  matter, 
An  arrant  tailor,  in  your  red  bonnet, 
And  your  bluejacket  loufy ;  tho'  now 
Your  block-head  be  cover'd  with  the  Spanifh  block, 
And  your  lamed  moulders  with  a  velvet-pee. 

Pacb.  Are  not  you  he  that  have  been  of  thirty- 
callings, 

Yet  ne'er  a  one  lawful  ?  that  being  a  chandler  firft, 
Profefs'd  fmcerity,  and  would  fell  no  man 
Muftard  to  his  beef  on  the  fabbath,  and  yet  fold 
Hypocrify  all  your  life-time  ? 

Met.  Are  not  you  he,  that  were  fince 
A  furgeon  to  the  flews,  and  undertook 
To  cure,  what  the  church  itfelf  could  not,  {trumpets? 
That  rife  to  your  office  by  being  a  great  don's  bawd  ? 

Laz.  That  commit  men  nightly,  offencelefs,  for  the 

gain 

Of  a  groat  a  prifoner,  which  your  beadle  feems 
To  put  up,  when  you  (hare  three-pence  ? 

Mend.  Are  not  you  he 
That  is  a  kifler  of  men,  in  drunkennefs, 
And  a  betrayer  in  fobriety  ? 
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Alg.  Diabolo !  They'll  rail  me  into  the  gallics 
Again. 

Pack.  Yes,  fignor,  thou  art  even  he 
We  fpeak  of  all  this  while.  Thou  mayft,  by  thy  place 

now, 

Lay  us  by  the  heels,  'tis  true  ;  but  take  heed  ; 
Be  wifer,  pluck  not  ruin  on  thine  own  head ; 
For  never  was  there  fuch  an  anatomy, 
As  we  mall  make  thee  then ;  be  wife  therefore, 
Oh,  thou  child  of  the  night !  Be  friends,  and  make  hands. 
Thou  art  a  proper  man,  if  thy  beard  were  redder : 
Remember  thy  worfhipful  function, 
A  conflable  j  tho'  thou  turn'ft  day  into  night, 
And  night  into  day,  what  of  that  ?  Watch  lefs, 
And  pray  more:  Gird  thy  bear-fkm  (viz.thy  rug-gown) 
To  thy  loins  •,  take  thy  ftaff  in  thy  hand,  and  go 
Forth  at  midnight";  let  not  thy  mittens  abate 
The  talons  of  thy  authority  H,  but  gripe 
Theft  and  whoredom,  wherefoever  thou  meet'ft  'em  ; 
Bear  'em  away  like  a  tempeft,  and  lodge  'em  fafely 
In  thine  own  houfe. 

Laz.  Would  you  have  whores  and  thieves 
Lodg'd  in  fuch  a  houfe  ? 

Pach.  They  ever  do  fo ; 
I  have  found  a  thief  or  a  whore  there, 
When  the  whole  ftiburbs  could  not  furnifh  me. 

Laz.  But  why  do  they  lodge  there  ? 

Pach.  That  they  may  be 

Safe  and  forth-coming ;  for  in  the  morning  ufually, 
The  thief  is  fent  to  the  gaol,  and  the  whore  prdftratcs 
Herfelf  to  the  juftice. 

Mend.  Admirable  Pachiechp ! 

Met.  Thou  cobler  of  Chriftendom  ! 

Alg.  There  is  no  railing  with  thefe  rogues  : 

'»  Gird  thy  bear-jkin\\\7.  thy  rug-gown )  to  thy  loini ;  take  tbyjtaf 
in  thy  hand,  and  go  forth  at  midnight.'}  Thefe  words  are  found  only 
in  the  firft  folio. 

'+  lhat  is,  Let  no;  thy  mittens  be  the  fame  to  thy  talons,  as  a 
button  is  to  a  foil'.  '  Sjmpfa*. 

Pdj  I  will 
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I  will  clofe  with  'em,  'till  I  can  cry  quittance. 
Why,  fignors,  and  my  honeft  neighbours,  will  ye 
Impute  that  as  a  neglect  of  my  friends,  which  is 
An  imperfection  in  me  ?  I  have  been 
Sand-blind  from  my  infancy ;  to  make  you  amends 
You  fhall  fup  with  me. 

Laz.  Shall  we  fup  with  ye,  Sir  ? 
O'  my  confcience,  they  have  wrong'd  the  gentleman 
Extremely. 

Alg.  And  after  fupper,  I  have 
A  project  to  employ  you  in,  fhall  make  you 
Drink  and  eat  merrily  this  month.    I  am 
A  little  knavifh  j  why,  and  da  not  I  know  all 
You  to  be  knaves  ? 

Pacb.  I  grant  you,  we  are  all 
Knaves,  and  will  be  your  knaves ;  but  oh,  while  you 

live, 
Take  heed  of  being  a  proud  knave  ! 

/;iv.  On  then,  pa^s  •, 

I  will  bear  out  my  llaff,  and  my  ftaff  fhall  bear  out 
me. 

Laz.  Oh,  Lazarillo,  thou  art  going  tofapper !  \Exe. 

SCENE      II. 

Enter  Lucia  and  Bobadilla. 

LUC'IG.  Pray  be  not  angry. 

Bob.  I  am  angry,  and  I  will  be  angry. 
Diabolo  !  what  fhould  you  do  in  the  kitchen  ? 
Cannot  the  cooks  lick  their  fingers  without 
Your  overfeeing  ?  nor  the  maids  make  pottage, 
Except  your  ciog's  head  be  in  the  pot  ?  Don  Lucio  ? 
Don  Qifot-Qiiean,  don  Spinfter  !  wear 
A  petticoat  ftill,  and  put  on  your  fmock  a'Monday ; 
I  will  have  a  baby  o'clouts  made  for  it,  like 
A  great  girl !  Nay,  if  you  will  needs  be  flarching 
Of  ruffs,  and  fowing  of  black-work,  I  will 
Of  a  mild  and  loving  tutor,  become  a  tyrant : 

Your 
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Your  father  has  committed  you  to  my  charge, 
And  I  will  make  a  man  or  a  moufc  on  you. 

Lucio.  What  would  you  have  me  do?  This  fcurvy 

fword 

So  galls  my  thigh,  I  would  it  were  burnt !— Pi(h !  look, 
This  cloak  will  ne'er  keep  on;  thefe  boots  too  hide- 
bound, 

Make  me  walk  ft  iff,  as  if  my  legs  were  frozen, 
And  my  fpurs  jingle  like  a  morris-dancer  : 
Lord,  how  my  head  aches  with  this  roguifh  hat ! 
This  mafculine  attire  is  moft  uneafy, 
I'm  bound  up  in  it;  I  had  rather  walk 
In  folio  again,  loofe,  like  a  woman. 

Bcb.  InfooliOy  had  you  not? 

Thou  mock  to  Heav'n,  and  Nature,  and  thy  parents! 
Thou  tender  leg  of  lamb !  Oh,  how  he  walks 
As  if  he  had  bcplfs'd  himfelf,  and  fleers  ! 
Is  this  a  gait  for  the  young  cavalier, 
Don  Lucio,  fon  and  heir  to  Alvarez  ? 
Has  it  a  corn  ?  or  does  it  walk  on  confidence, 
It  treads  fo  gingerly?  Come  on  your  ways! 
Suppofe  me  now  your  father's  foe,  Vitelli, 
And  fpying  you  i'th'  ftreet,  thus  I  advance : 
I  twin:  my  beard,  and  then  I  draw  my  fword. 

Lucio.  Alas! 

Bol.  And  thus  accoft  thee:  Traiterons  bn~, 
How  durft  thou  thus  confront  me  ?  impiom 
Of  that  old  flock,  dew'd  with  my  kinfman's ." 
Draw!  for  I'll  quarter  thee  in  pieces  four. 

Lucio.  Nay,  prithee  Bobadilla,  leaving  thy  fooling, 
Put  up  thy  fword.     T  v/iil  not  meddle  with  you. 
Ay,  juftle  me,  I  care  not,  I'll  not  draw ; 
Pray  be  a  quiet  man. 

Bob.  D'  ye  hear  i  anfwer  me, 
As  you  would  do  don  Vitelli,  or  I'll  be 
So  bold  as  to  lay  the  pommel  of  my  fword 
Over  the  hilrs  of  your  head !— My  name's  Vitelli, 
And  I'll  have  the  wall. 

Lucio.  Why  then, 

D  d  4  I'll 
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I'll  have  the  kennel:  What  a  coil  you  keep? 

Signor,  whathippen'd  'twixt  my  fire  anclyouj 

Kinfmin,  was  long  before  Ifaw  the  world ; 

No  fault  of  mine,  nor  will  I  jultify 

My  father's  crimes  :  Forget,  Sir,  and  forgive, 

'Tis  Chriftianity.    I  pray  put  up  yourfwordj 

I'll  give  you  any  fatisfa<5tion. 

That  may  become  a  gentleman.     However, 

I  hope  you're  bred  to  more  humanity, 

Than  to  revenge  my  father's  wrong  on  me, 

That  crave  your  love  and  peace.     Law-you-now, 

Zancho, 
Would  pot  this  quiet  him,  were  he  ten  Vitellis  ? 

Bel.  Oh,  craven-chicken  of  a  cock  o'  th'  game! 
Well,  what  remedy?  Did  thy  father  fee  this, 
O'  my  confciencf ,  he  would  cut  off  thy  mafculine 
Gender,  crop  thine  ears,  beat  out  thine  eyes, 
And  fer  thee  in  one  of  the  pear-trees  for  a  fcare-crow ! 
As  I  am  Virelli,  I  am  fatisfied  ; 
But  as  I  am  Bobadi-la  Spmdola£ancho, 
Steward  of  the  houfe,  and  thy  father's  fervant, 
I  could  find  in  my  heart  to  lop  off 
The  hinder  part  of  thy  face,  or  to 
Beat  all  thy  teeth  into  thy  mouth  !    Oh,  thou 
Whey-blooded  milkfop,  I'll  wait  upon  thee  no  longer  $ 
Thou  flialt  ev'n  \vait  u^on  me.     Come  your  ways. 

Sir; 
I  ihall  take  a  little  pains  with  you  elfe. 

Enter  Claret. 
Clara.  Where   art  thou,    brother  Lucio? — Ran> 

tan  tan  ta, 

Ran  tan  ran  tan  tan  ta,  ta  ran  tan  tan  tan  ! 
Oh,  I  fhall  no^  more  fee  thofe  golden  days ! 
Thefe  cloaths  will  never  fadge With  me:  A  pox 
O'  this  fikhy  fardingale,  this  hip- hape  ! — Brother, 
Why  are  v/omehs' haunches  only  limited,  confm'd, 
Hoop'd  in  as 'twere,  with  the'fe  fame  fcurvy  vardin- 
gales  ? 

Ed, 
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50£.Becaufe  womens'  haunches  qnlyare  moft  fubjeft 
To  difplay  and  fly  out. 

Clara.  Bobadilla,  rogue,  ten  ducats, 
I  hit  the  prepuce  of  thy  cod-piece  ! 

Lucio.  Hold, 

If  you  love  my  life,  fitter  !  I  am  not 
Zancho  Bobadilla;  I  am  your  brother,  Lucior 
"What  a  fright  you  have  put  me  in  ! 

Clara.  Brother  ?  and  wherefore  thus  ? 

Ludo.  \\  hy,  mafter  fteward  here,  fignor  Zancho, 
Made  me  change :  He  does  nothing  but  mif-ufe  me,' 
And  call  me  coward,  and  iwears  I  fhall 
"Wait  upon  him. 

Bel.  Well!  I  do  no  more 

Th?n  I  have  authority  for. — 'Would  I  were  away  tho* ! 
For  ihe's  as  much  too  manifh,  as  he 
Too  womanifh  :  I  dare  not  meddle  with  her; 

Yet  I  muft  fet  a  good  face  on  it,  if  I  had  it * 

J  have  like  charge  of  you,  madam;   I 
Am  as  well  to  mollify  you,  as  to 
Qualify  him.     What  have  you  to  do  with 
Armors,  and  piftols,  and  javelins,  and  fwords, 
And  fuch  tools  ?  Remember,  miftrefs,  Nature 
Hath  given  you  a  fheath  only,  to  fignify 
Women  are  to  put  up  mens'  weapons,  not 
To  draw  them  ! — Look  you  now,  is  this  a  fit 
Trot  for  a  gentlewoman  ?  You  fhall  fee 
Th~  court-ladies  move  like  goddefifes,  as  if 
They  trod  air ;  they  will  fwim  you  their  meafures» 
Like  whiting-mops,  as  if  their  feet  were  finns, 
A  id  the  hinges  of  their  knees  oil'd.     Do  they 
Love  to  ride  great  horfes,  as  you  do  ?  no ; 
They  love  to  ride  great  afles  fooner.     Faith, 
J  know  not  what  to  fay  t'  ye  both :  Cuftom  hath 
Turn'd  Nature  topfy-turvy  in  you. 

'Clara.  Nay, 
But,  mailer  fteward ! 

Bob.  You  cannot  trot  fo  faft, 
JSut  he  ambles  as  (lowly. 

Clara. 
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Clara.  Signer  Spindle ! 
Will  you  hear  me  ? 

Bob.  He  that  fhall  come  to 
Beftride  your  virginity,  had  better  be 
A-foot  o'er  the  dragon. 

Clara.  Very  well ! 

Bob.  Did  ever 
Spanifh  lady  pace  fo  ? 

Clara.  Hold  thefe  a  little ! 

Lucio.  I'll  not  touch  'em,  I. 

Clara.  Firft  do  I  break  your  office  o'er  your  pate, 
You  dog-fkin-fac'd  rogue,  pilcher,  you  Poor- John ! 
Which  I  will  beat  to  ftock-fifh. 

Lucio.  Sifter! 

Bcb.  Madam  ! 

Clara.  You  cittern-head !   who  have   you  talk'd 

to,  ha  ? 
You  nafiy,  funking,  and  ill-countenanc'd  cur ! 

Bob.  By  this  hand,  I'll  bang  your  brother  for  this, 

when 
I  get  him  alone. 

Clara.  How  !  Kick  him,  Lucio ! 
He  fhall  kick  you,  Bob,  fpite  o'  thy  nofe ;  that's 

flat. 
Kick  him,  I  fay,  or  I  will  cut  thy  head  off! 

Bob.  Softly,  you  hadbeft! 

Clara.  Now,  thou  lean,  dried,  and  ominous-vifag'd 

knave, 

Thou  falfe  and  peremptory  fleward,  pray  ! 
For  I  will  hang  thee  up  in  thine  own  chain ! 

Lucio.  Good  filler,  do  not  choak  him. 

Bcb.  Murder!  murder!  \_Exif. 

Clara.  Well !  I   fhall  meet  w*  ye.— Lucio,  who 

bought  this  ? 

'Tis  a  reafonable  good  one ;  but  there  hangs  one, 
Spain's  champion  ne'er  us'd  truer;  with  this  itafF 
Old  Alvarez  has  led  up  men  fo  clofo, 
They  could  aimed  fpit  in  the  cannon's  mouth ; 

Whilft 
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Whilft  I  with  that,  and  this,  well  mounted15,  fkirt'd 
A  horfe-troop  thro'  and  thro',  like  fwift  Defire, 
And  feen  poor  rogues  retire,  all  gore,  and  galh'd 
Like  bleeding  fhads. 

Lucio.  Blefs  us,  filter  Clara, 
How  defperately  you  talk  !  Whatd'  ye  call 
This  gun?  a  dag  ? 

Clara.  I'll  give't  thee;  a  French  petronel. 
You  never  faw  my  Barbary,  the  Infanta 
Beftow'd  upon  me,  as  yet  Lucio  : 
Walk  down,  and  fee  it. 

Lucio.  What,  into  the  ftable  ? 
Not  I;  the  jades  will  kick:    The  poor  groom  there 
Was  almoft  fpoil'd  the  other  day. 

Clara.  Fy  on  thee ! 
Thou  wilt  fcarce  be  a  man  before  thy  mother. 

Lucio.  When  will  you  be  a  woman  ? 

Enter  Alvarez  and  Bobadilja. 

Clara.  'Would  I  were  none! 
But  Nature's  privy  feal  affures  me  one. 

^/-y.Thouanger'ftme !  Can  ftrong habitual  cuftom 
Work  with  fuch  magick  on  the  mind  and  manners, 
In  fpite  of  fex  and  Nature?  Find  out,  firrah, 
Some  Ikilful  fighter. 

Bob.  Yes,  Sir. 

Ah.  I  will  rectify 

15  — and  this,  -well  mounted,  fcoui  •< 

A  horfe-troop  through  and  through, — ]  The  old  folio  reads 
fetor  J,  which  I  take  to  be  only  a  falfe  Spelling  of  a  better  word, 
vjz.  Jkirrd:  Thus  Shakefpear  in  Macbeth,  aft  v.  fcene  lii. 

Send  out  more  borfei  ;  fkir  the  country  round. 

To  Jkir  is  ve/itari,  to  fight  as  the  light-horfe  do,  from  whence  the 
fubttantive  Jklrmijh. 

In  Henry  V.  Shakefpear  ufes  the  word  hr flying  fwiftly,  tho'  from 
an  enemy.     The  king  fays  of  the  French  horfe,  act  iv.  fcene  xiii, 

tie  II  make  ""em  fkir  away,  at  Jnvlft  as  Jlonet 

Enforced  from  the  old  A/yri  an  flings. 

No  reader  of  talle  wou'd  bear  tiie  change  cf  the  word  Jkir%  which  rt 
petfedtly  poetical,  as  the  found  is  an  echo  to  the  ft-nir,  for  ftovr  \ 
and  Fletcher  has  not  fufFcred  much  lefs  by  the  changf .  S,warJ. 

And 
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And  redeem  cither's  proper  inclination, 

Or  bray  'em  in  a  mortar,  and  new-mold  'em. 

Bob.  Believe  your  eyes,  Sir  j  I  tell  you,  we  wafli 
an  Ethiop.  [Exit, 

Clara.  I  ftrike  it,  for  ten  ducats. 

Alv.  How  now,  Clara, 
Your  breeches  on  ftill  ?  And  your  petticoat 
Not  yet  off,  Lucio  ?  art  thou  not  gelt  ? 
Or  did  the  cold  Mufcovite  beget  thee, 
That  lay  here  leger'6,  in  the  laft  great  froft:1 
Art  not  thou,  Clara,  turn'd  a  man  indeed 
Beneath  the  girdle  ?  and  a  woman  thou  ? 
Fll  have  you  fearch'd ;  by  Heaven,  I  ftrongly  doubt ! 
We  muft  have  thefe  things  mended.  Come,  go  in  ! 

[Exit. 

Enter  Vitetti  and  Bobadilla. 

Bob.  With  Lucio,  fay  you  ?  There  he's  for  you. 

Fit.  And  litre's  for  thee. 

Bob.  I  thank  you.     You  have  now  bought 
A  little  advice  of  me:  If  you  chance 
To  have  conference  with  that  lady  there^ 
Be  very  civil,  or  look  to  your  head  ! 
'She  has  ten  nails,  and  you  have  but  two  eyes: 
If  any  foolifh  hot  motions  Ihould  chance 
To  rife  in  the  horizon,  under  your  equinoctial  there, 
Qualify  it  as  well  a,s  you  can,  for  I  fear 

16  That  lay  here  lieger.]  So,  in  Greene's  Quip  for  anUpftart  Cour- 
tier, Ato.  i  593.  •  Indeed,  I  have  been  lieger  in  my  time  in  London, 
and  have  play'd  many  madde  pranckes,  for  which  caufe  you  may 
apparently  fee  I  am  made  a  curtail  ;  for  the  pillory  (in  the  fight  of 
a  great  many  good  and  fufftcient  whneffe.^)  hath  eaten  off  booth  my 
cares,  and  now,  Sir,  this  rope-maker  hunteth  me  heere  with  his 

halters.' And  in  the  Roaring  Girle,  or  MollCutpurfe,by  Mid- 

dleton  and   Dekkar, 

*  What   durit  move  you,  Sir, 

'  To  thinke  me  whooiim?  a  name  which  I'de  teare  out 
4  From  the  hye  Germaine's  throat,  if  it  lay  ledger  there  f 

•  To  di (patch  privy  fhmders  againit  mee  !'  R. 
Dr.  Johnfon  fays,  Icgcr  is  derived  from  the  Dutch  ieggcr  ;  and  fig- 

nifies,  '  Any  thing  that  lies  in  a  place  ;  a?,  a/^r-ambaifador,  a  reii- 
'  dent ;  a  /^/--book,  a  book  that  lies  in  the  compting-houfe.' 

The 
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The  elevation  of  your  pole  will  not 

Agree  with  the  horofcope  of  her  conftitution  : 

She  is  Bell  and  the  Dragon,  I  allure  you.          [Exit. 

Vit.  Are  you  the  Lucio,  Sir,  that  fav'dVitelli  ? 

Lucio.  Not  I,  indeed,  Sir ;  I  did  never  brabble  : 
There  walks  that  Lucio  metamorphofed.          [£x/7. 

Fit.  D'  you  mock  me  ? 

Clara.  No,  he  does  not :  I  am  that 
Suppofed  Lucio  that  was,  but  Clara 
That  is,  and  daughter  unto  Alvarez. 

Vit.  Amazement  daunts  me !  'Would  my  life  were 

riddles, 

So  you  were  ftill  my  fair  expofitor ! 
Protected  by  a  lady  from  my  death  ? 
Oh,  I  fliall  wear  an  everlafting  blufh 
Upon  my  cheek  from  this  difcovery ! 
Oh,  you,  the  faireft  foldier  I  e'er  faw, 
Each  of  whofe  eyes,  like  a  bright  beamy  fliield, 
Conquers  without  blows,  the  contentious 

Clara.  Sir,  guard  yourfelf;  you're  in  your  enemies 

houfe, 
And  may  be  injur'd. 

Vit.  'Tis  impoflible : 

Foe,  nor  opprefiing  odds,  dares  prove  Vitelli, 
If  Clara  fide  him,  and  will  call  him  friend. 
I  would  the  diff'rence  of  our  bloods  were  fuch 
As  might  with  any  fhift  be  wip'd  away  ! 
Or  'would  to  Heav'n  yourfelf  were  all  your  name  ; 
That,  having  loft  blood  by  you,  I  might  hope 
To  raife  blood  from  you !  But  my  black-wing'd  fate 
Hovers  averfely  over  that  fond  hope ; 
And  he,  whofe  tongue  thus  gratifies  the  daughter ir 

'"  Thus  gratifies  the  daughter.]  This  grafifei  feems  to  come  in 
oddly  ;  for  what  gratification  does  Vitelli  make  Clara  here  ?  He 
gives  her  good  words,  'tis  true,  and  fets  off  the  ftrvice  (he  had  done 
him  at  her  firft  appearance  on  the  fhge,  but  this  ought  rather  to  be 
called  a  panegyrick,  than  a  gratification,  and  who  knows  but  the  Au- 
thors might  have  given  it 

thus  gloiifies  the  daughter.  Sjmpfon. 

And 
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And  fitter  of  his  enemy,  wears  a  fword 

To  rip  the  father  and  the  brother  up : 

Thus  you,  that  fav'd  this  wretched  life  of  mine, 

Have  fav'd  it  to  the  ruin  of  your  friends. 

That  my  affections  Ihould  promifcuoufly 

Dart  love  and  hate  at  once,  both  worthily  ! 

Pray  let  me  kifs  your  hand  ! 

Clara.  You're  treacherous, 
And  come  to  do  me  mifchief. 

Vit.  Speak  on  ft  ill; 

Your  words  are  falfer,  fair,  than  my  intents, 
And  each  fweet  accent  far  more  treach'rousj  for 
Tho'  you  fpeak  ill  of  me,  you  ipeak  fo  well 
I  do  defire  to  hear  you. 

Clara.  Pray  be  gone ; 
Or,  kill  me  if  you  pleafe. 

Vit.  Oh,  neither  can  I : 
For,  to  be  gone  were  to  deftroy  my  life  ; 
And  to  kill  you  were  to  deftroy  my  foul. 
I  am  in  love,  yet  muft  not  be  in  love  ! 
I'll  get  away  apace.     Yet,  valiant  lady, 
Such  gratitude  to  honour  I  do  owe, 
And  fuch  obedience  to  your  memory, 
That  if  you  will  beftow  fomething,  that  I 
May  wear  about  me,  it  fhall  bind  my  wrath, 
My  moft  invet'rate  wrath,  from  all  attempts, 
'Till  you  and  I  meet  next. 

Clara.  A  favour,  Sir  ? 
Why,  I'll  give  you  ex>od  counfel. 

Vit.  That  already 
You  have  beftow'd  ;  a  ribbon,  or  a  glove - 

Clara.  Nay,  thofe  are  tokens  for  a  waiting-maid 
To  trim  the  butler  with. 

Vit.  Your  feather— • 

Clara.  Fy ! 
The  wenches  give  them  to  the  ferving-men. 

Vit.  That  little  ring 

Clara.  'Twill  hold  you  but  by  th'  finger; 
And  I  would  have  you  fafter. 
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Vit.  Any  thing 
That  I  may  wear,  and  but  remember  you. 

Clara.  Thisfmile;  my  good  opinion  j  or  myfclf ! 
But  that,  it  feems,  you  like  not. 

Vit.  Yes;  foweil, 

When  any  fmiles,  I  will  remember  yours; 
Your  good  opinion  ihall  in  weight  poize  me 
Agafnft  a  thoufand  ill }  laflly,  yourfelf 
My  curious  eye  now  figures  in  my  heart, 
Where  I  will  wear  you  till  the  table  break. 
So,  whiteft  angels  guard  you  ! 

Clara.  Stay,  Sir;  I 

Have  fitly  thought  to  give,  what  you  as  fitly 
May  not  difdain  to  wear. 

Vit.  What's  that? 

Clara.  This  fword. 

I  never  heard  a  man  fpeak  'till  this  hour: 

His  words  are  golden  chains,  and  now  I  fear 

The  lionefs  hath  met  a  tamer  here :  - 

Fy,  how  his  tongue  chimes  ! — What  was  I  faying  ? 

Oh,  this  favour  I  bequeath  you,  which  I  tie 

In  a  love-knot,  faft,  ne'er  to  hurt  my  friends ; 

Yet  be  it  fortunate  'gainft  all  your  foes 

(For  I  have  neither  friend,  nor  foe,  but  yours) 

As  e'er  it  was  to  me !  I've  kept  it  long, 

And  value  it,  next  my  virginity. — 

But,  good,  return  it;  for  I  now  remember 

I  vow'd,  who  purchas'd  it  ihould  have  me  too. 

Vit.  'Would   that  were  pofllble;  but,  alas,   'tis 

not: 

Yet  this  afTure  yourfelf,  moft-honour'd  Clara, 
I'll  not  infringe  an  article  of  breath 
My  vow  hath  offer'd  t'  you  ;  nor  from  this  part 
Whilft  it  hath  edge,  or  point,  or  I  a  heart.      [Exit. 

Clara.  Oh,  leave  me  living  ! — What  new  exercile 
Is  crept  into  my  breaft,  that  blancheth  clean 
My  former  nature  ?   I  begin  to  find 
I  am  a  woman,  and  mufb  learn  to  fight 
A  fofter  fvveeter  battle  than  with  fwords. 

I'm 
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I'm  fick  methinks  -,  but  the  difeafe  I  feel 

Pleafeth,  and  punifheth.     I  warrant,  love 

Is  very  like  this,  that  folks  talk  of  fo ; 

I  {kill  not  what  it  is,  yet  fure  e'en  here, 

E'en  in  my  heart,  I  fenfibly  perceive 

It  glows,  and  rifeth  like  a  glimmering  flame, 

But  know  not  yet  the  effence  on't>  nor  name.  [Exit, 


ACT     III.        SCENE    I. 


Enter  Malroda  and  Algua-zier. 

Malr.  TJ  E  muft  not  ?  nor  he  fhall  not  ?  who' 

AJ.  fhall  let  him  ? 

You,  politick  Diego,  with  your  face  of  wifdom ! 
Don  Blirt !  The  pox  upon  your  aphorifms, 
Your  grave  and  fage-ale  phyfiognomy ! 
Do  not  I  know  thee  for  the  Alguazier, 
Whofe  dunghill  all  the  parifh  fcavengers 
Could  never  rid  ?  Thou  comedy  to  men, 
Whofe  ferious  folly  is  a  butt  for  all 
To  fhoot  their  wits  at ;  whilft  thou  haft  not  wit, 
Nor  heart,  to  anfwer,  or  be  angry  ! 

Alg.  Lady! 

Malr.  Peace,  peace,  you  rotten  rogue,  fupported  by 
A  ftaffof  rott'ner  office  !  Dare  you  check 
Any's  accefies  that  I  will  allow  ? 
Piorato  is  my  friend,  and  vifits  me 
In  lawful  fort,  t'  efpoufe  me  as  his  wife ; 
And  who  will  crofs,  or  fhall,  our  interviews  ? 
You  know  me*  firrah,  for  no  chambermaid, 
That  caft  her  belly  and  her  waftecoat  lately. 
Thou  think'ft  thy  conflablefhip  is  much !  not  fo ; 
I  am  ten  offices  to  thee  :  Ay,  thy  houfe, 
Thy  houfe  and  office  is  maintain'd  by  me. 

Alg.  My  houfe-of-olfice  is  maintain'd  i'th'  garden ! 

Go 
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Go  to  !  I  know  you  ;  and  I  have  contriv'd, 
(You're  a  delinquent)  but  I  have  contriv'd 
A  poifon,  tho'  not  in  the  third  degree : 
I  can  fay,  black's  your  eye,  tho'  it  be  grey; 
I  have  conniv'd  at  this  your  friend,  and  you; 
But  what  is  got  by  this  connivency  ? 
I  like  his  feature  well  "* ;  a  proper  man, 
Of  good  difcourfe,  fine  conversation, 
Valiant,  and  a  great  carrier  of  the  bufinefs, 
Sweet-breafted  '9  as  the  nightingale  or  thrufh : 
Yet  I  muft  tell  you,  you  forget  yourfelf ; 
My  lord  Vitelli's  love,  and  maintenance, 
Deferves  no  other  Jack  i'th'  box,  but  he. 
What  tho'  he  gather'd  firft  the  golden  fruit, 
And  blew  your  pigs-coat  up  into  a  blifter, 
When  you  .did  wait  at  court  upon  his  mother ; 
Has  he  not  well  provided  for  the  bairn  ? 
Befide,  what  profit  reap  I  by  the  other  ? 
If  you  will  have  me  ferve  your  pleafure,  lady, 
Your  pleafure  muft  accommodate  my  fervice  ; 
As  good  be  virtuous  and  poor,  as  .not 
Thrive  by  my  knav'ry ;  all  the  world  would  be 
Good,  profper'd  ^oodnefs  like  to  villainy. 
I  am  the  king's  vicegerent  by  my  place  j 
His  right  lieutenant  in  mine  own  precinft. 

Malr.  Thou'rt  a  right  rafcal  in  all  mens'  precin&s ! 
Yet  now,  my  pair  of  twins,  of  fool  and  knave, 
Look,  we  are  friends ;  there's  gold  for  thee :  Admit 
Wrhom  I  will  have,  and  keep  it  from  my  don, 
And  I  will  make  thee  richer  than  thou'rt  wife  : 
Thou  fhalt  be  my  bawd,  and  my  officer; 
Thy  children  fhall  eat  ft  ill,  my  good  night-owl, 
And  thy  old  wife  fell  andirons  to  the  court, 
Be  countenanc'd  by  the  dons,  and  wear  a  hood, 
Nay,  keep  my  garden-houfe;  I'll  call  her  mother, 
Thee  father,  my  good  poifonous  red-hair'd  deel, 
And  gold  ihall  daily  be^tjhy  facrjfice, 

18  /  iikr  bis  feather  will  ]      *  ii"-i  ded  in  i  7  5°. 
'9  Sw«/>  bnalled.}  See  note  28  yn  the  Pilgrim. 

VOL.  VII.  Ee  Wrought 
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Wrought  from  a  fertile  ifland  of  mine  own, 
Which  I  will  offer,  like  an  Indian  queen. 

Alg.  And  I  will  be  thy  devil,  thou  my  flefh, 
With  which  I'll  catch  the  world. 

Malr.  Fill  force  tobacco, 
And  bring  it  in.     If  Piorato  come 
Before  my  don,  admit  him ;  if  my  don 
Before  my  love,  conduct  him,  my  dear  devil !  \Exit* 

dig.  I   will,  my  dear  flefh. — Firft   come,    firft 

ferv'd :  Well  faid  !— 

Oh,  equal  Heav'n,  how  wifely  thou  difpofeft 
Thy  feveral  gifts  !  One's  born  a  great  rich  fool, 
For  the  fubordinate  knave  to  work  upon ; 
Another's  poor,  with  wit's  addition, 
Which  well  or  ill  us'd  builds  a  living  up, 
And  that  too  from  the  fire  oft  defcends  $ 
Only  fair  Virtue,  by  traduction 
Never  fucceeds  *n,  and  feldom  meets  fuccefs : 
What  have  I  then  to  do  with't  ?  My  free  will, 
Left  me  by  Heaven,  makes  me  or  good  or  ill. 
Now  fmce  vice  gets  more  in  this  vicious  world 
Than  piety,  and  my  flars'  confluence 
Enforce  my  difpofition  to  affect 
Gain,  and  the  name  of  rich,  let  who  will  practife 
War,  and  grow  that  way  great  j  religious, 
And  that  way  good  !  My  chief  felicity 
Is  wealth,  the  nurfe  of  fenfuality ; 
And  he  that  mainly  labours  to  be  rich, 
Muft  fcratch  great  fcabs,  and  claw  a  ftrumpet's  itch. 

[Exit. 

SCENE     II. 

Enter  Piorato  and  Bobadilla. 

Pio.  To  fay,  Sir,  I  will  wait  upon  your  lord, 
Were  not  to  underftand  myfelf. 

Bob.  To  fay,  Sir, 
You  will  do  any  thing  but  wait  upon  him, 

ao  Never  iiicwtds.j  i.e.  Never  follows  by  fucceffion. 

Were 
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Were  not  to  underftand  my  lord. 

Pio.  I'll  meet  him 

Some  half-hour  hence,  and  doubt  not  but  to  render 
His  fon  a  man  again :  The  cure  is  eafy  j 
I  have  done  divers. 

Bob.  Women  do  you  mean,  Sir  ? 

Pio.  Cures  I  do  mean,  Sir.    Be  there  but  one  fpark 
Of  fire  remaining  in  him  unextinct, 
With  my  difcourfe  I'll  blow  it  to  a  flame, 
And  with  my  practice  into  action. 
I  have  had  one  fo  full  of  childifh  fear, 
And  womanifh-hearted,  fent  to  my  advice, 
He  durft  not  draw  a  knife  to  cut  his  meat. 

$ob.  And  how,  Sir,  did  you  help  him  ? 

Pio.  Sir,  I  kept  him 

Seven  days  in  a  dark  room  by  candle-light, 
A  plenteous  table  fpread,  with  all  good  meats, 
Before  his  eyes,  a  cafe  of  keen  broad  knives 
Upon  the  board,  and  he  fo  watch'd  he  might  not 
Touch  the  lead  modicum,  unlefs  he  cut  it : 
And  thus  I  brought  him  firft  to  draw  a  knife. 

Bob.  Good! 

Pio.  Then  for  ten  days  did  I  diet  him 
Only  with  burnt  pork,  Sir,  and  gammons  of  bacon ; 
A  pill  of  caviare  now  and  then, 
Which  breeds  choler  aduft,  you  know 

Bob.  'Tis  true. 

Pio.  And  to  purge  phlegmatick  humour,  and  cold 

crudities, 

In  all  that  time  he  drank  me  aqua-fortis> 
And  nothing  elfe  but 

Bob.  Aqua-lilt*,  fignor; 
For  aqua-fortis  poilons. 

Pio.  Aqua-fortis, 

I  fay  again  :  What's  one  man's  poifon,  fignor, 
Is  another's  meat  or  drink. 

Bob.  Your  patience,  Sir ! 
By  your  good  patience,  h'  had  a  huge  cold  ftomach. 

Pio.  I  fired  it,  and  gave  him  then  three  fweats 

Eea  In 
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In  the  Artillery-Yard,  three  drilling  days ; 
And  now  he'll  fhoot  a  gun,  and  draw  a  fword> 
And  fight,  with  any  man  in  Chriftendom. 

Bob.  A  receipt  for  a  coward !  I'll  be  bold,  Sir, 
To  write  your  good  prefcription. 

Pio.  Sir,  hereafter 

You  (hall,  and  underneath  it  putprobafum* — 
Is  your  chain  right  ? 

Bob.  It  is  both  right  andjuft,  Sir; 
For,  tho*  I  am  a  fteward,  I  did  get  it 
With  no  man's  wrong. 

Pio.  You  are  witty. 

Bob.  So,  fo. 

Could  you  not  cure  one,  Sir,  of  being  too  rafh? 
And  over-daring  ?  (there  now's  my  difeafe) 
Fool-hardy,  as  they  fay  r  for  that  in  footh. 
I  am. 

Pio.  Moft  eafily. 

Self.  How? 

Pio.  To  make  you  drunk,  Sir, 
With  fmall  beer  once  a-day,  and  beat  you  twicex 
'Till  you  be  bruis'd  all  over;  if  that  help  not, 
Knock  out  your  brains. 

Bob.  This  is  ftrong  phyfick,  fignor, 
And  never  will  agree  with  my  weak  body : 
I  find  the  med'cine  worfe  than  the  malady, 
And  therefore  will  remain  fool-hardy  ftill. 
You'll  come,  Sir  ? 

Pio.  As  I  am  a  gentleman. 

Bob.  A  man  o'  th'  fword  fhould  never  break  his 
word. 

Pio.  I'll  overtake  you  :  I  have  only,  Sir, 
A  complimental  vifitation 
To  offer  to  a  miftrefs  lodg'd  here  by. 

Bob.  A  gentlewoman  ? 

Pjo.  Yes,  Sir. 
.  Bob.  Fair,  and  comely  ? 

Pio.  Oh,  Sir,  the  paragon,  the  nonpareil 
Of  Sevil,  the  moil  wealthy  mine  of  Spain, 

For 
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For  beauty  and  perfection. 

Bob.  Say  you  fo  ? 

Might  not  a  man  entreat  a  courtefy, 
To  walk  along  with  you,  fignor,  to  penife 
This  dainty  mine,  tho'  not  to  dig  in't,  fignor  ? 
Hauh  —  I  hope  you'll  not  deny  me,  being  a  ftranger  ; 
Tho'  I'm  a  fteward,  I  am  flefh  and  blood, 
And  frail  as  other  men. 

Pio.  Sir,  blow  your  nofe  ! 
I  dare  not,  for  the  world  :  No  j  fhe  is  kept 
By  a  great  don,  vitelli. 
'Bob.  How! 

Pio.  'Tis  true. 

Bob.  See,  things  will  veer  about  !  This  don  Vitelli 
Am  I  to  feek  now,  to  deliver  letters 
From  my  young  miftrefs  Clara;  and,  I  tell  you, 
Under  the  rofe,  (becaufe  you  are  a  ftranger, 
And  my  efpecial  friend)  I  doubt  there  is 
A  little  foolifh  love  betwixt  the  parties, 
Unknown  unto  my  lord. 

Pio.  Happy  difcovery  ! 
My  fruit  begins  to  ripen.  —  Hark  you,  Sir! 
I  would  not  wifh  you  now  to  give  thofe  letters; 
But  home,  and  ope  this  to  madonna  Clara, 
Which  when  I  come  I'll  juftify,  and  relate 
More  amply  and  particularly. 

Bob.  I  approve 

Your  counfel,  and  will  practife  it.     Bazi  los  nianof  ! 
Here's  two  chewres  chewr'd"  !  When  Wifdom  is 

employ  'd, 

JTis  ever  thus.  —  Your  more  acquaintance,  fignor  ! 
I  fay  not  better,  left  you  think  I  thought  not 
Yours  good  enough. 


11   Hert'i  two  chew:cs  cftewr'd.J   That  is,   Here  a  re  two  l>ufint/fi 

JifpatcbfJ.     Cbewre  may  be  a  South-country  word  for  bufintft  ;  4>ut 

in  the  North  vve  (hould  fay, 

Hen's  t-ivo  charts  chsr'd. 

Si  in  Nob.'t  Kmiinen,  we  have  the  fame  word,  ad  iii.  fctne  if.  the 

GaoKr'i  Daughter  flaking  of  Palamon,  lay?. 

Jit's  clur'd  <u:bix  be  if  gone.      No,  no,  J  lit, 

My  father  t  tt  lie  lang'dfor  bit  eftaft,  &C.  Symffn. 

E  e  3  Enter 
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Enter  Alguazier. 

Pio.  Your  fervant,  excellent  fteward ! 
"Would  all  the  dons  in  Spain  had  no  more  brains  \ 
Here  comes  the  Alguazier :    Dieu  vous  guarde,  man- 

four ! 
Is  my  cuz  flirring  yet  ? 

Alg.  Your  cuz,  good  coufin  ? 
A  whore  is  like  a  fool,  a-kin  to  all 
The  gallants  in  the  town.    Your  cu^  good  fignor, 
Is  gone  abroad,  Sir,  with  her  other  coufin, 
My  lord  Vitelli ;  fmce  when  there  hath  been 
Some  dozen  coufms  here  to  enquire  for  her. 
Pio.  She's  greatly  allied,  Sir. 
Alg.  Marry  is  flie,  Sir ; 
Come  of  a  lufly  kindred !  The  truth  is, 
I  muft  connive  no  more ;  no  more  admittance 
Mufl  I  confent  to :  My  good  lord  has  threaten'd  mCj 

And  you  muft  pardon 

Pio.  Out  upon  thee,  man  ! 
Turn  honefl  in  thine  age  ?  one  foot  i'th'  grave  ? 
Thou  (halt  not  wrong  thyfelf  fo  for  a  million. 
Look,  thou  three-headed  Cerberus  (for  wit 
I  mean),  here  is  one  fop,  and  two,  and  three ; 
For  ev'ry  chap  a  bit ! 

Alg.  Ay,  marry,  Sir! — 
Well,  the  poor  heart  loves  you  but  too  well. 
We  have  been  tailing  on  you,  'faith,  this  hour, 
Where,  what  I  faid — Go  to  !  fhe  loves  your  valour ; 
Oh,  and  your  mufick  moft  abominably  ! 
She  is  within,  Sir,  and  alone. — What  mean  you  ? 

[Piorato  changes  fides, 

Pio.  That  is  your  fergeant's  fide,  I  take  it,  Sir ; 
Now  I  endure  your  conftable's  much  better; 
There  is  lefs  danger  in't ;  for  one,  you  know, 
Is  a  tn.me  harmlefs  monfter  in  the  light, 
The  fergeant,  falvage  both  by  day  and  night. 
Alg.  I  will  call  her  to  you  for  that. 
Pio.  No,  I'll 
Charm  her. 
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Alg.  She's  come. 
Pio.  My  fpirit ! 

Enter  Malroda. 
Malr.  Oh,  my  fweet ! 
Leap  hearts  to  lips,  and  in  our  kifles  meet ! 

SONG. 

Pio.  Turn,  turn,  thy  beauteous  face  away, 

How  pale  and  fickly  looks  the  day, 
In  emulation  of  thy  brighter  beams ! 
Oh,  envious  Light,  fly,  fly,  begone, 
Come,  Night,  and  piece  two  breads  as  one  ; 
When  what  Love  does,  we  will  repeat  in  dreams. 
Yet,  thy  eyes  open,  who  can  Day  hence  fright  ? 
Let  but  their  lids  fall,  and  it  will  be  Night ! 
Alg.  Well,  I  will  leave  you  to  your  fortitude, 
And  you  to  temperance.    Ah,  ye  pretty  pair ! 
'Twere  fin  to  funder  you.     Lovers  being  alone 
Make  one  of  two,  and  day  an^inight  all  one. 
But  fall  not  out,  I  charge  you,  keep  the  peace; 
You  know  my  place  elfc.  \Exit, 

Ma}r.  No,  you  will  not  marry ; 
You  are  a  courtier,  and  can  fing,  my  love, 
And  want  no  miftrerTes ;  but  yet  I  care  not, 
I'll  love  you  ftill,  and  when  I'm  dead  for  you, 
Then  you'll  believe  my  truth. 

Pio.  You  kill  me,  fair  ! 
It  is  my  lefibn  that  you  fpeak.     Have  I 
In  any  circumftance  deferv'd  this  doubt? 
J  am  not  like  your  falfe  and  perjur'd  don, 
That  here  maintains  you,  and  has  vow'd  his  faith ; 
And  yet  attempts  in  way  of  marriage 
A  lady  not  far  off. 
Malr.  How's  that  ? 
Pio.  'Tis  fo : 

And  therefore,  miftrefs,  now  the  time  is  come 
You  may  demand  his  promife  •,  and  I  fwear 
To  marry  you  with  fpeed. 

E  e  4 
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Mel*.  And  with  that  gold 

WhicM  Jon  V:tcili  gives,  you'll  walk  fome  voyage**, 
Anj  ic  vc-  ,iu  t- •  nv  LfdJe;  and  laugh,  and  brag, 
H  »w  /  u     er  •  .^\\\\  a  v.hore,  anc  guil'd  a  lord. 

/  io     i    •.)  a.-jger  nie  extremely  !   Fare  you  well ! 
\V;u;  iii';\il        idy  to  be  bclicv'd  ?    b,xpoic  rne 
To  .?ny  h  z..  i.j  or,  like  jealous  Juno, 
T  h'  ii:c.  iiit.i    :<:p-mother  of  Hercules, 
Design  .^c  i.  b  Itirt  niutt  impofliblc*', 
IM  ,o  'em,  or  die  in  'cm  ;  io  at  laft 
You  will  heiicve  me. 

Malr.  Come  ;  we're  friends  ;  1  do  ! 
I'm  thine;  walk  in.     My  lord  has  lent  me outfides, 
But  thou  malt  have  'em-,  the  colours  are  too  iad. 

Pio.  'Faith,  miiueis,  I  want  cloaths  indeed. 

Malr.  I  h..ve 
Some  golu  too,  for  my  fervant.  . 

Pio.  And  I  have 
A  better  metal  for  my  miftrefs.  \Exeunt. 

£ 
SCENE      III. 

Enter  Vitelll  and  Alguazier^  atjeueral  doors. 
Alg.  Undone  ! — \Vit,  now  or  never  help  me  ! — My 
mailer  ? 

*'•  WalkyJfcW  <voyage.~\  Voyage  is  now  improper'}'  applied  only  ta 
jourr.ies  at  fea  ;  but  it  properly  fign  fies  a  journey  either  by  land  or 
fea,  as  the  French  ufe  the  word  vo  age.  The  WOrdjr'«w«/y  is  derived 
from  jour  the  day  ;  voyage  is  from  voje,  'via,  iheiuay  :  A:  d  here  is 
ufed  in  its  proper  fign-fic  fon.  Stward. 

"i  Labours  mcji  impajfible  ]  This  place,  nt  firft  fight,  appears  to  be 
2  cor>t;adiftion ;  for  if  the  labours  were  impofiible  they  could  not  be 
chne  either  by  Piorato  or  Hercules.  Mo/?,  I  take  it  here  fhould  be 
wrote  thus, 

L»bo-irs  ^tnoft  impojfib'e, 

i.  f.  a!moft.  The  ufing  of  a  iin:ple  for  a  compound  word  is  frequent 
in  our  poets  ;  and  we  h  >ve  it  ag;-.in  in  th.s  very  play,  a«ft  v.  fcene  ii. 

being  by  your  beams  of  beauty  form'J,   i.  e  inform1  d. 

Sj  mpfon. 

This  is  refinement.  The  labors  of  Ilercules  were  enjoined  as 
fuppofed  impcfiibilities.  Almo'l  imptjfiblt  is  a  poor  phraie  indeed. 
Poet,  v  is  not  Jcgick  or  mathenuticks. 

He'll 
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He'll  cut  my  throat ! — I'm  a  dead  conftable  ! 

And  he'll  not  be  hang'd  neither  j  there's  the  grief. — 

The  party,  Sir,  is  here 

Vit.  What? 

Alg.  He  was  here ; 

(I  cry  your  lordfhip  mercy  !)  but  I  rattled  him  ; 
I  told  him  here  was  no  companions 
For  fuch  debauch'd,  and  poor-condition'd  fellows; 
I  bid  him  venture  not  fo  defp'rately 
The  cropping  of  his  ears,  flitting 'his  nofe, 
Or  being  geit 

Vit.  T was  well  done. 

Alg.  Pleafe  your  honour, 
I  told  him  there  were  ftews ;  and  then  at  lad 
Swore  three  or  four  great  oaths  me  was  remov'd, 
Which  I  did  think  I  might,  in  confcience, 
Being  for  your  lordfnip. 

Vit.  What  became  of  him  ? 

Alg.  Faith,  Sir,  he  went  away  with  a  flea  in's  car, 
Like  a  poor  cur,  clapping  his  trundle  r    i 
Betwixt  his  legs. — A  chi  ha,  a  chi  ha,  a  Cm  ha ! — Now, 
luck! 

Enter  Malroda  and  Piorato. 

Mrf/r.'Tis  he ;  do  as  I  told  thee ;  blcfs  thee,  fignor  I—- 
Oh, my  dear  lord. 

Vit.  Malroda  ?  what,  alone  ? 

Malr.  She  never  is  alone,  that  is  accorrpanied 
With  n  -ble  thoughts,  my  lord  ;  and  mine  are  iuch, 
Be:n:.»  only  of  your  lorufhip. 

Vit.   Pretty  lals  ! 

Malr.  Oh',  my  good  lord,  my  picture's  done ;  but 

'faith, 

It  is  not  like.     Nay,  this  way,  Sir!  the  light 
Strikes  bdt  upon  it  here. 

Pio.  Excellent  wench  !  [Exit. 

Alg.  I  am  giad  the  danger's  o'er.  .  [£*//. 

Vit.  'Tis  wondrous  like, 
But  that  Art  cannot'counterfeit  what  Nature 

Could 
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Could  make  but  once. 

Ma.tr.  All's  clear  ;  another  tune 
You  mull  hear  from  me  now. — Vitelli,  thou'rt 
A  moft  perfidious  and  a  perjur'd  man, 
As  ever  did  ufurp  nobility  ! 

Vit.  What  mean'ft  thou,  Mai  ? 

Jvtalr.  Leave  your  betraying  fmiles, 
And  change  the  tunes  of  your  enticing  tongue 
To  penitential  prayers  ;  for  I  am  great 
In  labour,  e'en  with  anger,  tbig  with-child 
Of  woman's  rage  ZJ,  bigger  than  when  my  womi} 
Was  pregnant  by  thee !  Go,  feducer,  fly 
Out  of  the  world  •,  let  me  the  laft  wretch  be 
Dimonour'd  by  thee  1  Touch  me  not ;  I  loath 
My  very  heart,  becaufe  thou  lay'ft  there  long. 
A  woman's  well  help'd  up,  that's  confident 
In  e'er  a  glittering  outfide  of  you  all ! 
'Would  I  had  honeflly  been  match'd  to  fome 
Poor  country  fwain,  ere  known  the  vanity 
Of  court !  peace  then  had  been  my  portion, 
Nor  had  been  cozen'd  by  an  hour's  pomp, 
To  be  a  whore  unto  my  dying  day  ! 

Vit.  Oh,  th'    uncomfortable  ways    fuch    womeij 

have*5! 

Their  different  fpeech  and  meaning,  no  afTurance 
In  what  they  fay  or  do  :  DifTemblers 
E'en  in  their  prayers,  as  if  the  weeping  Greek 
That  flatter'd  Troy  a-fire,  had  been  their  Adam  } 

*+  _. — — for  I  am  great 

In  labour ;  ien  with  anger,  big  with  child 

Of  woman  s  rage. ]  Here  we  have  a  ftrange  anticlimax,  (he 

rs  in  labour  with  anger,  and  yet  only  big  with  child  of  rage.  The 
Editor  poflibly  might  be  the  Author  of  this  incoufiftenc}',  who  feeing 
the  line  wrote 

E'en  with  anger  bi?  nuiih  child,  Sec. 

thought  that  the  meafure  was  deficient,  and  <o  might  out  of  his  own 
head  give  us  in  labour  to  make  up  the  deficiency  :  But  he  did  not  fee 
the  inconfiitency  of  this  addition,  which  makes  the  place  nonfenfe. 

Sjmpfon. 

l?  Ob  /&'  uncomfortable  vnns^fuA  women  have,]  Seward  thinks 
^comfortable  a  corruption,  and  th;U  we  Ihould  read  unf.alle. 

Liars, 
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s,  as  if  their  mother  had  been  made 
Only  of  all  the  falfhood  of  the  man,  ' 
Pifpos'd  into  that  rib  !  Do  I  know  r.his, 
An  J  more  j  nay,  all  that  can  concern  this  fe*, 
With  the  true  end  of  my  creation  ? 
Can  I  wi:h  rational  difcourfe  fometimes 
Advance  my  fpirit  into  Heav'n,  before 
It  has  (hook  hands  with  my  body,  and  yet  blindly 
Suffer  my  filthy  flefh  to  mafter  it, 
With  fight  of  luch  fair  frail  beguiling  objects  ? 
When  I  am  abfenf,  eafily  I  refolve 
Ne'er  more  to  entertain  thofe  ftrong  defires 
That  triumph  o'er  me,  e'en  to  actual  fin  ; 
Yet  when  I  meet  again  thofe  forcerer's  eyes, 
Their  beams  my  hardeft  refolutions  thaw,    ' 
As  if  that  cakes  of  ice  and  July  met; 
And  her  fighs,  powerful  as  the  violent  North, 
Like  a  light  feather  twirl  me  round  about, 
And  leave  me  in  mine  own  low  flate  again. — 
Whatail'ft  thou ? Prithee,  weep  not! — Oh,  thofe tears? 
Jf  they  were  true,  and  rightly  fpent,  would  raife 
A  fiow'ry  fpring  i'  th*  midft  of  January  ; 
Celellial  minifters  with  chryftal  cups 
Would  ftoop  to  fave  'em  for  immortal  drink! 
But  from  this  paffion — Why  all  this  ? 

Malr.  D'you  afk? 

You're  marrying !  having  made  me  unfit 
For  any  man,  you  leave  me  fit  for  all : 
Porters  muft  be  my  burdens  now,  to  live; 
And  fitting  me  yourfelf  for  carts  and  beadles, 
You  leave  me  to  'em !  And  who,  of  all  the  world, 
But  the  virago,  your  great  arch-foe's  daughter? 
Put  on  (  I  care  not,  this  poor  rum  !  'Twill  breed 
An  excellent  comedy  •,  ha !  ha !  It  makes  me  laugh; 
I  cannot  chufe.     The  beft  is,  fome  report 
It  is  a  match  for  fear,  not  love,  o'  your  fide. 

Vit.  Why,  how  the  devil  knows  me  that  I  faw 
This  lady  ?  are  all  whores  piec'd  with  fome  witch  ? 
I  will  be  merry,— 'Faith,  'tis  true,  fweetheart, 

I  am 
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I  am  to  marry 

Malr.  Are  you  ?  You  bafe  lord ! 
By  Heav'n,  I'll  piftol  thee. 

Fit.  A  roaring  whore  ? — 

Take  heed  !  there's  a  correclion-houfe  hard  by. 
You  ha1  learn 'd  this  o'  your  fwordrnan,  that  I  warn'd 

you  of, 

Yo"r  fencers,  and  your  drunkards.     But  whereas 
You  upbraid  me  with  oaths,  why,  I  muft  tell  you 
I  ne'er  promis'd  you  marriage,  nor  have  vow'd, 
But  faid  I'd  love  you,  long  as  you  remain'd 
The  woman  I  expedled,  or  you  fwore : 
And  how  you've  fail'd  of  that,  fweetheart,  you  know. 
You  fain  would  Ihew  your  power;  bur,  fare  you  well ! 
I'll  keep  no  more  faith  with  an  infidel. 

Malr,  Nor  I  my  bofom  for  a  Turk.     D'ye  hear? 
Go !  and  the  devil  take  me,  if  ever 
I  fee  you  more  !  I  was  too  true. 

Vit.  Come  ;  pifh  ! 
That  devil  take  the  falfeft  of  us  tv/o  ! 

Malr.  Amen ! 

Vit.  You're  an  ill  clerk,  and  curfe  yourfelf : 
Madnefs  tranfports  you.     I  confefs,  1  drew  you 
Unto  my  will ;  but  you  muft  know  that  muft  not 
Make  me  dote  on  the  habit  of  my  fin : 
I  will,  to  fettle  you  to  your  content, 
.Be  mafter  of  my  word.     And  yet  he  lied, 
That  told  you  I  was  marrying,  but  in  thought : 
But  will  you  flave  me  to  your  tyranny 
So  cruelly,  I  fliall  not  dare  to  look 
Or  fpeak  to  other  women  ?  make  me  not 
Your  fmock's  monopoly.     Come,  let's  be  friends! 
Look,  here's  a  jewel  for  thee:  I  will  come    • 
At  night,   and 

Malr.  What  ?  I'faith  you  fliall  not,  Sir. 

Vit.  I* faith  and  troth,  and  verily,  but  I  will. 

Malr.  Half-drunk,  to  make  a  noife,  and  rail  ? 

/'//.  No,  no; 
Sober,  and  dieted  for  th'  nonce.     I'm  thine  ! 

I've 


THE    MARTIAL    MAID.    445 
I've  won  the  day. 

Malr.  The  night,  tho',  ftiall  be  mine.     [Exeunt. 

SCENE     IV. 

Enter  Clara  and  Bobadilla. 

Clara.  What  faid  he,  firrah  ? 

Bob.  Little,  or  nothing.     Faith,  I  faw  him  not, 
Nor  will  not :  He  doth  love  a-  ftrumpet,  miftrefs, 
Nay,  keeps  her  fpitefully,  under  the  conftable's  nofe: 
It  fnall  be  juftified  by  the  gentleman, 
Your  brother's  m'after,  that  is  now  within 
A-pra6Hfing.     There  are  your  letters  !  Come, 
You  ihall  not  caft  yourfelf  away,  while  I  live; 
Nor  will  I  venture  my  right-worfhipful  place 
In  fuch  a  bufinefs.     Here's  your  mother  (down  !) 
And  he  that  loves  you ;  another  'gates  fellow — I  wiflij 
If  you  had  any  grace 

Clara.  Well,  rogue! 

Rob.  I'll  in, 

To  fee  don  Lucio  manage  :  He  will  make 
A  pretty  piece  of  fielh,  I  promife  you  •, 
He  does  already  handle's  weapon  finely.  [Exit. 

Enter  Eugenia  and  Syavedra. 

Eug.  She  knows  your  love,  Sir,  and  the  full  al- 
lowance 

Her  father  and  myfelf  approve  it  with  •, 
And  I  muft  tell  you,  I  much  hope  it  hath 
Wrought  fome  impreflion  by  her  alteration : 
She  f.ghs,  and  fays  forjocth,  and  cries  beigb-ho  ! 
She'll  take  ill  words  o'  th'  fteward,  and  the  fervants, 
Yet  anfwer  affably,  and  mode^ly  j 
Things,  Sir,  not  ufual  with  her.     There  (he  is; 
Change  fome  few  words. 

Syav.  Mac  am,  I  am  bound  t'  you. 
How  now,  fair  miftrefs  ?  working? 

Ctara.  Yes,  forfooth; 

Learning 
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Learning  to  live  another  day. 

Syav.  That  needs  not.  , 

Clara.  No,  forfooth  ?  by  my  truly,  but  it  does ; 
We  know  not  what  we  may  come  to. 

Eug.  'Tis  ftrange ! 

Syav.  Come,  I've  begg'd  leave  for  you  to  play. 

Clara.  Forfooth, 
'Tis  ill  for  a  fair  lady  to  be  idle. 

Syav.  Sh'  had  better  be  well  bufied,  I  know  that. 
Turtle,  methinks  you  mourn ;  fhall  I  fit  by  you  ? 

Clara.  If  you  be  weary,  Sir,  y'  had  beft  be  gone ; 
I  work  not  a  true  flitch,  now  you're  my  mate. 

Syav.  If  I  be  fo,  I  mult  do  more  than  fide  you*6; 

Clara.  Ev'n  what  you  will,  but  tread  me. 

Syav.  Shall  we  bill  ? 

Clara.  Oh,  no,  forfooth.    , 

Syav.  Being  fo  fair,  my  Clara, 
Why  d'you  delight  in  black-work  ? 

Clara.  Oh,  white  Sir, 
The  fairefl  ladies  like  the  blacked  men : 
I  ever  lov'd  the  colour ;  all  black  things 
Are  leafl  fubject  to  change. 

Syav.  Why,  I  do  love 

A  black  thing  too  j  and  the  moft  beauteous  faces 
Have  oftneft  of  them ;  as  the  blackefl  eyes, 
Jet-arched  brows,  fuch  hair.     I'll  kifs  your  hand. 

Clara.  'Twill  hinder  me  my  work.  Sirs  and  my 

mother 
Will  chide  me  if  I  do  not  do  my  tafk. 

Syav.  Your  mother,  nor  your  father  fhall  chide.— 

You 

Might  have  a  prettier  tafk,  would  you  be  rul'd, 
And  look  with  open  eyes. 

Clara.  I  flare  unpn  you, 

And  broadly  fee  you  j  a  wondrous  proper  man  ! 
Yet  'twere  a  greater  tafk  for  me  to  love  you, 
Than  I  fhall  ever  work,  Sir,  in  fcven  year. 

ar>  1  mufl  do  more  then,  f.de  jou.]  We  fhouid  certainly  read, 

/  tnujl  da  more  THAU  Jide  you. 

Plague 
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Plague  o'  this  ftitching !  I  had  rather  feel 

Two,  than  fow  one. — This  rogue  has  given  me  a 

flitch 

Clean  crofs  my  heart.     Good  faith,  Sir,  I  Ihall  prick 
you ! 

Syav.  In  gooder  faith,  I  would  prick  you  again ! 

Clara.  Now  you  grow  troublefome !    Pilh,    the 
man's  foolifli ! 

Syav.  Pray  wear  thefe  trifles. 

Clara.  Neither  you,  nor  trifles : 
You  are  a  trifle  j  wear  yourfelf,  Sir,  out, 
And  here  no  more  trifle  the  time  away. 

Syav.  Come,  you're  deceiv'd  in  me  j  I  will  not 

wake, 
Nor  faft,  nor  die  for  you. 

Clara.  Goofe,  be  not  you  deceiv'd ! 
I  cannot  like,  nor  love,  nor  live  with  you, 
Nor  faft,  nor  watch,  nor  pray  for  you. 

Eug.  Her  old  fit ! 

Syav.  Sure,  this  is  not  the  way. Nay,   I  will 

break 
Your  melancholy 

Clara.  I  Ihall  break  your  pate  then. 
Away,  you  fanguine  fcabbard  ! 

Eug.  Out  upon  thee  ! 
Thou'lt  break  my  heart,  I'm  fure. 

Enter  Alvarez,  Piorato,  Lucio>  and  Boladilla. 

Syav.  She's  not  yet  tame. 

Ah.  On,  Sir !  put  home !   cr  I  Ihall  goad  you 

here 

With  this  old  fox  of  mine,  that  will  bite  better. 
Oh,  the  brave  age  is  gone !  In  my  young  days 
A  chevalier  would  ftock17  a  needle's  point 
Three  times  together  Iriait  i'th'hams;  or  ftjall  I 
Give  you  new  garters  ? 

Bob.  Faith,  old  matter,  there 

*7  Stock  a  needle  i  foiat.]  bewafd  wouivl  icad/r/jf/  for  Jlttk;  and 


450  L  O  V  E'S     CURE;    OR, 

You  are  to  execute  upon  occafion, 
You  fufficiently  know,  and  therefore  I 
Abbreviate  my  lecture. 

Met.  We 
Are  wife  enough,  and  warm  enough. 

Mend.  Vice  this  night 
Shall  be  apprehended  ! 

Pc.ch.  The  terror  of  rug-gowns 
Shall  be  known,  and  our  bills  difcharge  u* 
Of  after- reckonings. 

Laz.  I  will  do  any  thing, 
So  I  may  eat ! 

Pack.  Lazarillo,  we  will  fpend  no  more  ; 
Now  we  are  grown  worfe,  we  will  live  better;  let  us 
Follow  our  calling  faithfully. 

Alg.  Away  then ! 
The  commonwealth  is  our  miftrefs;  and  who  would 

ferve 
A  common  miftrefs,  but  to  gain  by  her  ?     \Exeunt. 


A  C  T      IV.        SCENE       I. 

Enter  Fitelli>   Lamoral,  Genevora,  Anaftro>  and  two 

'pages  with  lights. 

Lam.'Jf  Pray  you  fee  the  mafque,  my  lord. 
J[       Ana.  'Tis  early  night  yet. 

Gen.  Oh,  if  it  be  fo  late,  take  me  along  ; 
I  would  not  give  advantage  to  ill  tongues 
To  tax  mv  being  here,  without  your  prefence 
To  be  !iiv  warrant. 

Vit.  You  might  fpare  this,  filler, 
Knowing  with  whom  I  leave  you;  one  that  is, 
By  your  allowance,  and  his  choice,  your  fervant, 
And,  may  my  couniei  and  perfuafion  work  it, 
Your  hufband  fprcuiiy.— For  your  entertainment 
My  thanks!  1  will  not  rob  you  of  the  means 
To  do  your  miitrcls  fome  acceptable  fervice, 
In  w-iitingon  her  to  my  houfe. 

Gen. 
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Gen.  My  lord 

Vit.  As  you  rcfpect  me,  without  further  trouble 
Retire,  and  tafte  thofe  pleafures  prepar'd  for  you, 
And  leave  me  to  my  own  ways. 

Lam.  When  you  pleafe,  Sir.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     II. 

Enter  Malroda  and  Alguazier. 

Malr.  You'll  leave  my  chamber? 

Alg.  Let  us  but  bill  once, 
My  dove,  my  fparrow,  and  I,  with  my  office, 
Will  be  thy  flaves  for  ever. 

Malr.  Are  you  fo  hot  ? 

Alg.  But  tafte  the  difference  of  a  man  in  place: 
You'll  find  that,  when  authority  pricks  him  forward, 
Your  don,  nor  yet  your  Diego,  comes  not  near  him, 
7'o  do  a  lady  right !   No  men  pay  dearer 
For  their  ftol'n  fweetsthan  we;  three  minutes'  trading 
Affords  to  any  finner  a  protection, 
For  three  years  after  j  think  on  that.     I  burn  ! 
But  one  drop  of  your  bounty 

Malr.  Hence,  you  rogue  ! 
Am  I  fit  for  you  ?  is't  not  grace  fufficient 
To  have  your  ftaffa  bolt  to  bar  the  door 
Where  a  don  enters,  but  that  you'll  prclume 
To  be  his  taller  ? 

Alg.  Is  no  more  refpect 
Due  to  this  rod  of  juftice  ? 

Malr.  Do  you  difpute  ? 

Good  doctor  of  the  dungeon,  not  a  word  more  ! 
Pox  !  if  you  do,  my  lord  Vitelli  knows  it. 

Alg.  Why,  I  am  big  enough  to  anfwer  him, 
Or  any  man. 

Malr.  'Tis  well  ! 

Vit.  [within.']  Malroda ! 

Alg.  How? 

Malr.  You  know  the  voice;  and  now  crouch  like,  a 
cur 

F  f  a  tVcn 
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Ta'en  worrying  fheep :  I  now  could  have  you  gelded 
For  a  bawd  rampant  •,  but,  on  this  fubmiflion, 
For  once  I  fpare  you. 

Alg.  I  will  be  reveng'd  !  — 
My  honourable  lord. 

Enter  Viielli. 

Vit.  There's  for  thy  care. 

Alg.  I'm  mad,  ftark  mad  !  Proud  Pagan  !  jfcorn  her 
hoft? 

Enter  Piorato  and  Claray  above. 
I  would  I  were  but  valiant  enough  to  kick  her  ! 
I'd  wilh  no  manhood  elfe. 

Malr.  What's  that  ? 

Alg.  I'm  gone.  [Exit. 

Pio.  You  fee  I've  kept  my  word. 

Clara.  But  in  this  object 
Hardly  deferv'd  my  thanks. 

Pia.  Is  there  aught  elfe 
You  will  command  me  ? 

Clapa.  Only  your  fword, 

Which  I  rnuft  have.  .  Nay,  willingly  !  I  yet  know 
To  force  it,  and  to  ufc  it. 

Pio.  'Tis  yours,  lady. 

Clara.  \  aik  no  other  guard. 

Pio.  If  fo,  I  leave  you. 

And  now,  if  that  the  conftable  keep  his  word, 
A  poorer  man  may  chance  to  gull  a  lord.  [Exit. 

Malr.  By  this  good  kiis,  you  fhall  not. 

Vit.  By  this  kits, 

I  rmift,  and  will,  Malroda  !  What,  d*  you  make 
A  ftranger  of  me  ? 

Malr^  I'll  be  fo  to  you, 
And  you  (hall  find  it. 

/  7/.  Thefe  are  your  old  arts> 
T'  endear  the  game  you  know  I  come  to  hunt  for  ; 
Which  I  have  borne  too  coldly. 

Malr.  Do  fo  ftill  ! 
For  if  I  heat  you,  hang  me ! 

Vit. 
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Vit.  If  you  do  not, 
I  know  who'll  (larve  for't.     Why,  thou  fhame  of 

women, 

Whofe  folly  or  whofe  impudence  is  greater 
Is  doubtful  to  determine!  this  to  me, 
That  know  thee  for  a  whore  ? 

Malr.  And  made  me  one ; 
Remember  that ! 

Vit.  ^Vhy,  Ihould  I  but  prow  wife, 
And  tie  that  bounty  up,  which  nor  difcretion 
Nor  honour  can  give  way  to,  thou  wouldll  be 
A  bawd  ere  twenty  ;  and,  within  a  month, 
A  barefoot,  lowfy,  and  difeafed  whore, 
And  fhift  thy  lodgings  oftner  than  a  rogue 
That's  whipt  from  poll  to  poll. 

Malr.  Pirn. !  all  our  college 
Know  you  can  rail  well  in  this  kind. 

Clara.  'Fore  me, 
He  never  fpake  fo  well ! 

Vit.  I  have  maintain'd  thee 
The  envy,  of  great  fortunes  ;  made  thee  mine 
As  if  thy  name  were  glorious  ;  ftuck  thee  full 
Of  jewels,  as  the  firmament  of  itars  ; 
And  in  it  made  thee  fo  remarkable, 
That  it  grew  questionable  whether  Virtue  poor, 
Or  Vice  fo  let  forth  as  it  is  in  thee, 
Were  ev'n  by  Modefty's  felf  to  be  prefcrr'd: 
And  am  I  thus  repaid  ? 

Malr.  You're  itill  my  debtor ! 
Can  this,  tho*  true,  be  weigh'd  with  my  loft  honour, 
Much  lefs  my  faith  ?  I  have  liv'd  private  to  you, 
And  but  for  you  had  ne'er  known  what  luft  was, 
Nor  what  the  forrow  for't. 

Vit.  Tisfalfe! 

Malr.  'Tis  true  ! 

But  how  return'd  by  you  ?  thy  whole  life  being 
But  one  continued  act  of  lull,  and  Ihipwreck 
Of  womens'  chaftities. 

Vit.  But  that  1  know 

F  f  3  That 
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That  {he  that  dares  be  damn'd  dares  any  thing, 

I  mould  admire  thy  tempting  me;  but  prefume  not 

O*  th'  power  you  think  you  hold  o'er  my  affections ; 

It  will  deceive  you  !    Yield,  and  preicntly, 

Or  by  the  inflamed  blood,  which  thou  muft  quench, 

Til  make  a  forcible  entry. 

Malr.  Touch  me  not ! 

You  know  I  have  a  throat :  By  Heaven,  if  you  do, 
J  will  cry  out  a  rape,  or  {heath  this  here, 
Ere  I'll  be  kept,  and  us'd  for  julip- water, 
T*  allay  the  heat  which  lufcious  meats  and  wine, 
And  not  defire,  hath  rais'd. 

Pit.   A  dcfp'rate  devil ! 

My  blood  commands  my  reafon  -,  I  muft  take 
Some  milder  way. 

Malr.  I  hope,  dear  don,  I  fit  you  : 
The  night  is  mine,  altho*  the  day  was  yours ! 
You  are  not  fafting  now.     This  fpeeding  trick 
(Which  1  would  as  a  principle  leave  to  ail 
That  make  their  maintenance  out  of  their  own  Indies, 
As  I  do  now)  my  good  old  mother  taught  me  : 
Daughter,  quoth  {he,  conteft  not  with  your  lover, 
His  ftomach  being  empty  ;  let  wine  heat  him, 
And  then  you  may  command  him  :  'Tis  a  fure  one  ! 
His  looks  fhew  he  is  coming. 

Vit.  Come,  this  needs  not, 
Efpecially  to  me :  You  know  how  dear 
I  ever  have  efleem'd  you 

Clara,   Loft  again  ! 

Fit.  That  any  iigh  **  of  yours  hath  power  to  change 
My  ftrongeft  resolution  ;  and  one  tear 
Sufficient  to  command  a  pardon  from  me, 
For  any  wrong  from  you,  which  all  mankind  mould 
Should  kneel  in  vain  for. 

Malr.  Pray  you  pardon  thofe 
That  need  your  favour,  or  defire  it. 

Vit.  Prithee 
Be  better  tempered :  F 11  pay,  as  a  forfeit 

?8  Tha(  anj  ligftt  qf  y&^r/.]  Amended  trom  Svmpfon's  conjedlure. 

For 
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For  my  rafh  anger,  this  purfe  fill'd  with  gold. 
Thou  malt  have  fervants,  gowns,  attires  ;  what  not? 
Only  continue  mine. 

Malr.  'Twas  this  I  fifh'd  for. 

Vit.  Look  on  me,  and  receive  it. 

Malr.  Well,  you  know 
My  gentle  nature,  and  take  pride  t*  abufe  it. 
You  fee  a  trifle  pleafes  me  :  We*re  friends  ; 
This  kifs,  and  this,  confirms  it. 

Clara.  With  my  ruin  ! 

Malr,  I'll  have  this  diamond,  and  this  pearl. 

Vit.  They're  yours. 

Malr.  But  will  you  not,  when  you  have  what  you 

came  for, 

Take  them  from  me  tomorrow  ?  'Tis  a  fafhion 
Your  lords  of  late  have  us'd. 

Vit.  But  I'll  not  follow. 

Clara.  That  any  man  at  fuch  a  rate  as  this 
Should  pay  for  his  repentance  !    . 

Vit.   Shall  we  to-bed  now  ? 

Malr.  Inftantly,lwret.    Yet,  now  I  think  on't  better. 
There's  fomething  firft  that  in  a  word  or  two 
I  muft  acquaint  you  with. 

Clara.  Can  I  cry  aim*9 

To  this,  againft  myieif  ?  I'll  break  this  march, 
Or  make  it  ftronger  with  my  blood  !  [Defcends. 

Enter  Alguazier,  Piorafo,  Pachteco>  Meialdi,  Mendoza, 


dig.  I'm  yours  ! 

A  don's  not  privileg'd  here  more  than  yourfelf  : 
Win  her,  and  wear  her. 

Pio.  Have  you  a  prieft  ready  r 

Alg.  I  have  him  for  thee,  lad.  —  And  when  \  have 
Married  this  Icornful  whore  to  this  poor  gallant, 
She  will  make  fuit  to  me  :  There  is  a  trick 
To  bring  a  high-pric'd  wench  upon  her  knees. 
For  you,  my  fine  neat  harpies,  ftretch  your  talons, 

if)  Can  I  cry  ayme.]  See  note  7  1  on  the  Fu!fe  One. 
F  f  4 
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That  {he  that  dares  be  damn'd  dares  any  thing, 

I  mould  admire  thy  tempting  me;  but  prefume  not 

O'  th'  power  you  think  you  hold  o'er  my  affections ; 

It  will  deceive  you  !   Yield,  and  presently, 

Or  by  the  inflamed  blood,  which  thou  mud  quench, 

I'll  make  a  forcible  entry. 

Malr.  Touch  me  not ! 

You  know  I  have  a  throat :  By  Heaven,  if  you  do, 
J  will  cry  out  a  rape,  or  fheath  this  here, 
Ere  I'll  be  kept,  and  us'd  for  julip- water, 
T*  allay  the  heat  which  lufcious  meats  and  wine, 
And  not  defire,  hath  rais'd. 

Vit.   A  dcfp'rate  devil ! 

My  blood  commands  my  reafon  -,  I  muft  take 
Some  milder  way. 

Malr.  I  hope,  dear  don,  I  fit  you  : 
The  night  is  mine,  altho'  the  day  was  yours  ! 
You  are  not  fading  now.     This  fpeeding  trick 
(Which  1  would  as  a  principle  leave  to  ail 
That  make  their  maintenance  out  of  their  own  Indies, 
As  I  do  now)  my  good  old  mother  taught  me  : 
Daughter,  quoth  me,  conteft  not  with  your  lover, 
His  ftomach  being  empty  •,  let  wine  heat  him, 
And  then  you  may  command  him  :  'Tis  a  fare  one  ! 
His  looks  (hew  he  is  coming. 

Vit.  Come,  this  needs  not, 
Efpecially  to  me:   You  know  how  dear 
I  ever  have  efteem'd  you 

Clara,  Loft  again  ! 

Vit.  That  any  iigh 1S  of  yours  hath  power  to  change 
My  ftrongeft  resolution  -,  and  one  tear 
Sufficient  to  command  a  pardon  from  me, 
For  any  wrong  from  you,  which  all  mankind  mould 
Should  kneel  in  vain  for. 

Malr.  Pray  you  pardon  thofe 
That  need  your  favour,  or  defire  it. 

Vit.  Prithee 
Be  better  temper'd :  I'll  pay,  as  a  forfeit 

*3  lhaf  anj  iigo;  v/ jwrs.]  Amended  from  Synipfsn's  corje£lure. 

For 
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For  my  ram  anger,  this  purfe  fill'd  with  gold. 
Thou  flialt  have  fervants,  gowns,  attires  j  what  not  ? 
Only  continue  mine. 

Malr.  'Twas  this  I  fifli'd  for. 

Vit.  Look  on  me,  and  receive  it. 

Malr.  Well,  you  know 
My  gentle  nature,  and  take  pride  t'  abufe  it. 
You  fee  a  trifle  pleafes  me  :  We*re  friends  •, 
This  kifs,  and  this,  confirms  it. 

Clara.  With  my  ruin  ! 

Malr.  I'll  have  this  diamond,  and  this  pearl. 

Vit.  They're  yours. 

Malr.  But  will  you  not,  when  you  have  what  you 

came  for, 

Take  them  from  me  tomorrow  ?  'Tis  a  falhion 
Your  lords  of  late  have  us'd. 

Vit.  But  I'll  not  follow. 

Clara.  That  any  man  at  fuch  a  rate  as  this 
Should  pay  for  his  repentance  ! 

Vit.  Shall  we  to-bed  now  ? 

Malr.  Inftantly,fweet.    Yet,  now  I  think  on't  better. 
There's  fomething  firft  that  in  a  word  or  two 
I  muft  acquaint  you  with. 

Clara.  Can  I  cry  aim*9 

To  this,  againft  myielf  ?  I'll  break  this  march, 
Or  make  it  itronger  with  my  blood  I  \Defcemls. 

Enter  Alguazier,  Piorato,  Pachic'cot  Metaldi, 


dig.  I'm  yours  ! 

A  don's  not  privileged  here  more  than  yourfelf  : 
Win  her,  and  wear  her. 

Pio.  Have  you  a  prieft  ready  ? 

Alg.  I  have  him  for  thee,  lad.  —  And  when  \  havt 
Married  this  Icornful  whore  to  this  poor  gallant, 
She  will  make  fuit  to  me  :  There  is  a  trick 
To  bring  a  high-pric'd  wench  upon  her  knees. 
For  you,  my  fine  neat  harpies,  ftretch  your  talons, 

Z9  Can  lay  ayme.l  See  note  71  on  the  Kiife  One. 
Ff4 
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And  prove  yourfclves  true  night-birds. 

Pacb.  Take  my  word 
For  me  and  all  the  reft. 

Laz.  If  there  be  meat 
Or  any  banquet  ftirring,  you  fliall  fee 
How  I'll  bellow  myfelf. 

dig.  When  they  are  drawn, 
Rufh  in  upon  'em  ;  all's  fair  prize  you  light  on. 
1  muft  away  :   Your  officer  may  give  way 
To  th'  ksiav'ry  of  his  watch,  but  muft  not  fee  it. 
You  all  know  where  to  find  me.  {Exit. 

Met.  There  look  for  us. 

Vit.  Who's  that  ? 

Malr.  My  Piorato  ?  Welcome,  welcome  ! 
Faith,  had  you  not  come  when  you  did,  my  lord 
Had  done  I  know  not  what  to  me. 

Vit.  I'm  gull'd  ! 

Firft  cheated  of  my  jewels,  and  then  laugh'd  at ! 
Sirrah,  what  makes  you  here  ? 

Pio.  A  butinefs  brings  me, 
More  lawful  than  your  own. 

Vit.  How's  that,  you  {lave  ? 

Malr.  He's  fuch,  that  would  continue  her  a  whore, 
\Vliorn  he  would  make  a  wife  of! 

Vit.  I'll  tread  upon 
The  face,  you  dote  on,  ftrumpet  ! 
Enter  Clara. 

Pacb.  Keep  the  peace  there  ! 

Vit.  A  plot  upon  my  life  too  ? 

Met.  Down  with  him  ! 

Clara.  Shew  your  old  valour,  and  learn  from  a 

woman! 

One  eagle  has  a  world  of  odds  againft 
A  flight  of  daws,  as  thefe  are. 

Pio.  Get  you  off-, 
Fll  follow  inftantly. 

Pacb.  Run  for  more  help  there  ! 

{Exeunt  all  but  Vit.  and  Clara. 

Vit,  Lofs  of  my  gold,  and  jewels,  and  the  v/cnch  too, 

Afflids 
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Afflicts  me  not  fo  much  as  the  having  Clara 
The  witnefs  of  my  weaknefs. 

Clara.  He  turns  from  me  ! 
And  yet  I  may  urge  merits  fince  his  life 
Is  made  my  fecond  gift. 

Vit.  May  I  ne'er  profper 
If  I  know  how  to  thank  her ! 

Clara.  Sir,  your  pardon 
For  preffing  thus,  beyond  a  virgin's  bounds, 
Upon  your  privacies  ;  and  let  my  being 
Like  to  a  man,  as  you  are,  be  th*  excufe 
Of  my  foliciting  that  from  you,  which  fhall  not 
Be  granted  on  my  part,  altho'  defir'd 
By  any  other.     Sir,  you  underftand  me  j 
And  'twould  fhew  nobiy  in  you,  to  prevent 
From  me  a  further  boldnefs,  which  I  muft 
Proceed  in,  if  you  prove  not  merciful, 
Tho'  with  my  lofs  of  blufhes  and  good  name. 

Vit.  Madam,  I  know  your  will,  and  would  be 

thankful, 

If  it  were  poflible  I  could  affect 
The  daughter  of  an  enemy. 

Clara.  That  fair  falfe  one, 

Whom  with  fond  dotage  you  have  long  purfued, 
Had  fuch  a  father ;  fhe  to  whom  you  pay 
Dearer  for  your  difhonour,  than  all  titles 
Ambitions  men  hunt  for  are  worth. 

Vit.  'Tis  truth. 

Clara.  Yet,  with  her,  as  a  friend,  you  ftill  exchange 
Health  for  difeafes,  and,  to  your  difgrace, 
Nourifh  the  rivals  to  your  prcfent  pleafures, 
At  your  own  charge ;  us'd  as  a  property 
To  give  a  fafe  protection  to  her  lull, 
Yet  fhare  in  nothing  but  the  fhame  of  it. 

Vit.  Grant  all  this  fo,  to  take  you  for  a  wife 
Were  greater  hazard ;  for  fhould  I  ofFend  you 
(As  'tis  not  eafy  ftill  to  pleafe  a  woman) 
You're  of  fo  great  a  fpirit,  that  I  muft  learn 
TO  wear  your  petticoat,  for  you  will  have 

My 


458  L  O  V  E'S     C  U  R  E;    O.R, 

My  breeches  from  me. 

Clara.  Rather  from  thfs  hour 
I  here  abjure  all  actions  of  a  man, 
And  will  efteem  it  happinefs  from  you 
To  fufrer  like  a  woman.     Love,  true  love, 
Hath  made  a  fearch  within  me,  and  expell'd 
All  but  my  natural  foftnefs,  and  made  perfeft 
That  which  my  parents'  care  could  not  begin. 
I  will  fhew  ftrength  in  nothing,  but  my  duty 
And  glad  def.re  to  pleafe  you,  and  in  that 
Grow  every  day  more  able. 

Vit.  Could  this  be, 

What  a  brave  race  might  I  beget !  I  find 
A  kind  of  yielding ;  and  no  reafon  why 
I  fliould  hold  longer  out :  She's  young,  and  fair, 
And  chafte,  for  fure ;  but  with  her  leave,  the  devil 
Durft  not  attempt  her.     Madam,  tho'  you  have 
A  foldier's  arm,  your  lips  appear  as  if 
They  were  a  lady's. 

Clara.  They  dare,  Sir,  from  you 
Endure  the  trial. 

Vit.  Ha  !  once  more,  I  pray  you  ! 
The  befl  I  ever  tailed  j  and  'tis  faid 
I  have  prov'd  many.     'Tis  not  fafe,  I  fear, 
To  afk  the  reft  now.     Well,  I  will  leave  whoring, 
And  luck    herein  fend    me   with  her ! — Worthieft 

lady, 

I'll  wait  upon  you  home,  and  by  the  way 
(If  e'er  I  marry,  as  I'll  not  forfwear  it) 
Tell  you,  you  are  my  wife. 

Clara.  Which  if  you  do, 
From  me,  all  mankind  women  learn  to  wooe 3o ! 

[Exeunt. 
S  C  E  N  E 

3°  "Mankind  women. ~\  In  Shakefpeare's  Coriolanus,  Sicinius  aflcs 
Vo!um;iKi,  '  A»e  you  mankind?'1  On  which  Dr.  Johnfon  remarks, 
that  •'  A  mankind  woman  is  a  woman  with  the  roughnefs  of  a  man, 

and,  in  an  aggravated  fenle,  a  woman  ferocious,  violent,  and  eager 
fd  blood.'  Mr.  Upton  fays,  mankind  means  wicked,  and 


•  to   (he-d 

gives  the  following  examples ; 


See, 
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Enter  Alguazler^    Pachieco,  Metaldi,   Mendozay  and 
Lazarilh. 

Alg.  A  cloak  ?  Good  purchafe  !  And  rich  hangers  ? 

well  ! 
We'll  fliare  ten  piftolets  a-man. 

Lax.  Yet  ftill 

I'm  monftrous  hungry !   Could  you  not  deduct 
So  much  out  of  the  grofs  fum,  as  would  purchafe 
Eight  loins  of  veal,  and  fome  two  dozen  of  capons? 

Pack.  Oh,  ftrange  proportion  for  five  ! 

Laz.  For  five  ?  I  have 
A  legion  in  my  ftomach,  that  have  kept 
Perpetual  faft  thefe  ten  years :  For  the  capons, 
They  are  to  me  but  as  fo  many  black-birds. 
May  I  but  eat  once,  and  be  fatisfied, 
Let  the  fates  call  me,  when  my  fliip  is  fraught, 
And  I  lhall  hang  in  peace. 

Alg.  Steal  well  to-night, 

And  thon  flialt  feed  to-morrow.     So !  now  you  arc 
Yourfelves  again,  I'll  raife  another  watch 
To  free  you  from  fufpicion :  Set  on  any 
You  meet  with  boldly ;  I'll  not  be  far  off, 
T'  afiift  you,  and  prated  you.  [Exit. 

Met.  Oh,  brave  officer ! 

'  See,  fee,  this  mankindi  iirumpec,  fee  (he  cridc) 

«  This  ftiamelefle  whore.'  Fairfax's  Taffo,  xx.  <?,. 

'  Out !  a  mankind  witch  I'  Winter's  Talc,  aft  ir. 

Morofc,  being  mierrupred  by  the  intruiion  and  noife  of  men  and 
\vomen,  cries  out, 

'  O   mankind  generation  !' 
And  Mr.  Steevens  adds  the  following  from  Ben  Jonfon: 

'  Pallas,  nor  thee  f  cnll  on,  «MwbW nttki.' 

See  Upton's  Remarks  on  Ben   Jomon,  p.  92,    and  Johnfon  and 
Strcvens's  Shifkefpeare,  vol.  vii.  p.  393. 

Af««*/W,  applied  ro  women,  bo:h  here  and  in  Ben  Jonton, 
(jgnifie-;  mafdtiint. 
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Enter  Alvarez,  Lucio,  and  Bobadilla-. 

Pach,  'Would  every  ward  had  one  but  fo  well  given, 
And  we  would  watch,  for  rug,  in  gowns  of  velvet! 

Mend.  Stand  clofe ;  a  prize  ! 

Met.  Sattin,  and  gold  lace,  lads ! 

Ali\  Why  doft  thou  hang  upon  me  ? 

Lucio.  'Tis  fo  dark 

I  dare  not  fee  my  way;  for  Heav'n  fake,  father, 
Let  us  go  home  ! 

Bob.  No,  even  here  we'll  leave  you.— 
Let's  run  away  from  him,  my  lord. 

Lucio.  Oh,  'las ! 

Ah.  Th'  haft  made  me  mad,  and  I  will  beat  thee 

dead,  ^ 

Then  bray  thee  in  a  mortar,  and  new-mold  thee, 
But  I  will  alter  thee. 

Bob.  'Twill  never  be  : 

He  has  been  three  days  pracYifing  to  drink, 
Yet  ftill  he  fips  like  to  a  waiting-woman, 
And  looks  as  he  were  murd'ring  of  a  fart 
Among  wild  Irifli  fwaggerers. 

Lucio.  I  have  ftill 
Your  good  v/ord,  Zancho.     Father 

Alv.  Miik-fop,  coward  ! 

No  houfe  of  mine  receives  thee;  I  difclaim  thee; 
Thy  mother  on  her  knees  fliall  not  entreat  me 
Hereafter  ro  acknowledge  thee  ! 

I.V.C;G*  Pray  you  fpeak  for  me  ! 

I  vouki,  but.  now  I  cannot  with  mine  honour. 

/d-~~.  There's  only  one  cpurfc  left,  that  may  redeem 

thee, 

Which  is,  to  itrike  the  next  man  that  you  meet; 
And  if  we  chance  to  birht  upon  a  woman, 
Take  her  away,  and  ufc  her  like  a  man, 
Or  I  will,  cut  thy  hamftrings. 

PC<I:.  I'iiis  niakes  for  us. 

y/7r.  V\'nat  (!«)l"t.  thru  do  now  ? 

l^L.o,  Sir.  I'm  faying  my  prayers  j 

For 
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For  being  to  undertake  what  you  would  have  me> 
I  know  I  cannot  live. 

Enter  Lam  oral,  Gencvora,   Anajlro,   and  Pages  with 
lights. 

Lam.  Madam,  I  fear 
You'll  wiih  y'  had  us'd  your  coach  ;  your  brother's 

houfe 
Is  yet  far  off. 

Gen.  The  better,  Sir ;  this  walk 
Will  help  digeftion  after  your  great  fupper, 
Of  which  I  have  fed  largely. 

Alv.  To  your  talk ! 
Or  elfe  you  know  what  follows. 

Lucia.  I  am  dying : 

Now,  Lord  have  mercy  on  me ! — By  your  favour, 
Sir,  I  muft  ftrike  you. 

Lam.  For  what  caufe  ? 

Lucio.  I  know  not. 

And  I  muft  likewife  talk  with  that  young  lady, 
An  hour  in  private. 

Lam.  What  you  muft,  is  doubtful ; 
But  I  am  certain,  Sir,  I  muft  beat  you. 

Ludo.  Help,  help ! 

Alv.  Not  ftrike  again  ? 

Lam.  How  !  Alvarez  ? 

Ana.  This  for  my  lord  Vitelli's  love  ! 

Pc.ch.  Break  out  -, 

And,  like  true  thieves,  make  prey  on  either  fide, 
But  feem  to  help  the  ftronger  ''. 

Bob.  Oh,  my  lord ! 
They've  beat  him  on  his  knees. 

Ludo.  Tho'  I  want  courage, 
I  yet  have  a  fon's  duty  in  me,  and 
Compaffion  of  a  father's  danger  j  that, 
That  wholly  now  poflefTes  me. 

Jh.  Lucio,  

»'   But  ftem  la  help  the  ftranger]     Corrected  from  Sympfon'j 
conjeftuie. 

This 
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This  is  beyond  my  hope. 

Met.  So !  Lazarillo, 
Take  up  all,  boy  !  Well  done  ! 

Pach.  And  now  fteal  off 
Clofely  and  cunningly. 

Ana.  How !  have  I  found  you  ? 
Why,  gentlemen,  are  you  mad,  to  make  yourfelves 
A  prey  to  rogues  ? 

Lam.  'Would  we  were  off! 

Bob.  Thieves,  thieves ! 

Lam.  Defer  our  own  contention,  and  down  with 
them. 

Lucio.  I'll  make  you  fure  ! 

Bob.  Now  he  plays  the  devil. 

Gen.  This  place  is  not  for  me.  [Exit. 

Lucio.  I'll  follow  her : 
Half  of  my  penance  is  paft  o'er.  [Exit. 

Enter  Alguaziery  Affiflant^  and  other  ivatches. 

Alg.  What  noife, 

What  tumult's   there  ?   Keep   the  king's  peace,   I 
charge  you. 

Pack.  I'm  glad  he's  come  yet. 

Ah.  Oh,  you  keep  good  guard 
Upon  the  city,  when  men  of  our  rank 
Are  fet  upon  in  the  flreets. 

Lam.  The  Afiiflant 
Shall  hear  on't,  be  aflwr'd. 

Ana.  And  if  he  be 

That  careful  governor  he  is  reported, 
You  will  fir, art  for  it. 

Alg.  Patience,  good  fignors  \ 
Let  me  furvey  the  rafcals.     Oh,  I  know  them, 
And  thank  you  for  them :  They  are  pilf 'ring  rogues 
Of  Andaluzia,  that  have  perus'd 
Ail  prilbns  in  Caftile.     I  dare  not  truft 
The  dungeon  with  themj  no>  I'll  have  them  home 
To  my  own  houfe. 

We'd  rather  go  to  prifon. 
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ALg.  Had  you  ib,  dog-bolts  ?  yes,  I  know  you  had! 
You  there  would  ufe  your  cunning  fingers  on 
The  fimple  locks,  you  would;  but  I'll  prevent  you. 

Lam.  My  miftrefs  loft  ?  good  night !  [Exit. 

Bob.  Your  fon's  gone  too; 
What  fhould  become  of  him  ? 

Ako.  Come  of  him  what  will, 
Now  he  dares  fight,  I  care  not:   I'll  to  bed. 
Look  to  your  pnibners,  Alguazier.    [Exit  with  Bob. 

ALg.  All's  clear'd. 

Droop  not  for  one  difafter ;  let  us  hug, 
And  triumph  in  our  knav'ries. 

AJ/ift.  This  confirms 
What  was  reported  of  him. 

Met.  'Twas  done  bravely  ! 

Alg.  I  muft  a  little  glory  in  the  means 
We  officers  have  to  play  the  knaves,  and  fafely : 
How  we  break  thro'  the  toils  pitch'd  by  the  law, 
Yet  hang  up  them  that  are  far  lefs  delinquents  ! 
A  fimple  fliopkeeper's  carted  for  a  bawd, 
For  lodging,  tho' unwittingly,  a  fmock-gamefter ; 
Where,  with  rewards,  and  credit,  I  have  kept 
Malroda  in  my  houfe,  as  in  a  cloiiter, 
Without  taint  or  fufpicion. 

Pacb.  But  fuppofe 
The  governor  mould  know  it  ? 

Alg.  He  ?  Good  gentleman, 
Let  him  perplex  himfelf  with  prying  into 
The  mealures  in  the  market,  and  th'  abules 
The  day  (lands  guilty  of :  The  pillage  of 
The  night  is  only  mine,  mine  own  fee-fimple, 
Which  you  (hall  hold  from  me,  tenants  at  wilJ, 
And  pay  no  rent  for't. 

Pacb.  Admirable  landlord ! 

Alg.  Now  we'll  go  fearch  the  taverns,  commit  fuch 
As  we  find  drinking,  and  be  drunk  ourlelves 
With  what  we  take  from  them.    Thefc  filly  wretches, 
Whom  I  for  form-fake  only  have  brought  hither, 
Shall  watch  without^  and  guard  us. 
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A/ijt.  And  we  will 

See  you  fafe  lodg'd,  moft  worthy  Alguazier, 
With  all  of  you,  his  comrades. 

Met.  'Tis  the  governor. 

Alg.  We  are  betray 'd. 

Ajjift.  My  guard  there  ! — Bind  them  fail. 

Enter  Guard. 

How  men  in  high  place  and  authority 
Are  in  their  lives  and  eftimations  wrong'd 
By  their  fubord'nate  minifters  !   yet  fuch 
They  cannot  but  employ;  wrong'd  Juftice  rinding 
Scarce  one  true  fervant  in  ten  officers. 
T'expoftulate  with  you,  were  but  to  delay 
Your  crimes'  due  punifhment,which  (hall  tall  upon  you 
So  fpeedily,  and  feverely,  that  it  fhall 
Fright  others  by  th'  example ;  and  confirm, 
However  corrupt  officers  may  difgrace 
Themfcivt-s,  'tis  not  in  them  to  wrong  their  place. 
Bring  them  away. 

Alg.   We'll  fuffer  noble  yet, 
And  like  to  Spanifn  gallants. 

Pacb.   And  we'll  hang  fo. 

Laz.  I  have  no  ftomach  to't ;  but  I'll  endeavour. 

[Exeunt, 
SCENE     IV. 

Enter  Lucio  and  Genevora. 
Gen.  Nay,  you  are  rude  !  pray  you  forbear !  you 

offer  now 

More  than  the  breeding  of  a  gentleman 
Can  give  you  warrant  for. 

Lucio.  'Tis  but  to  kifs  you; 
And  think  not  I'll  receive  that  for  a  favour 
Which  was  enjoin'd  me  for  a  penance,  lady. 

Gen.  You've  met  a  gentle  confeflbr  ;  and,  for  once, 
(So  then  you  will  reft  Satisfied)  I  vouchsafe  it. 

Lucio.  Reft  fatisfied  with  a  kifs  ?  Why,  can  a  man 
Ddirc  more  from  a  woman  ?  is  there  any 

Pleafure 


THE   MARTIAL  MAID.        465 

Pleafure  beyond  it  ?  may  I  never  live 
If  I  know  what  it  is ! 

Gen.  Sweet  innocence ! 

Lucio.  What  ftrange  new  motions  do  I  feel ! — My 

veins 

Burn  with  an  unknown  fire  ;  in  ev'ry  part 
I  fuffer  alteration  ;  I  am  poifon'd, 
Yet  languifh  with  defire  again  to  tafte  it, 
So  fweetly  it  works  on  me. 

Gen.  I  ne'er  faw 
A  lovely  man,  'till  now. 

Lucio.  How  can  this  be  ? 
She  is  a  woman,  as  my  mother  is, 
And  her  I  have  kifs'd  often,  and  brought  off 
My  lips  unfcorch'd  :  Yours  are  more  lovely,  lady, 
And  fa  fhould  be  lefs  hurtful.     Pray  you  vouchfafe 
Your  hand,  to  quench  the  heat  ta'en  from  your  lip! 
Perhaps  that  may  reftorc  me. 

Gen.  Willingly. 

Lucio.  The fiameencreafes!  Iftotouchyou  burn  thus, 
What  would  more  ftri<5t  embraces  do  ?  I  know  not : 
And  yet,  methinks,  to  die  ib  were  to  afccnd 
To  Heaven,  thro'  Paradife. 

Gen.  I'm  wounded  too ; 
Tho'  modefty  forbids  that  I  Ihould  fpeak 
What  ignorance  makes  him  bold  in. — Why  d'  you  fix 
Your  eyes  fo  ftrongly  on  me  ? 

Lucio.  Pray  you  ftand  ftill  ! 
There's  nothing  elfe  that's  worth  the  looking  on  : 
I  could  adore  you,  lady. 

Gen.  Can  you  love  me  ? 

Lucio.  To  wait  on  you  in  your  chamber,  and  but  touch 
What  you,  by  wearing  it,  have  made  divine, 
Were  fuch  a  happinefs — I  am  reiolv'd, 
I'll  fell  my  liberty  to  you  for  this  glove, 
And  write  myfelf  your  flave. 

Enter  Lamoral. 

Gen.  On  caficr  terms 
VOL.  VII.  G  g  Receipt 
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Receive  it,  as  a  friend. 

Lam.  How  !  giving  favour  ? — 
I'll  have  it,  with  his  heart. 

Gen.  What  will  you  do  ? 

Lucio.  As  you  are  merciful,  take  my  life  rather ! 

Gen.  Will  you  depart  with  it  fo  Jl  ? 

Lucio.  Does  that  grieve  you  ? 

Gen.  I  know  not;  butev'n  now  you  appear'd  valiant. 

Lucio.  'Twas  to  preferve  my  father ;   in  his  caufe 
I  could  be  fo  again. 

Gen.  Not  in  your  own  ? 
Kneel  to  thy  rival,  and  thine  enemy  ? 
Away,  unworthy  creature  !   I  begin 
To  hate  myfelf,  for  giving  entrance  to 
A  good  opinion  of  thee.     For  thy  torment, 
If  my  poor  beauty  be  of  any  power, 
Mayit  thou  dote  on  it  defp'rately  !  but  never 
Prefume  to  hope  for  grace,  till  thou  recover 
And  wear  the  favour  that  was  ravifh'd  from  thee. 

Lam.  He  wears  my  head  too  then,  [Exit. 

Gen.  Poor  fool,  farewell !  [Exit. 

Lucio.    My  womanifh  foul,  which  hitherto  hath- 

govern'd 

This  coward  flefli,  I  feel  departing  from  me ; 
And  in  me  by  her  beauty  is  infpir'd 
A  new  and  mafc'line  one,  inftructing  me 
What's  fit  to  do  or  fuffer.     Powerful  Love  ! 
That  haft  with  loud,  and  yet  a  pleafing  thunder 
Rous'd  deeping  manhood  in  me,  thy  new  Creature, 
Perfect  thy  work  ;  fo  that  I  may  make  known 
Nature  (tho*  long  kept  back)  will  have  her  own  ! 

[Exit. 

38  Depart."}  This  word  is  here  ufed  in  the  fenfeof  part. 


ACT 
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ACTV.        SCENE     I. 

Enter  Lamoral  and  Lucio. 

Lam.  /"^  AN  it  be  poflible,  that  in  fix  fhort  hours, 
\^4  The  fubject  ftill  the  fame,  fo  many  habits 
Should  be  remov'd  ?  or  this  new  Lucio  (he 
That  yefternight  was  baffled  and  difgrac'd, 
And  thank'd  the  man  that  did  it ;  that  then  kneel'd 
And  blubber'd  like  a  woman)  mould  now  dare 
On  terms  of  honour  to  feek  reparation, 
For  what  he  then  appear'd  not  capable  of  ? 

Lucio.  Such  miracles,  men  that  dare  do  injuries 
Live  to  their  fhames  to  fee,  for  punifhment 
And  fcourge  to  their  proud  follies. 

Lam.  Prithee  leave  me  : 
Had  I  my  page  or  footman  here  to  flefh  thee, 
I  durft  the  'better  hear  thee. 

Lucio.  This  fcorn  needs  not : 
And  offer  fuch  no  more  ! 

Lam.  Why,  fay  1  mould, 
You'll  not  be  angry  ? 

Lucio.  Indeed,  I  think  I  (hall ! 
Would  you  vouchfafe  to  (hew  yourfelf  a  captain, 
And  lead  a  little  further,  to  fome  place 
That's  lefs  frequented 

Lam.  He  looks  pale. 

Lucio.  If  not, 
Make  ufe  of  this. 

Lam.  There's  anger  in  his  eyes  too : 
His  gefture,  voice,  behaviour,  all  new  fafhion'd, 
Well,  if  it  does  endure  in  ac"t  the  trial 
Of  what  in  mow  it  promifes  to  make  good, 
Ulyfles'  Cyclops,  lo's  transformation, 
Eurydice  fetch'd  from  hell,  with  all  the  reft 
Of  Ovid's  fables,  Til  put  in  my  creed  ; 

G  g  2  And, 
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And,  for  proof  all  incredible  things  may  be, 
Write  down  that  Lucio,  the  coward  Lucio, 
The  womanifli  Lucio,  fought. 

Lucio.  And  Lamoral, 
The  ftill  employed  great  duellift  Lamoral, 
Took  his  life  from  him. 

Lam.  'Twill  not  come  to  that  fure  ! 
Methinks  the  only  drawing  of  my  fword 
Should  fright  that  confidence. 
Lucio.  It  confirms  it  rather : 

To  make  which  good,  know  you  (land  now  oppos'd 
By  one  that  is  your  rival ;  one  that  wifhes 
Your  name  and  title  greater,  to  raife  his ; 
The  wrong  you  did  lefs  pardonable  than  it  is, 
But  your  ftrength  to  defend  it  more  than  ever 
It  was  when  Juftice  friended  it;  the  lady 
For  whom  we  now  contend,  Genevora, 
Of  more  defert,  (if  fuch  incomparable  beauty 
Could  fuffer  an  addition)  •,  your  love 
To  don  Vitelli  multiplied,  and  your  hate 
Againft  my  father  and  his  houfe  encreas'd ; 
And  laftly,  that  the  glove  which  you  there  wear, 
To  my  difhonour !  (which  I  muft  force  from  you) 
Were  dearer  to  you  than  your  life. 

Lam.  You'll  find 
It  is,  and  fo  I'll  guard  it. 

Lucia.  All  thefe  meet  then, 
With  the  black  infamy  to  be  foil'd  by  one 
That's  not  allow'd  a  man,  to  help  your  valour ; 
That,  falling  by  your  hand,  I  may  or  die 
Or  win  in  this  one  fingle  oppofition 
My  miftrefs,  and  fuch  honour  as  I  may 
Enrich  my  father's  arms  with! 

Lam.  'Tis  faid  nobly  •, 
My  life  with  them  are  at  the  ftake. 

Lucio.  At  all  then  !  [Fight. 

Lam.  She's  your's  !  this,  and  my  life  too,  follow 

your  fortune  ! 
And  give  not  only  back  that  part  the  lofer 

Scorns 
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Scorns  to  accept  of ! 

Lucio.  What's  that  ? 

Lam.  My  poor  life  ; 

Which  do  not  leave  me  as  a  further  torment, 
Having  deipoil'd  me  of  my  fword,  mine  honour, 
Hope  of  my  lady's  grace,  fame,  and  all  elfe 
That  made  it  worth  the  keeping. 

Lucio.  I  take  back 

No  more  from  you  than  what  you  forc'd  from  me, 
And  with  a  worier  title.     Yet  think  not 
That  I'll  difpute  this,  as  made  infolent 
By  my  fuccefs,  but  as  one  equal  with  you, 
If  fo  you  will  accept  me.     That  new  courage 
(Or  call  it  fortune  if  you  pleafe)  that  is 
Conferr'd  upon  me  by  the  only  fight 
Of  fair  Genevora,  was  not  beftow'd  on  me 
To  bloody  purpofes  j  nor  did  her  command 
Deprive  me  of  the  happinefs  to  fee  her, 
But  'till  I  did  redeem  her  favour  from  you  ; 
Which  only  I  rejoice  in,  and  (hare  with  you 
In  all  you  fuffer  elfe.  , 

Lam.  This  courtefy 

Wounds  deeper  than  your  fword  can,  or  mine  own  : 
Pray  you  make  ufe  of  either,  and  dilpatch  me  ! 

Lucio.  The  barbarous  Turk  is  fatibfied  with  fpoil ; 
And  (hall  I,  being  poffefs'd  of  what  I  came  for, 
Prove  the  more  infidel  ? 

Lam.  You  were  better  be  fo 
Than  publim  my  difgrace,  as  'tis  the  cuftom, 
And  which  I  muft  expect. 

Lucio.  ]  udge  better  of  me  : 
I  have  no  tongue  to  trumpet  mine  own  praife 
To  your  difhonour ;  'tis  a  bailard  courage 
That  fecks  a  name  out  that  way,  no  true-born  one. 
Pray  you  be  comforted  !  for,  by  all  goodneis, 
But  to  her  virtuous  felf  l^the  beft  part  of  it) 
I  never  will  difcover  on  what  terms 
I  came  by  thefe :  Which  yet  I  take  not  from  you, 
But  leave  you,  in  exchange  of  them,  mine  own, 

G  g  3  With 
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With  the  defire  of  being  a  friend  •,  which  if 
You  will  not  grant  me,  but  on  further  trial 
Of  manhood  in  me,  feek  me  when  you  pleafe, 
(And  tho*  I  might  refufe  it  with  mine  honour) 
Win  them  again,  and  wear  them.  So,  good  morrow  \ 

[Exit. 

Lam.  I  ne'er  knew  what  true  valour  was  'till  now  j 
And  have  gain'd  more  by  this  difgrace,  than  all 
The  honours  I  have  won  :  They  made  me  proud, 
Prefumptuous  of  my  fortune,  a  mere  bead, 
Famion'd  by  them,  only  to  dare  and  do, 
Yielding  no  reafons  for  my  wilful  actions 
But  what  1  ftuck  on  my  fword's  point,  prefuming 
It  was  the  beft  revenue.     How  unequal 
Wrongs  well  maintain'd  make  us  to  others,  which 
Ending  with  mame,  teach  us  to  know  ourfelves ! 
I  will  think  more  on't. 

Enter  Vitelli. 

Vit.  Lamoral ! 

Lam.  My  lord  ? 

Vit.  I  came  to  feek  you. 

Lam.  And  unwillingly 
You  ne'er  found  me  'till  now  !  Your  pleafure,  Sir  ? 

Vit.  That  which  will  pleafe  thee,  friend !  Thy  vow'd 

love  to  me 

Shall  now  be  put  in  action  ;  means  are  offer'd 
To  ufe  thy  good  fword  for  me,  that  which  ilill 
Thou  wear'ft  as  if  it  were  a  part  of  thee. 
Where  is't  ? 

Lam.  'Tis  chang'd  for  one  more  fortunate  : 
Pray  you  enquire  not  how. 

Vit.  Why,  I  ne'er  thought 
That  there  was  magick  in  it",  but  afcrib'd 

3J  'That  there  was  muikk  in  it.~\  The  Editors  of  1750  objefl  to 
the  exprefTioo,  mitjickof  a  fvcord,  and  fubftitute  magi;k,  faying,  '  We 
4  Tuppofe  the  line  might  originally  run  thus, 

'        *     '    there  ne'er  ewas  magick  in  //, 

'  /.  e.  the  wonders  of"  his  fword  were  not  owing  to  any  charm,  or 
*  enchantment  Jikc  the  fwords  of  knights-errant,  but  only  to  the 

'  powerful 
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The  fortune  of  it  to  the  arm. 

Lam.  Which  is 

Grown  weaker  too.     I  am  not  (in  a  word) 
Worthy  your  friendfhip  :  I  am  one  new  vanquifh'd, 
Yet  fhame  to  tell  by  whom  ! 

Vit.  But  I'll  tell  thee 

'Gainft  whom  thou  art  to  fight,  and  there  redeem 
Thy  honour  loft,  if  there  be  any  fuch. 
The  king,  by  my  long  fuit,  at  length  is  pleas'd 
That  Alvarez  and  myfclf,  with  cither's  fecond, 
Shall  end  the  difference  between  our  houfes, 
Which  he  accepts  of:  I  make  choice  of  thee  j 
And,  where  you  fpeak  of  a  difgrace,  the  means 
To  blot  it  out,  by  fuch  a  publick  trial 
Of  thy  approved  valour,  will  revive 
Thy  antient  courage.     If  you  embrace  it,  do ; 
If  not,  I'll  feek  fome  other. 

Lam.  As  I  am, 
You  may  command  me. 

Vit.  Spoke  like  that  true  friend 
That  loves  not  only  for  his  private  end!       \Exeunt. 

S  C  E  N  E     II. 

Enter  Genevora  with  a  letter,  and  Bobadilla. 

Gen.  This  from  madonna  Clara  ? 

Bob.  Yes,  an't  pleafe  you. 

Gen.  Alvarez'  daughter  ? 

Bob.  The  fame,  lady. 

Gen.  She 
That  fav'd  my  brother's  life  ? 

Bob.  You're  ftill  i'  th'  right : 

She  will'd  me  wait  your  walking  forth,  and,  knowing 
How  necefTary  a  difcreet  wife  man 
Was,  in  a  bufmefs  of  fuch  weight,  fhe  pleas'd 

'  powerful  arm  that  wielded  it.'  We  heartily  agree  with  them  in 
the  variation  to  nmglck,  but  caa  fcarce  believe  that  the  Authors  mean! 
any  allulion  to  knight-errantry. 

Gg  4  To 
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To  think  on  me.     It  may  be,  in  my  face 
Your  ladyfhip,  not  acquainted  with  my  wifdom, 
Finds  no  fuch  matter;  what  I  am,  I  am  ; 
Thought's  free,  and  think  you  what  you  pleafe. 

Gen.  'Tis  ftrange 

Bob.  That  I  fliould  be  wife,  madam  ? 

Gen.  No,  thou  art  fo. 

There's  for  thy  pains ;  and  prithee  tell  thy  lady 
I  will  not  fail  to  meet  her :  I'll  receive 
Thy  thanks  and  duty  in  thy  prefcnt  abfence. 
Farewell,  farewell,  I  fay!  Now  thou  art  wife. 

[Exit  Bob. 

She  writes  here,  fhe  hath  fomething  to  impart 
That  may  concern  my  brother's  life:  I  know  not; 
Bur  general  fame  does  give  her  out  fo  worthy, 
That  I  dare  not  fufpect  her;  yet  willi  Lucio 

Enter  Lucio. 

Were  matter  of  her  mind  :  But,  fy  upon't ! 
Why  do  I  think  on  him  ? — See,  I  am  punifh'd  for't, 
In  his  unlook'd-for  prefence :  Now  1  muft 
Endure  another  tedious  piece  of  courtfhip, 
Would  make  one  forfwear  courtefy. 

Lucio.  Gracious  madam,  [Kneels. 

The  forrow  paid,  for  your  juft  anger  tow'rds  me, 
Arifing  from  my  weaknefs,  I  prefume 
To  prefs  into  your  prefence,  and  defpair  not 
An  eafy  pardon. 

Gen.  He  fpeaks  fenfe  :  Oh,  ftrange  ! 

Lucio.  And  yet  believe,  that  no  defires  of  mine, 
Tho'  all  are  too  ftrong  in  me,  had  the  power, 
For  their  delight,  to  force  me  to  infringe 
What  you  commanded ;  it  being  in  your  part 
To  lefTen  your  great  rigor  when  you  pleafe, 
And  mine  to  fuffer  with  an  humble  patience 
What  you'll  impofe  upon  it. 

Gen-  Courtly  too ! 

Lucio.  Yet  hath  the  poor  and  contemn'd  Lucio, 
madam, 

(Made 
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(Made  able  only  by  his  hope  to  ferve  you) 

Recover'd  what  with  violence,  not  juftice, 

Was  taken  from  him ;  and  here  at  your  feet, 

With  theft,  he  could  have  laid  the  conquer'd  head 

Of  Lamoral  ('tis  all  I  fay  of  him) 

For  rudely  touching  that,  which,  as  a  relick, 

I  ever  would  have  worihipp'd,  fince  'twas  yours. 

Gen.  Valiant,  and  every  thing  a  lady  could 
Wifh  in  her  fervant ! 

Lucio.  All  that's  good  in  me, 
That  heav'nly  Love,  the  oppofite  to  bafe  luft, 
(Which  would  have  all  men  worthy)  hath  created; 
Which  being  by  your  beams  of  beauty  form'd, 
Cherim  as  your  own  creature  ! 

Gen.  I  am  gone 

Tr>o  far  now  to  difiemble. — Rife,  or  fure 
I  muft  kneel  with  you  too  :  Let  this  one  kifs 
Sptak  the  reft  for  me  !  'tis  too  much  I  do, 
And  yet,  if  Chaftity  would,  I  could  wilh  more. 

Lucio.  In  overjoying  me,  you  are  grown  fad  ! 
What  is  it,  madam  ?  by  Hcav'n, 
There's  nothing  that's  within  my  nerves  (and  yet, 
Favour'd  by  you,  I  fhould  as  much  as  man) 
But  when  you  pleafc,  now,  or  on  all  occafions 
You  can  think  of  hereafter,  but  you  may 
Diipofe  of  at  your  pleafure. 

CfH.  If  you  break 

That  oath  again,  you  lofe  me:  Yet,  fo  well 
I  love  you,  I  mail  never  put  you  to't ; 
And  yet,  forget  it  not.     Reft  fatisfied 
With  that  you  have  receiv'd  now  !  there  are  eyes 
May  be  upon  us ;  till  the  difference 
Between  our  friends  are  ended,  I  would  not 
Be  leen  fo  private  with  you. 

Lucio.  I  obey  you. 

Gen.  But  let  me  hear  oft  from  you,  and  remember 
I  am  Vitelli's  filter  ! 

Lucio,   What's  that,  madam  ? 

Gen. 
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Gen.  Nay,   nothing.     Fare  you  well !    who  feels 

Love's  fire, 
Would  ever  afk  to  have  means  to  defire  M.     {.Exeunt. 

SCENE    III. 

Enter    A/iftant>    Syavedra,     Anaftro,    Herald.,    and 
Attendants. 

AJJift.  Are  they  come  in  ? 

Herald.  Yes. 

AJJift.  Read  the  proclamation, 
That  all  the  people  here  aflembled  may 
Have  fatisfaction,  what  the  king's  dear  love, 
In  care  of  the  republick,  hath  ordain'd. 
Attend  with  filence.     Read  aloud. 

Herald  \reading\.  Forafmuch  as  our  high  and 
mighty  mafter,  Philip,  the  potent  and  mod  Catholick 
king  of  Spain,  hath  not  only  in  his  own  royal  perfon, 
b^en  long  and  often  folicited,  and  grieved,  with  the 
deadly  and  uncurable  hatred  fprung  up  betwixt  the 
two  ancient  and  moft  honourably-defcended  houfes  of 
thefe  his  two  dearly  and  equally-beloved  fnbjects,  don 
Ferdinando  de  Alvarez,  and  don  Pedro  de  Vitelli  (all 
which  in  vain  his  majefty  hath  often  endeavoured  to 
reconcile  and  qualify :)  But  that  alfo  through  the  de- 
bates, quarrels,  and  outrages  daily  arifing,  falling,  and 
flowing  from  thefe  great  heads,  his  publick  civil 
government  is  feditioufly  and  barbaroufly  molefted 
and  wounded,  and  many  of  his  chief  gentry,  (no  lefs 
tender  to  his  royal  majefty,  than  the  very  branches  of 
his  own  facred  blood)  fpoiled,  loft,  and  fubmerg'd, 
in  the  impious  inundation  and  torrent  of  their  Hill- 
growing  malice ;  it  hath  therefore  pleafed  his  facred 

34  To  have  means  to  dejire.]  i.  e.  To  have  the  means  to  compafs 
his  defire.  Fympfon. 

Surely,  this  is  wrongly  interpreted  :— • -The  meaning  is,  '  All  who 

*  feel  the  pleafure  of  love,  would  wifli  always  to  have  the  means  of 
'  loving.'     To  ba-vemtans  to  dtjire  cannot  be  conftrued  means  to  com- 

•  ei/s  uii  difire. 

majefty, 
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majefty,  out  of  his  infinite  affection  to  preferve  his 
commonwealth,  and  general  peace,  from  further  vio- 
lation, (as  a  fweet  and  heartily-loving  father  of  his 
people)  and  on  the  earned  petitions  of  thefe  arch- 
enemies, to  order  and  ordain,  that  they  be  ready, 
each  with  his  well-chofen  and  beloved  friend,  armed 
at  all  points  like  gentlemen,  in  the  Caftle  of  St. 
Jago,  on  this  prefent  Monday-morning,  betwixt  eight 
and  nine  of  the  clock,  where  (before  the  combatants 
be  allowed  to  commence  this  granted  duel)  this  to  be 
read  aloud  for  the  publick  fatisfadlion  of  his  majefty's 
well-beloved  fubjects.  'Save the  king!  [Drums  within. 

Syav.  Hark,  how  their  drums  fpeak  their  infatiatc 

third 

Of  blood,  and  flop  their  ears  'gainft  pious  peace, 
Who,  gently  whifpering,  implores  their  friendship } 

Aflift.  Kings  nor  authority  can  mailer  Fate  : 
Admit  'em  then  j  and  blood  extinguifh  hate  ! 

Enter  feveralfy,  Alvarez  and  Lucio,  Vitelli  andLamoral. 

Syav.  Stay !   yet  be  pleas'd  to  think,  and  let  not 

daring 

(Wherein  men  now-a-days  exceed  e'en  beads, 
And  think  themfelves  not  men  elfe)  fo  tranfport  you 
Beyond  the  bounds  of  Chriftianity ! 
Lord  Alvarez,  Vitelli,  gentlemen, 
No  town  in  Spain,  from  our  metropolis 
Unto  the  rudeft  hovel,  but  is  great 
With  your  afiured  valours'  daily  proofs : 
Qh,  will  you  then,  for  a  fuperftuous  fame, 
A  found  of  honour,  which,  in  thefe  times,  all 
Like  hcreticks  profefs  (withobflinacy, 
But  mod  erroneoufly)  venture  your  fouls  ? 
It  is  a  hard  tafk,  thro'  a  fea  of  blood 
To  fail,  and  land  at  Heaven. 

Vit.  I  hope  not, 

If  Jurtice  be  my  pilot.     But,  my  lord, 
You  know  if  argument,  or  time,  or  love, 
Could  reconcile,  long  lince  we  had  (hook  hands : 

I  dare 
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I  dare  proteft,  your  breath  cools  not  a  vein 

In  any  one  of  us  ;  but  blows  the  fire, 

Which  nought  but  blood  reciprocal  can  quench. 

Alv.  Vitelli,  thou  fay'ft  bravely,  and  fayft  right  i 
And  I  will  kill  thee  for't,  I  love  thee  fo. 

Vit.  Ha,  ha  !  Old  man,  upon  thy  death  I'll  build 
A  ftory  with  this  arm,  for  thy  old  wife 
To  tell  thy  daughter  Clara  feven  years  hence, 
As  me  fits  weeping  by  a  winter-fire, 
How  fuch  a  time  Vitelli  Qew  her  hufband 
With  the  fame  fword  his  daughter  favoured  him, 
And  lives,  and  wears  it  yet.     Come,  Lamoral, 
Redeem  thy felf! 

Lam.  Lucio,  Genevora 
Shall  on  this  fword  receive  thy  bleeding  heart, 
For  my  prefented  hat,  laid  at  her  feet. 

Lucio.  Thou  talk'ft  well,  Lamoral !   but  'tis  thy 

head 

That  I  will  carry  to  her  to  thy  hat. 
Fy,  father  !  I  do  cool  too  much. 

Ah.  Oh,  boy  !  thy  father's  true  fon  ! 
Beat  drums !  And  fo,  good-morrow  to  your  lordfhip ! 

•  '  Enter  above,  Eugenia,  Clara,  and  Genevora. 

Syav.  Brave  refolutions  ! 

Ana.  Brave,  and  Spaniih,  right ! 

Gen.  Lucio ! 

Clara.  Viteili ! 

Eug.  Alvarez ! 

Ah.  How  the  devil 
Got  thefe  cats  into  th'  gutter  ?  my  pufs  too  ? 

Eug.  Hear  us ! 

Gen.  We  muft  be  heard  ! 

Clara.  We  will  be  heard  ! 
Vitelli,  look  ;  fee  Clara  on  her  knees, 
Imploring  thy  compaflion  ! — Heav'n,  how  fternly 
They  dart  th^ir  emulous  eyes,  as  if  each  fcorn'd 
To  be  behind  the  other  in  a  look  ! 
Mother,  Death  need's  no  fword  here  !  Oh,  my  fitter, 

(Fate 
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(Fate  fain  would  have  it  fo)  perfuade,  entreat ! 
A  lady's  tears  are  filent  orators JJ, 
Or  mould  be  fo  at  leaft,  to  move  beyond 
The  honieft-tongued  rhetorician  }6 ; 
Why  will  you  fight  ?  Why  does  an  uncle's  death, 
Twenty  year  old,  exceed  your  love  to  me, 
But  twenty  days  ?    Whofe  forc'd  caufe,   and   fair 

manner 

You  could  not  underftand,  only  have  heard. 
Cuftom,  that  wrought  fo  cunningly  on  Nature 
In  me,  that  I  forgot  my  fex,  and  knew  not 
Whether  my  body  female  were  or  male, 
You  did  unweave,  and  had  the  power  to  charm 
A  new  creation  in  me,  made  me  fear 
To  think  on  thofe  deeds  I  did  perpetrate. 
How  little  pow'r  tho'  you  allow  to  me, 
That  cannot  with  my  fighs,  my  tears,  my  prayers, 
Move  you  from  your  own  lofs,  if  you  mould  gain ! 

Vit.  I  mutt  forget  you,  Clara:  'Till  I  have 
Redeem'd  my  uncle's  blood,  that  brands  my  face 
Like  apeftif'rous  caibuncle,  I'm  blind 
To  what  you  do,  deaf  to  your  cries,  and  marble 
To  all  impulfive  exorations. 
When  on  this  point  I've  perch'd  thy  father's  foul, 
I'll  tender  thee  this  bloody  reeking  hand, 
Drawn  forth  the  bowels  of  that  murderer ; 

35  A  lady's  tears  are  filent  orators.']  So  Crafhaw. 

«  Sententious  (hovv'rs !  O  !  let  them  fall ! 
'  Their  cadence  is  rhetorical.' 
Again,  in  Daniel's  complaint  of  Rofamond  : 

•  Ah,  beauty,  fyren,  fair  enchanting  good  ! 

'  Sweet,  filent  rhetorick  of  perfuading  eyes  f 
«  Dumb  eloquence,  whofe  power  doth  move  the  blood, 

'  More  than  the  words  or  wifdom  of  the  wife.' 
Vide  Steevens's  notes  on  Shakefpeare,  vol.  vii.  p.  335. 

36  The  h6neft-/0»£aV  rhetorician.']   Seward  propofes   fubflituting 
loudejl  for  honejt.     The  correction  is  from  Sympfon's conjecture,  who 
fays,  *  Our  Poets,  who  were  admirers  of  the  clafiics,  might  poffibly 
*  have  had  Neftor  in  their  eye,  who  is  thus  defcribed  by  Homer, 

'  Experienced  Nefior,  in  perfuafion  (kill'd, 

*  Words  J-weet  at  honey,  from  If  is  lips  dijlilt '</.' 

'  Mr.  Pofii  tranjlation." 

If 
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If  thou  canft  love  me  then,  I'll  marry  thee, 
And,  for  thy  father  loft,  get  thee  a  fon ; 
On  no  condition  elfe  ! 

AJJjft.  Moft  barbarous ! 

Syav.  Savage ! 

Ana.  Irreligious ! 

Gen.  Oh,  Lucio, 

Be  thou  more  merciful !  thou  bear'ft  fewer  years, 
Art  lately  wean'd  from  foft  effeminacy ; 
A  maiden's  manners,  and  a  maiden's  heart 
Are  neighbours  flill  to  thee  :  Be  then  more  mildj 
Proceed  not  to  this  combat !  Be'fl  thou  defp'rate 
Of  thine  own  life  ?  Yet,  deareft,  pity  mine  ! 
Thy  valour's  not  thine  own ;  I  gave  it  thee ; 
Thefe  eyes  begot  it,  this  tongue  bred  it  up, 
This  breaft  would  lodge  it :  Do  not  ufe  my  gifts 
To  mine  own  ruin  !  I  have  made  thee  rich  j 
Be  not  fo  thanklefs,  to  undo  me  for't ! 

Lucio.  Miftrefs,  you  know  I  do  not  wear  a  vein 
I  would  not  rip  for  you,  to  do  you  fervice  : 
Life's  but  a  word,  a  fhadow,  a  melting  dream, 
Compar'd  to  eflential  and  eternal  honour. 
Why,  would  you  have  me  value  it  beyond 
Your  brother  ?  If  I  firft  caft  down  my  fword, 
May  all  my  body  here  be  made  one  wound, 
And  yet  my  foul  not  find  Heav'n  thoro'  it ! 

Ah.  You  would  be  catterwauling  too ;  but,  peace ! 
Go,  get  you  home,  and  provide  dinner  for 
Your  fon,  and  me ;  we'll  be  exceeding  merry. 
Oh,  Lucio,  I  will  have  thee  cock  of  all 
The  proud  Vitellis  that  do  live  in  Spain  ! 
Fy,  we  lhall  take  cold !  Hunch !  By  Heav'n,  I'm 

hoarfe 
Already. 

Lam.  How  your  fitter  whets  my  fpleen! 
I  could  eat  Lucio  now. 

Gen.  Vitelli !  brother  ! 

Ev'n  for  your  father's  foul,  your  uncle's  blood, 
As  you  do  love  my  life ;  but  laft,  and  moft, 
As  you  refpeft  your  own  honour  and  fame, 

Throw 
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Throw  down  your  fword  !  he  is  moft  valiant 
That  herein  yields  firft. 

Vit.  Peace,  you  fool ! 

Clara.  Why,  Lucio, 
Do  thou  begin  :  'Tis  no  difparagement ; 
He's  elder,  and  thy  better,  and  thy  valour 
Is  in  his  infancy. 

Gen.  Or  pay  it  me, 

To  whom  thou  ow'ft  it.     Oh,  that  conftant  Time 
Would  but  go  back  a  week  ;  then  Lucio 
Thou  wouldft  not  dare  to  fight ! 

Eug.  Lucio,  thy  mother, 
Thy  mother  begs  it !  throw  thy  fword  down  firft. 

Ah.  I'll  throw  his  head  down  after  then. 

Gen.  Lamoral, 
You've  often  fwore  you'd  be  commanded  by  me. 

Lam.  Never   to   this  j    your    fpite    and    fcorn, 

Genevora, 
Has  loft  all  power  on  me  ! 

Gen.  Your  hearing  for  fix  words ! 

Affifl.  Syav.  Ana.  Strange  obftinacy ! 

Ah.  Vit.  Lucio.  Lam.  We'll  ftay  no  longer. 

Clara.  Then,  by  thy  oath,  Vitelli, 
Thy  dreadful  oath,  thou  wouldft  return  that  fword 
When  I  fhould  afk  it,  give  it  to  me  now ; 
This  inftant  I  require  it ! 

Gen.  By  thy  vow, 

As  dreadful,  Lucio,  to  obey  my  will 
In  any  one  thing  I  would  watch  to  challenge, 
1  charge  thee  not  to  ftrike  a  ftroke !  Now,  he 
Of  our  two  brothers  that  loves  perjury 
Beft,  and  dares  firft  be  damn'd,  infringe  his  vow ! 

Syav.  Excellent  ladies ! 

Vit.  Pifh,  you  tyrannize. 

Lucio.  We  did  equivocate. 

Ah.  On! 

Clara.  Then,  Lucio, 
So  well  I  love  my  hufband,  (for  he  is  fo, 
Wanting  but  ceremony)  that  I  pray 

Ilia 
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His  Vengeful  fword  may  fall  upon  thy  head 
Succefsfully,  for  falfhood  to  his  fitter. 

Gen.  I  likewife  pray,  Vitelli,  Lucio's  fword 
(Who  equally's  my  hufband  as  thou  hers) 
May  find  thy  falfe  heart,  that  durft  'gage  thy  faith, 
And  durft  not  keep  it ! 

Affijt.  Are  you  men,  or  ftone  ? 

Ato.  Men,  and  we'll  prove  it  with  our  fwords, 

Eug.  Your  hearing  for  fix  words,  and  we  have  done ! 
Zancho,  come  forth  \ — We'll  fight  our  challenge  too: 
Now  fpeak  your  refolutions. 

Enter  Bobadillay  with  two/words  and  a  piftol. 

Gen.  Thefe  they  are ; 

The  firft  blow  giv'n  betwixt  you  (heaths  thefe  fwords 
In  one  another's  bofoms. 

Eug.  And,  rogue,  look 
You  at  that  inftant  do  difcharge  that  piftol 
Into  my  breaft :  If  you  ftart  back,  or  quake, 
I'll  ftick  you  like  a  pig. 

Al-v.  Hold!  you  are  mad. 

Gen.  This  we  have  faid  j  and,  by  our  hope  of  blifs, 
This  we  will  do  !  Speak  your  intents. 

Clara.  Gen.  Strike  1 

Eug.  Shoot  1 

Alv.  yit.  Lucio.  Lam.  Hold,  hold !  all  friends ! 

AJJift.  Come  down. 

Ah.  Thefe  dev'lilh  women 
Can  make  men  friends  and  enemies  when  they  lift ! 

Syav.  A  gallant  undertaking,  and  a  happy  1 
Why,  this  is  noble  in  you  ;  and  will  be 
A  welcomer  prefent  to  our  mafter 
Philip,  than  the  return  from  his  Indies. 

Enter  Clara^  Genevora,  Eugenia,  and  Bobadilla* 

Clara.  Father,  your  blefiing  ! 

Ah.  Take  her :  If  ye  bring  not 
Bcjtwixt  you  boys  that  will  find  out  new  worlds, 
And  win  'em  too,  I'm  a  falfe  prophet. 

Tit. 


THE     MARTIAL    MAID.        48i 

Pit.  Brother, 

There  is  a  fifter.     Long-divided  ftreams 
Mix  now  at  length,  by  fats. 

Bob.  I'm  not  regarded  ! 
I  was  the  careful  fteward  that  provided 
Thefe  inftruments  of  peace  ;  I  put 
The  longeft  weapon  in  your  fitter's  hand, 
My  lord,  becaufe  fhe  was  the  Ihorteft  lady ; 
For  likely  the  fhorteft  ladies  love  the  longeft  men; 
And,  for  mine  own  part,  I  could  have  difcharg'd  it : 
My  piftol  is  no  ordinary  piftol ; 
It  has  two  ramming  bullets ;  but,  thought  I, 
Why  fhould  I  fhoot  my  two  bullets  into 
My  old  lady  ?  If  they  had  gone,  I  would  hot 
Have  ftay'd  long  after ;  I  would  ev'n  have  died  tooj 
Bravely,  i'faith,  like  a  Roman  fteward ;  hung 
Myfelf  in  mine  own  chain,  and  there  had  been 
A  (lory  of  Bobadilla  Spindola  Zancho, 
For  after-ages  to  lament.     Hum  ! 
I  perceive,  I  am  not  only  not  regarded; 
But  alfo  not  rewarded. 

Alv.  Prithee,  peace  I 

'Shalt  have  a  new  chain>  next  St.  Jaques'  day,- 
Or  this  new  gilt. 

Bob.  I'm  fatisfied ;  let  Virtue  have  her  due. 
And  yet  I'm  melancholy  upon  this  atonement ; 
Pray  Heaven  the  ftate  rue  it  not !  I  would 
My  lord  Vitelli's  fteward  and  I  could  meet ; 
They  fhould  find  it  fhould  coft  'em  a  little  more 
To  make  us  friends.     Well,  I  will  forfwear 
Wine  and  women  for  a  year ;  and  then 
I  will  be  drunk  tomorrow,  and  run  a-whoring 
Like  a  dog  with  a  broken  bottle  at's  tail ; 
Then  will  I  repent  next  day,  and  forfwear  'em 
Again  more  vehemently  j  be  forfworn 
Next  day  again,  and  repent  my  repentance  : 
For  thus  a  melancholy  gentleman  doth 
And  ought  to  live. 

Ajfift.  Nay,  you  fhall  dine  with  m«  •* 
VOL,  VII.  H  h  And 
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And  afterward  I'll  with  you  to  the  king. 
But  firil,  I  will  difpatch  the  caftle's  bufmefs, 
That  this  day  may  be  complete.     Bring  forth  the 
malefactors  ! 


Enter    Alguazier,     Pachiece,    Metoldi, 

Lazaritlo,  Pioratc,  Malrcda,  and  Guard* 
You,  Alguazier,  the  ring-leader  of  thefe 
Poor  fellows,  are  degraded  from.your  office  \ 
You  mud  reflore  all  ftol'n  goods  you  receiv'd, 
And  watch  a  tv/elvemonih  without  any  pay  : 
This,  if  you  fail  of,  (all  your  goods  confifcate) 
You're  to  be  whipt,  and  ftnt  into  the  galiies. 

Alg.  \   like    all,  but   reftoringj    that   Catholick 

doctrine 

I  do  diflike.     Learn,  all  ye  officers, 
By  this,  to  live  uprightly  —  if  you  can  !  [Exzf. 

AJJifl.  You  cobler,  to  tranflate  your  manners  new, 
Are  cloom'd  to  th'  cloifters  of  the  Mendicants, 
With  this  your  brother  botcher,  there  for  nothing 
To  cobble,  and  heel-hofe  for  the  poor  friars, 
'Till  they  allow  your  penance  for  fufficient, 
And  your  amendment  ;  then  you  fhall  be  freed, 
And  may  fet  up  again. 

rack.  Mendoza,  come: 
Our  fouls  have  trod  awry  in  all  men's  fight  j 
We'll  under-lay  'em,  till  they  go  upright. 

[Exeunt  Pack,  and  Mend. 

Ajflijl.  Smith,  in  thofe  (hackles  you,  for  your  hard 

heart, 
Muft  lie  by  th'  heels  a  year. 

Met.  I've  fhod  your  horfe,  my  lord.  [Exit. 

AJJijl.  Away  !  For  you,  my  hungry  white-lpaf'd 

face, 

You  mu  ft  to  th'  galiies,  where  you  fnall  be  fure 
TO  have  no  more  bits  than  you  (hall  have  blows. 

Laz,  Well  j  tho'  I  herrings  want,  I  fhall  have  rows. 

A/fift.  Signer,  you  have  prevented  us,  aad  punifh'd 
Yourfelf  leverelier  than  we  would  have  done  : 

You 
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You  have  married  a  whore ;  may  fhe  prove  honeft  1 

Pio.  It  is  better,  my  lord,  than  to  marry 
An  honeft  woman,  that  may  prove  a  whore. 

Vit.  It  is  a  handfome  wench,  an  thou  canft  keep 

her  tame. 
I'll  fend  you  what  I  promis'd. 

Pio.  Joy  to  your  lordfhips  ! 

All}.  Here  may  all  ladies  learn,  to  make  of  foes 
The  perfedYft  friends  j  and  not  the  perfecTft  foes 
Of  deareft  friends,  as  fome  do  now-a-days  ! 

Vit.  Behold  the  pow'r  of  Love  '7 !  Nature,  tho'  loft 
By  cuftom  irrecoverably,  paft  the  hope 
Of  friends'  reftoring,  Love  hath  here  retriev'd 
To  her  own  habit ;  made  her  blufh  to  fee 
Her  fo-long-monftrous  metamorphofes : 
May  ftrange  affairs  never  have  worfe  fuccefs !  [Exeunt. 

17  Behold  the  power  of  love,  to  nature  loft 


Love  bath  here  retrieved.  ]  Here  is  another 

difficult  paflage,  at  leaft  to  me,  Behold  the  ponver  of  love,  which 
(love)  hath  here  to  loft  nature  retrieved  to  her  own  habit.  This  the 
reader  may  make  fenfe  of  if  he  can,  while  I  endeavour  to  fct  the 
place  right  thus, 

behold  the  power  of  love,  nature  tho'  loft 


Love  bath  retritvd 


To  her  wen  habit,  &C. 

Here  \\e  have  a  glimmering  of  fenfe  and  reafon,  and  the  poets  arc 
clear 'd  from  a  blunder  they  could  hardly  be  guilty  of. 


•E  r  1 1.  o  . ,  i-  »• 


EPILOGUE. 

/^V  U  R  Author  fears  there  are  fome  rebel  hearts, 
Whofe  dullnefs  doth  oppofe  love's  piercing  darts; 
Such  will  be  apt  to  fay  there  wanted  wit, 
The  language  low,  very  few  fcenes  are  writ 
With  fpirit  and  life ;  fuch  odd  things  as  thefe 
He  cares-- not  for,  nor  ever  means  to  pleafe ; 
For  if  yourfelves,  a  miftrefs,  or  Love's  friends, 
Are }8  lik'd  with  this  fmooth  play,  he  hath  his  ends. 


**  Lik'd.}  i.  e.  Pleafed. 
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